Cutty Sark at Christmas. 


Cutty Sark Scots Whisky. The only gift-of ite kind: 
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(Too little flash 


One of Polaroid’s Focused Flash 400s made this dif- 
ference, No more burnouts. No more blackouts. Just the 
exact light you need—for any distance. 

For shots as close as 3172 feet, louvers close down over 
the flashcube. Perfect exposures up close 

For group shots, the louvers open wide to let out all 
the light from the Hi-Power Cube, Perfect exposures up 
to 10 feet away. And it's automatic as you focus the 


ui TR З 
(Focused Flash. ) 
camera, You just shoot normally. 

There are four models in our 400 La 
camera line and prices start at under $60 with- 
out Focused F] 

Spend the ext 
This is one of the nicest 


ideas that ever happened 
to 60-second pictures. 


Polaroid’s Focused Flash 400s. 


PLAYBILL `% LONG AGO, during а 
oneweck period, there were 
more Americans killed by gunfire in New York 
City than in South Vietnam. What's most surprising 
about that statistic is the fact that nobody seemed 
surprised by it—p ме New York and 
south Vietnam have been growing more and more 
like for so long now. New York had junkies first, 
but Saigon led the way in terrorist bombings. Man- 
banan may have Gillen behind in racial incidents, 
but not by much. While fraggings run ahead of po 
y De an indication ol how 
casy it is to accomplish the former. Since any war 
топе is interesting in a macabre sort of way—and 
New York is particularly so because, if [or no other 
reason, the casualties are so articulate—we asked lor 
reports from the front. Bruce Jay Friedman, one of 
New York's foremost paranoids, а gilted and prolific 
writer of novels (Stern, A Mother's Kisses), plays 
(Scuba Duba), screenplays amd articles, sent us 
New York—A Town Without Foreplay, which de 
tails the peculiar and somewhat attractive insanity 
of that city, Murray Ki hat 
best columnists and most civilized of men. recently 
had run-in w s that 
shook spiritually more than physically. My 
Last Muggi а holdup with an 
urban. message. 

If you ger rolled, it's likely to be by someone who 
is gripped by that special madness called. psycho- 
pathy. You may even like the thief alter he's take 
you 10 the cleaners and will almost certainly. re- 
main unaware of the fact that he’s a psychopath. 
Worse, such people are all around you, operating 
charm whichever seems 


ps beca 


lice murders, that may oi 


pion, one ol M 


h crime in the stre 


penson 


g was, for К 


mpror 


with cither violence o 
better suited to their ambitions. Psychopatlis were 
once considered “moral imbeciles"; now they may 
be the only people truly in tune with the tines. 
^s one of Man Harrington's unsettling conclu- 
in The Coming of the Psychopath, illusirated 
by Mex Ebel. Harrington's findings will be repor 
ed at greater length in his lorthcoming book, to 
be published by Simon Schuster next spring. He 
has moved from New York to Tucson, Arizona, 
where, he reports with relief, "the 
friendly." JE Howard Hughes—one of the century 
richest, most eccentric and, for the past 20 years or 
so. most inaccessible n a psychopath, 
then he is something just as Гам ag and worthy 
of consideration. In Gan the Real He 
LL Still Stand Up£, Edwin Fadimen. Jr 
Phelan separately tackle the weird world of Hu 
career of the 


ves are 


i—is no 


1 chronicles the controversi 
billionaire industrialist, inventor, u 
pilot and ex-Nevada kind developer 
the author of The One-Eyed King, a novel w 
decidedly Hugheslike protagonist. Journalist J 
Phekin, who has spent about 15 years watching and 
chasing Howard Hughes, considers the men around 
him—who they are and what they must do to sw- 
vive in their Byzantine world. Phelan is currently at 
work on a memoir tentatively titled Richard Nixon 
and Other Rascals I Have Pursued. 

This month's fiction is, well, eclectic. It т 
from the cosmic imaginings of Arthur C. Clar 
nners and morals artfully studied by Vladimir 
Nabokov—with stops enroute for a novel bank job 
and the further adventures of Hawkeve Pierce 
and the rest of the cutups hom M 4*8. Clarke's 


NABOKOV 


TRILLIN 


HARRINGTON 


SHERMAN. 


A 


FRIEDMAN CLARKE GOLD 
могу, A Meeting with Medusa, vikes place in the 
hydrohelium 


er, a planet that has special 
significance in k. His next book, in Гас, 
will be titled Beyond Jupiter: The Worlds of the 
Grand Tour. And at his home in Ceylon, he con 
another uncharted region—the 
ing or scuba diving, Clarke is 
and, he tells us, “avoiding editar" N 
bokov still lives in Switzerland and doesn't say what 
or whom he 
on a new novel 
сау Rus 
The Dashing Fellou 


tines to explore 
When he's not w 
in 


lectu 


s set in the Germany of the 
Vhirties and deals with an especially cruel seduc- 
tion. The illustrations are by Franz Alischuler. The 
bank story, Calvin Trillin's Safely Deposited. 
about an inspired caper that relies for 
on a very basic human appetite: sex. Trillin is the 
иштг of U.S. Journal, а collection of arides ou 
the American land and psyche that he wrote for The 
о Yorker. Richard Hooker is back with more of 
his famous sawbones’ adventures in 5*E* X. Comes 
to Thief Island, which will be included in the novel 
M* A*8*H. Goes to Maine, t0 be pu 
ruary, Finally, there's this mor 
he Ballad of Dan Homer. by pe, aho 
scheduled to appear in ам upcoming book. Bawdy 
Ballads and Sexy Songs (edited by Craig McGregor 
and published by Tower Publications). 

Two very diflerent writers, Herbert Gold and 
Dan Greenburg, offer memoirs this month, Gold's 
Crazy Kids Cross the Ocean tells of learning to 
майс and to live in the aftermath of World War 
Two. It’s part of a work in progress that Gold. says 
may be a rather long book. As usual with books 
not yet finished. the writer's plan is t0 solve every- 
thing.” He has spent che past few months as writer 


success 


kl Classic, 


in residence at Ohio U Ко at work 
on a film script that details the ups and downs on 
San Francisco's. Montgomery Streei—olten called 
Wall Street West. Despite the unfunny ste of the 
Gold says the film will be 

vecollec 


ersity and 


economy, 1 comedy. 
on of a 


b the knots she 


Greenbing's. Shelley is his wr 


strikingly desirable teenager iu 


KNIGHT апа. 


ALPERT 


STEVENS and. 


DERAT 
tied him in. Tt. too, will be part of a larger work, 
Scoring: A Memoir, which will be published by 
Doubleday. In the meantime. Greenburg 
field: . Penelope С 
er lound his performance 


inother 
New Yor 


et 


as Mi 
Clum, the editor of the Tombstone Epitaph in 


The 


Frank Per 
Heady with success. he ph 
in the role of a l 

Although Коп acted in films, he's 
noted for making. them. Some of the best include 
Repulsion, Cul-de-Sac, Rosemary's Baby and 
classic first film. Кийе in Ше Water. Pol 
is the subject of this month's Playboy Interview, has 
just directed a controversial new version of Macbeth 
for Playboy Productions, from a за сспріау based 


s film Doc, worthy of special mention. 
to act again, this time 


his 
who 


nell а PLAYBOY Contributing Editor as well 
as Sir Laurence Olivier's literarv ger at Brit- 
Theater, Larry DuBois conducted 
the interview and found Polanski incredibly com- 
pell n artist. “This one had 
me more, 1 guess obsessed is the word. than any 
ssignment Ive ever had. I literally lived with it for 
three months, drove people who were around me 
crazy, including my editor." But. Larry's editor re- 
ports that its a remarkably good interview. and well 
worth whatever it cost - and aggravation, 
Also for this issu Editor David Stevens 
and Associate Picture Fditor Alfred. De Bat collab- 
orued on Bah! Humbug! а test to determine 
whether you're aroused to anticipation, apathy or 
by the prospect of hollydecked halls, jir 
bells and the rest of it. Stevens and De Bat claim 
ly like Christmas, with all its giltwrapped 
and upturned palms, bur Stevens, the spokes- 
the team. admits wishing that it didn't 
occur "so goddamned frequently." Like Santa him- 
self, Judith Wax is back down the chimney with 
another bagful of Playboy's Christmas Cards, accom- 
panied by appropriate verses dedicated t0 those 
whose activities over the past у led them 
out for special blessir 


to 


man for 


t have sin 


Arthur Kuight and Hollis Alpert continue what 


BEL 


MC CALL and YATES 


HOOKER 


"e 


i 


VAN DER MARCK 


GREENBERG. 


ALISCHULER 


they're beginning to feel is their lifelong study of 
erotica in the movies with Sex Stars of 1971. Seems 
it was a very good year for sex, but not so good for 
the stars A notable exception was Sean Connery, 
who hasn't fared well at all since his last James 
Bond adventure but is now experiencing а 
of popularity by returning to the role il 
him famous and 
mostly second: 


evival 
t made 
of films— 
te imitations of his classics. Vegas 
Comes Up 007 is preview of what promises to be a 


firserate sequel: Diamonds Are Forever, co-starring 
Jill St. John 
who i 


spired à whole genre 


id the usual host of beautiful women 
10 do him in—one way or another. 


blished a lot 


bout cars over the years. 


ve outdone ourself with Profes- 
sor Zachary Ріпа Patented Official Unabridged 
Condensed New 1972 Antocyclopedia, A Through 


Z. This remarkable handbook. which includes an 
introduction by Lester Smeed, the author's. best 
friend, was discovered by Bruce McCall and Brock 


Yates. We should have expected it after uh 
equally remarkable discovery of Major Howdy Bix- 
bys Albun of Forgotten Warbirds, which we pub- 
lished a Another significant find u 
month is Dr. Virginia Slimmes, who was discov 


d 
by Richard Curtis (mother experienced talent 
ме sponsible also for the publishing debut of 


the renowned unnaturalist, Professor Mo 
tifer, with his October 1970 tre: 
Chicken Eating Frog). In 
History, Dr. Slimmes take revisionist look at the 
past (herstory?) and concludes that most of what 
we've been taught has been a long string of male- 
inisi Hi 

Consider the obscene phone nony 
mous and almost always an imposition, at the very 
least, on the person who gets it. But how many 
рибу types аке there who covet a phone solely on 


ton Stul- 
ise он The Giant 
A Feminist’ Looks at 


the outside chance that (еу receive one of 
them? (“Honestly! Tve never heard such Jan- 
age in my Ше; he must have talked for at least 


tw 


му minutes") Be it known, Allan Sherman 
concerned about these people and their problem. 
His solution, explained in Grisclda and the Porn-o- 
Phone. is an 
sively 10 prin 


nswering service that appeals exclu 
A. T.&T. 

te features, we present the best in 
erotic art. George Segal’s sculptures are spare and 
honest qualities that co stantly in the 
photographs (ог George Segal: Love's Labors Cast 
re lucidly explained in Ja Маз 
accompanying: essay. In Personal Visions oj the 
Erotic, nine eminent and talented. photographers 


an interests via 


Jn two se 


ic through 


and de 


offer their interpretations of that nx 
I all 
Rounding out our yuletide offerings: Spirits of 


subjective 


ol mot ions. 


Christmas Past and Present, by Emanuel Green- 
the finest in traditional 
е new holiday drinks, Alo Playboy's 
Christmas Gift Guide, our annual selection of the 
best and most imaginative gilts available this sea- 
son. Little Annie Fanny is on hand, too, learning 
all about body language: and Karen Christy. our 
December Playmate. All together, it should add to a 
Christmas th . we hope, bring to all those 
New York— 
anh. 


ип of 


beleaguered and besieged—not only 


more than just a modicum of peace on 


PUBLISHED WonTHLY 
"Lunes, 


AND AT ADDITIONAL MAILING OFPICES 


Mercury Cougar XR-7. No other car in its class can match our standards. 


It's the best equipped luxury sports car you con 
buy—without referring to an option list. 

Our deep-padded hi-back bucket seats are sur- 
faced in rich, natural grain leather, made glove soft by 
a special tanning process. 

Our instrument cluster includes о tachometer, trip 
odometer, ammeter, oil gouge, and toggle switches to 
activate ouxiliary systems. 

All set into a fascia that glistens with the look of 
cherry woodgrain 

Performance standards include floor shift and the 


351 cv. in. V-8 engine. Plus driver's-side remote-con- 
trolled racing mirror and sequential reor turn signals. 
Of course, we offer all the better options shown 
—oir conditioning, radio, console/clock, automatic 
transmission, and passenger-side rocing mirror. 


That's our пем Better ideas make better cars 


Mercury Cougar 
(71. MERCURY 
uncon nencunvosoy 229) 


sports car that sets 
the standards for 
the others in 1972. 
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Do you think the gift of golden 
Galliano is too sentimental? 

Perhaps it is. 

The taste of Galliano is decidedly 
romantic, with overtones of baroque Old 
World richness. 

According to the Italian legend, 


Galliano is distilled from the rays of the 
sun; so perhaps it would help to describe 
the taste as, simply, golden. 

But the tall bottle of golden Galliano 
makes a splendid gift. It isn’t the thought 
that's sentimental. 

It's the gift ofgold behindit. D 
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My 5 Favorite 


yistmas Presents. 


by S. CLAUS 
The world’s foremost authority 
lets some secrets out of his bag. 


“Every year I have to haul around a lot of ties and perfume nobody 
really wants to give or get. My reindeer get exhausted, my ho-ho-ho's 
turn to tired sighs. Take my advice. Give a present people can really 
use, a blockbuster they'll sit around grinning about all Christmas day. 

“My picks are the line of Royal typewriters and electronic calcu- 
lators. They re all exciting, all gifts that won't lose their charm by 
December 26th. They're useful, but they're also very glamorous. And 
when you buy the Apollo, Royal will give you a $25 U.S. Savings 
Bond for only $10 (worth $18.75 right now, $25 in six years.) You 


can stuff it in a stocking, or even your own pocket. 


“Look, I've been in this Christmas present field for years, and 1 


know. Give joy to the world, and to your friends. Give Royal." 


Rejoice in Royal’s low prices. 


Make merry, The $50* take-along manual 
with full-sized keyboard. The only ching 
small about this Royal is its price. 


— — 4+ 


The Royal Jupiter. About the fanciest 
and most automatic electric portable you 
could pur under any исе. About 9250“ 


Digital Ш, under $150 . . . newest and 
lowest priced calculator оп the electronic 
calculator scene. 


*Manufacturer's suggested retail price. 


[H ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY 
Litton 


Apollo. Royal's most popular electric 


portable. Under $100. Ic has all the advan- 
tages of an electric, but the price is manual. 


1 Lis the $249.95* electronic calcu- 
lator with $400 machine features. Adds, 
subtracts, divides, multiplies. Displays 10 
digits. 


$25U.S. Bond for$10! Send $10 check with 
your Apollo warranty to Royal, Dept. 622, 
150 New Park Ave., Hartford, Conn. 10606. 
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And it will still be alive and kicking twelve hours from now, too. That's 
because Canada Dry Club Soda gets its carbonation through a special 
process called “Ріп-Роіпі Carbonation.” So the bubbles will last for 
twelve, twenty-four, and even forty-eight hours. 

Next time you open a bottle of scotch, rye, or bourbon, 
open a bottle of Canada Dry Club Soda to go along with it. 

Our club soda will probably last as long as your 
drink does. And maybe even longer than your party. 


Canada Dry: Club soda with a long lasting bubble. 


This bottle of club 
was just opened 


i 
H 
à 
Š 
H 
3 
° 


Marlboro Red 
or Longhorn 100's— 
you get a lol to like. 


Educate 
your friends 


Give Ballantine's, the Scotch that wrote the book on quality and taste. 


i 
і | мт 


жото 


Отоу 
ОМ Жо 


Holiday Thought: Tbe more the гү learn 
um about Scotch, the more the ey ll appreciate Ballantine’ 
ug Bea Ballantines Loyalist 


BOTTLEOIN SCOTLANO, BLENOED SCOTCH WHISKY. B6 PROOF. IMPORTEO BY "21" BRANOS, INC. NY 
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APPRAISING JULES 
To comment on your interview with 
Jules Feiffer (ы лувох, September) is like 


a Greek waiter commenting on Homer. 
1, too, was born in the Bronx; my father 
жаз а salesman and 1 once won а Wana- 
maker medal for drawing in public 
school, Bur there the resemblance be- 
tween Feilfer and myself stops, tho 
my closest friends that every- 
thing he says in the imerview sounds 
like me. To me he is, and has been since 
the most—indeed, the only 


significint Gmtoonist in the profession 
That he has moved on to playwriting and 
the movies was inevitable. The ru has 


so much g 
doing de 
" 


m, I guess he'll be 

istry next, just like bis father 

ions! 

d Hoff 

ni Beach, 
Cartoonist Hoff's books include 

Wrong Party!” “Upstream, Dow 

and Out of My Mind” and “From Bed to 


Nurse.” 


Florid: 
Oops! 


stream 


Feiffer’s gilt for phrasemaking is equal 
10 anyon the SDS or Black Pan 
thers. Like Jules. they also have calle 
те "an elderly Abbie Hollman.” 1 per- 
sonally expected something sharper from 
the Jewish Linco Rockwell 
Jules, whose cartoon satires appear 
over 100 newspapers once а week, 
kind, though, t0 express his sadness at the 
lure of a fellow satirist whose stulf has 
been appearing in over 1000 newspapers 
seven days а week since 1934. It is com 
parable то Phyllis Diller expressing her 
sadness at the failure of Raquel Welch to 
interestingly. But Jules did not, as 
ns, ever debate me, Once, while 
TV interview show, 1 asked my 
get Julius LaRosa. He mis- 
understood me and. Ju turned 
up instead. 1 concealed my disappoint- 

rent, although the audience, I'm afraid, 
expressed its. 1 let Jules quickly plug his 
hooks, his plays, his cartoons, got hi 
off fast and fired the producer. 

Al Capp 
Boston, 


s 


2eorge 


producer 10 


Massachusetts. 


What bugs me about Feiller is how a 
fellow who is soaking up the sweet rc 
wards America ollers for outstanding tal- 


ent can smugly condemn just about 
everybody in Government and out. He 
should be down on his knees, thanking 
God that he lives in a country where 
ivileges of criticism 


so thoroughly Amer n surprised 
d delighted—that Feiffer saw fit to 


mention his interview. I realize I've 
hardly touched upon the meat of the 
interview, but remember, Fm just a 


contented square who has been enjoying 
a modest bit of success over the years. 
Raeburn L. VanBuren 
Great Neck, New York 
Ilustrator and cartoonist VanBuren's 
“Abbie an’ Slats” is syndicated in more 
Ihan 200 newspapers 


Feill nds like а guru whose phil- 
osophical bent is related to his being а 
ardonic cartoonist and а catatoi 
Since the mind can only bri 
forth what it has absorbed. Feiller ought 
to send his out to be dry-deaned and 
interviewer Larry DuBois, his to bc ferti- 


xc- 


lized. Both of these interpreters of the 
modern scene used a dirty orb instead 
of a crystal ball to forecast the results 
of curent ends. Their driveling filth 


sounds like that of two hippies so badly 
stoned that yesterday is a hazy memory, 
today isn't happen nd there is no 
tomorrow. A plague on both of them! 
son 
Kentucky 


Damn Jules Feiler! Who the hell 
think he is? Here I am in 
Switzerland, enjoying the thrill of losing 
money at the roulette. wheel called е 
age rates, and he has th 
upset my 
about the America ment and the 
current crop of Presidential hopelessfuls. 
Me must be some kind of satirist to 
go around saying that the President of 
the United States lies just because he 
doesn't tell the truth, He even has the 
gall to attack the American press because 
it doesn't live up to its respon 
to report the acts instead of fictional- 
ized dramas of the facts. ГЫ bet if he 
had his way, he would even have us stop 


does he 


nerve 
trathful 


тинге YEARS, #10 Fi 


ANGELES, STANLEY а. 


PERKINS, MANAGER. елаз 


ELSEWHERE ADD ат 
MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO, мату 


SEND воїн OLD ANO NEW ADDRESSES TO PLAveoY. 
SOKIN. AND ALLOW 30 DAYS TOF CHANGE. MARKETING. 


TCHICAGD MANAGER, эз NORTH 


For extra safety, put all your 
keys in one neat nest. In a covey 
of colors, leathers and styles. 
Key-Tainers": $2.25 to $15.00 


BUXTON 
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sending arms and money to West Paki- 
stan, maybe even break off diplomatic 
ns, just because that country is 

people who were nai 
enough to exercise their rights 
election, My advice to him is to get into 
some other kind of work: otherwise, he's 
ely to upset so many people that the 
United States will have to retreat from 
its sanctified practice of the religion of 
duplicity. 


—ihere arc 100 many people 
‘ound who know everything. And as an 
interviewee, he is far more interesting 
e-polishing actors and pol 
and more congenial than the 


J. B. Ha 

Leatherhead. gland 

Handelsman’s cartoon satire "The 

Creation" was also featured in our Sep- 
tember issue. 


Лета 


I must compliment you on ће fine 
w with Jules Feifler. He's а very 
perceptive person, with some astute 
tions on the Americam condition. 
y he copped out at the end of the 
by saying, "The awful truth 
ay be that there just aren't any an- 
ond me, Doesn't he trust 
his answers to be better than Nixon 

Neil Ses 

Carle Place, New York 


One of the most heartening points in 
the Feitler interview is his contention 
that grassheads should be left alone to 
toke up in peace. Granted, it might not 
for him, but he's not about to rip 
чи who's ош to relax very 


so. Feilfer’s at 
tude toward our generation is refreshing, 
If more people who thought like him 
spoke up, America might once п 
become the land of the free and the home 
of . liberty and pursuit. of 
happiness." 


the 


Rick Riemer 
Yulan, New York 


То those who assert that Feitler exhib- 
its an ех 1, nihilistic Nievschean 
auitude toward lile, I can only say, "In- 
deed. that’s just onc more likable quality 


Steven J. Sovick 
Minneapolis, Minneso 


TALL STORY 

W's superb delineation of 
Christopher Bagshot in Smali Saturday 
(rLaynoy, September) was another ex- 
ple of that author's expertise when it 
nes to the short story, Over the years, 


tales in 
PLAYBOY; manipulative plots are 
most stimulating and are worth much 
more than the price of your excellent 
magazine, 


Ive enjoyed many of his 
his 


Bernard Balser 
Topsfield, Massachusetts 


Even though I am one who turns daily 
to my well-worn volumes of Scott Fitz- 
gerald and James Joyce and am rather 
skeptical of today's mass-produced short 
fiction, 1 found that Irwin Shaw's Small 
Saturday was a story 1 just couldn't put 


down. Tt was great! Fasemoving and 
absorbing. it very successfully balances 
the quickie with persistent Jove. In an 


i when commercial success seems to 
have muddied up the creativity of many 
modern writers, it was certainly nice to 
read a story that proves that the local 
gynecologist is not necessarily the best 
writer of fiction, 


Bob Sikes 
Mobile, Al: 


As a woman of below-ave 
deeply resent the ations of Small 


Saturday, among them being (аг all the 


ally smashing girls are tall. Generali 
tions like that, even for the purposes ol 
nor or fiction, cam serve no wonh- 
e function, and I can assure you that 
h riled me all 
short 
Honestly, w 
interactions there are to porna 
Чо you publish fiction on such 
themes? 


Marie McCrory 
Keokuk, lowa 


THE MAKING OF A BUREAUCRACY 

Let me congratulate you on publishing 
Who Runs the Government? (PLAYBOY, 
September). 1 wish that every Amer 
сап could read it and become 
its truths. When President Ni 
sworn in, within several days I told him 
that if he didn't get control of this Gov- 
emment by May, he would ne 
and. unfortunately 
h the exception of the Just 
Dep: 


this has co 


© Depart- 
ment of Defense, the 
President has nothing 10 say about the 


ion of the bureaus and ag 
make up the Executive br 
ment. Now, mind you, 1 
am not being critical of President Nixon 
We haven't had a President, to my mind, 
since Harry Truman, who understood 
how the bureaus operate and understood 
also how to maintain control. Jt must be 
pointed out, however, that when Harry 
Truman was President, we did not have 


that 
of the Gover 


so many high-ranking, controlling jobs 
frozen under Civil Service. Today, the 
Congress passes laws and the bureaus 


to the «Пед that, 
the intent of the legist 
ad the in- 


write the regu 
in most cases 
tion is comple 


ior 


tent of the bureaucrats prevails, I do not 
intend to indicate by these words that 
these people are necessarily subversive 
nor desirous of changing our way of gov- 
ernment, but they merely run the bu 
rewus and the agencies the way they have 
grown accustomed to running them dur 
ing their tenure in the Federal Gov 
ernment. E suggested to the President, at 
first facctiously but later in carnest, that 
1 in the Federal Government 
e his time broken into five 
year spans, such as spending five years in 
the Department of State and moving. 
say, 10 the Department. of the Interior, 
then to some other department, and so 
forth, so that ar the end of 25 or 30 years 
service, he would not have any particular 
power in any place but would | 
broad administrative and m 
perience that would be far more pro- 
ductive to the interests of the American 
people, I thank Robert Semple for the 
thought and research that went behind 
the writing. We must remember constant- 
ly that it was the intent of the foi 
fathers (о develop à. Government 
diversified and divided powers that would 
not become concentrated. in any опе of 
s three branches. But contrary to con- 
stitutional intent, the Congress and. the 


allowed the powers to be removed from 
their hands and those of the people and 
placed in the hands of men and women 
who have ma 
work, 


Washington, D. C. 

I enjoyed the article by Semple very 
much, but 1 ca th 
tive bureaucracy 
me operation of the present Execu 


bureaucracy. 1 believe tha programs 
ренү їп effect run exactly as the 
powerful old men of Congress desire. 


Thus the problem Semple sees in the 
bircauer actually the 
sult of the system of ten- 


vods 


that exists in Con- 
gres. о deal primarily 
with the same small minority of Con 


esmen year are 
vd to develop professional 
abits and rhe result is the present 
poorly functioning organization 
Kenneth W. Exworthy 
Oconto, Wiscon 


year ever 


ides 


or 


1 quite agree with Semple when he calls 
for reform has developed 
into a proliferation of subdepariments 
and overlapping job slots, It is not an 
jump, however, from the facts tha 
has marshaled to а conchision that 
pack of petty bureaucrats actually runs 
the whole show. First of all, the crea 
tion of a corps of permanent Civil Serv- 
ice employees to сату out the myriad 


Still watching black & white TV? 


RCA makes ita 
WHOLE NEW BALLGAME! 


RCA announces XL-100. 
With circuitry designed for 
extended life! 


RCA's XL-100 is 
400% Solid State AccuColor." 
XL400 is made fo last. We've eliminated 
all chassis tubes—prime reasons for 
service calls—and replaced them with 
solid state circuitry designed to perform 
longerwith fewerrepairs, Here ore. 
color sets you can count 
‘on...and they're backed 


Ip. by the best waranty pro- 
gram ever! 
L] Each setis built with 42 
(==  exdusive plug-in Accu- 


Circuit modules, These 
AccuCircuils control most set functions, 
so most repairs can be done in your 
home more quickly and easily 
Brightest, sharpest color 
in RCA history. 
Every XL-100 console and table model 
has RCA's black = 


matrix picture tube ү _ 
for vivid lifelike color. 

You get color that " 
won't shift orfade m n 


even afterhours 


of continuous viewing. And you get that 
vivid color and sound the instant you 
tum the set on. 


The tuning's a snap. 
XL-100's advanced tuning 
ом) system makes color tuning 


q virtually foolproof! Even if 
the kids twiddle with the 
D) lx colordials, you just press 
abution and beautiful 
color snaps back. because XL-100 fea- 
tures AccuMatic, RCA's automatic color 
monitor that locks color within a normal 
range. 
Priced right for 
every budget. 


to choose from, 
теге an XL-100 
that's just right for your place. 

And your budget. See them today, and 
start enjoying all the fun of colorTV 


= пе 


Backed by RCA's 
Purchaser Satisfaction 
warranty! 

Here cre the basic provisions of our 

XL-400 "Purchaser Satisfaction” warranty 
(CPS" for short}: If anything Goes wrong 
with your new set within a year from the 
day youbuy it. ond it’s ourfaull, we'll pay 
yourrepair bill—both parts and complete 
labor. You canuse any service shopinwhich 
you have confidence—youdon'thave to 
pick from some special authorized list 


Ifyoursetisaporapie, youtcke itin for serv- 
ice. Forlargersets. yourservicemanwillcome: 
Toycurhome. Just present your warranty reg: 
istration card ard RCA pays his repair bill. 

If your picture tube becomes defective 
during the first two years we will ox 
change it for a rebuilt tube. (We pay for 
installation during the first year—you pay 
foritinthe second year) 


In short, the warranty covers every sel 
defect, It doesn't cover installation, 
foreign use. antenna systems or adjust- 
ment of customer controls. 
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Relief Grain 


Prime Gi 
Contour Siem 
$12.95 


woodie—for a friend, a son, a father, a 
husband, a lover — or just to let someone 
know you're still there. The thought is great 
and so is the smoke. The special briar, the 
handwork, the detail all add up to a good, 
rich taste—with lots of flavor. And if you've 
never smoked a Kaywoodie you really ought 
to try one. 

Sena 50е for complete catalogue. Tells how to 
smoke а pipe: shows pipes and sets from $350 to 
$6.95; other products, Write: Kaywoodie, N.Y. 


10022, Dept, 1035. & 
* 


KAYWOODIE. 


The hand-made pipe 


day-to-day tasks of the Executive branch 

c nonpartisan | purpose 
Presidents aud Cabinet heads have their 
hour upon the stage, but the majority of 
our foreign and domestic policies must 
1, facilitated through 


serves a bas 


the preparation of intricite. departmen- 
tab budgets and maintained Пома 
imterpreiaiion over a period 


ту years. H ihe agency technicians 


who are charged with these responsibili- 
ties were to be subject to hir 
firing every four yeas, the cont 


our policies would suffer far more dias 
Gilly dn it docs 
tence and parii 
Т dispute the fact that many temned 
s wield To 
nply, however. that there is some шь 
conspiracy that uni 
sanee, à management 
Deparment of Nericuliure with a res 
of HEW 


from. 


now 


incompe- 


aship. Secondly, no one 


burcaucra awesome power 


tes, for in- 
the 


derlyin 


imen in 


al director 

the least, 
Representative Seymour Halpern 
U.S. House of Representatives 
Washington, D.C. 


is alarmist, 10 sty 


Who Runs the Government? 
readers erroncous information about the 
Federal Reserve Board and ity former 
chairman, William. McChesney Martin. 
Semple suggests thar President Ly 
Jolson wd raved” 
hut was powerless to do 
of “the H-year term ef which FRB ch 
men are assned." The fier is that the 
term of the chairman of the Federal Re: 
serve Board is only four years, Martin was 
гсарройис чө that Johnson: 
having: previously received appoiniments 
from Presidents Truman, Fisenhower and 


gave your 


don 
Мани! 
thing because 


ranted 


post by 


Kennedy. At the time Martin wis re 
appoimed сайин by Johnson, 
Was CC птен serving a 1I- tenn 
as a member of the 1 venons 
However, the President full d 


te апу other member of 
. had 
in. That he 
тоу [eelings to 


power o desig 


the sevenman board as chain: 
he been dissanisficd with M. 
didn't proves that. Jol 
ward him were not as Semple describes 
Fhe m le 
is not this type of fretual inacciracy bir 
his simplistic view of the problems in 


volved in 


1 weaknew of Semple's art 


machinery of 
smoothly. Our 
inorcascd pouty 


keeping the 


gover funciionin: 


nent 


has 
over what it was when 1 came 10 Wash 
ingion 40 ic 
its man 
and comple 
chine 
sta 


lurcancracy enor 


Sago. and for that 
it has become more dilhcult 
c other complex ma- 
1 works best for those who mider- 
ul the mechanis 


с 


ad ave able to use 


ely in ihe public interest, 
J- L- Robertson 
Волга of Governors 
Federal Reserve System 


Washington, D. € 


SURREAL THING 

"The appearance of Sh 
Ladies (viavmov, Septe 
interesting. The photograph depicting а 
night Hock of Mapping gloves in [li 
over a glistening purple nude—several 
gloves slithering over her and another 
pair aflane—was the most surrealistic and 
nmovative of all a bkick-magic noc 
With the death of André Весто 
surrealism is supposed to have passed 
But surrealism never died; its i 

appears everywhere, even, to 
in degree, in your ma 
trations. along with Dada and its modern 
ollshoots. M 


Vkeda's Surreal 
ber) was most 


un 


away 


fluence 


cert іне il 


L hope you wi inue 4 


support these art movements ro bring new 


mensions of the fantastic into the lives 


of sour readers. 


Blair H. Allen 
Cucamonga, California 


SURVEYING THE SURVEY 


Plavhoy's Student Survey: 1977 (Sep. 
tember) contains provocative. informi 
that students of behavior will do 


well 10 note, One of the more striking 
and possibly forebodin; 
survey is that it indicates great student 


results of ihe. 


sensitivity to the d 


th of capable and 
inrelligent. de, 


lership їп this and. other 


countries, In the absence of sach ration- 
al and firm leadership. there is a tenden- 
cy among the soverned te place. blame 
on faceless. burezucracies, such as dl 
Army or the Government, One of. the 


‹ nization for 


песи of. Mensa: [an org 
people with L Qs in the top two percen 


tile of the population] is to study thc 
personality and creativity traits of those 
highly intelligent individuals who also 


have leadership qualities. We seek 10 


identify and develop the full potential 
ties of gifted children. as well as of 
adults, who may eventually. contribute 


iheir sorely needed. gilts to our society 
We are gratified that rravnoy took the 
initiative to administer this most infom 
tive potentially highly productive 


survey. 
Max L. Fogel, Ph.D. 
Mensa 
New Vork, New York 
The September Playbill stated tha 


LAV HOY'S second. 
points to a social 
ns toward pur- 
This statement is grossly mislead- 
g: it fabely es what 
fact, one and. the same human concern. 


anual Student Nineey 
from 


turn 


g away 


conc 


moi 


personal 


didho 


Based on the 
ptition 
of the student movem 
doned. But th 
doned: rather, there has simply been a 
shit in approaches or 
ends. te is plain tha 


surveys figures, it is 
ichide th, 
ent 
e ends have 


te 


10 a some 


йу been 


a 


"D been abim- 


means to those 


the issues concerning 
students im the Sixties remain basically 


THE 8-TRACK STERG: 


FREE 


YOURS AS A GIFT JU 
FOR JOINING NOW 


Stereo Tape Club of America 


"With one year membership and minimum tape purchase, 
зіз now and one a month for a year; speakers extra 


er. 
price 


$7995 
reg. 
price 


COMPLETE 
HOME 
SYSTEM 


builtin amplifier эпе 2 deluse 
Slerec speaker units in hanéseme va. 
jets, THE PLATER 15 FREL, We 
you only special member's 
rice ol $29 95 Tor speakers 3 check 
COMPLETE HOME SYSTEM in coupon. 


HOME PLUG-IN SYSTEM 


Pre-amplitied model. Plugs into your 
present stereo record system Везни 

Walnut grain Fish. THE PLAYER IS | ig holes). THE PLAYER IS FREE. We 
FREE. No speakers needed plays | wiii Um you oniy special member's 
Through your own stereo cysiem |) | price ol $11.98 1er speakers. C] check 
Фес HOME PLUG IN SYSTEM in coupon. | OELUXE AUTO SYSTEM im coupon 


SELECT ANY 6 STEREO TAPE CARTRIDGES TO START MEMBERSHIP 


Only Stereo Tape Club gives full selection of all labels, arí 
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— WHY WE GIVE YOU THE FINEST 


8-TRACK STEREO PLAYER FREE 


We are America's largest all-label, all-ariist stereo tape 
cartridge club. We vant to introduce you to the newest, 
most advanced, most convenient way to enjoy music in 
your home, car or office — with trouble-free compact 
Stereo tape cartridges that play continuously, switch 
tracks automatically and last practically forever. We are 
so convinced that you will enjoy this spectacular new 
stereo sound in а cartridge, that we are willing 10 give 
you the player free, as a membership gift, just so you'll 
buy your tapes from us — all the newest, factory-fresh 
releases direct from all the major recording companies 
— never at more than recular price, and you can save up 
to 50%, get free bonus tapes every month, enjoy extra 
Club benefits and the Club Magazine.. 


The STEREOMATIC tape player we give you free, as а 
membership gift, is superb. It must be good to keep you 
аз a customer. Il is made especially for Club members 
by one of the tinest manufacturers in the world, to meet 
sirict Club specifications that assure you brilliant high 
fidelity stereo pertormance for many years of trouble- 
free service, We know you must be delighted. That's why 
we are willing to send it to you at no risk or obligation 
Оп your part. If you like it. KEEP IT. It's yours FREE just 
tor buying stereo tape cartridges you would want to own 
anyway. If not, return it and your membership is can- 
celled. You pay nothing and owe nothing. To take advan- 
tage of this fabulous new membership offer, complete 
the coupon and mail now. 


SEND NO MONEY 
Stereo Tape Club of America 


таво W. 1781h ST., GARDENA, CALIF. 90248 
Please accept my membership and send FREE Stereo- 
matic Etrack tape cartridge player checked below: 
D COMPLETE HOME SYSTEM (speakers $29.95) 

П HOME PLUG-IN SYSTEM (no speakers) 
D DELUXE AUTO SYSTEM (speakers $11.98) 
Also send 6 cartridges | ат buying row to start 
membership, (Select Є and print numbers below] 


= m 
Bill me for these plus shipping and handling. 
Poy in 3 monthly installments if 1 wish. If nct 100% 
Satisfied, 1 may return player and cartridges in 10 
days and membership is cancelled. 1 сме nothing. 
(Fill in all info. Mf military. use military address) 


JUST МА! 


1 may 


Name — 
Address. — 

City. State. Zip 

Phone. Area — D Home О Bus, O Other 


Credit References 


E E T 
E Maetor Charge [1 Amor. Express C] Diners Club 
Acct. # ir YOU WISH TO CHARGE 
ABOVE ORDER TO CREDIT CARD, CHECK HERE.. D) 
Military Only: RankE-. Serial #. 
Date of Discharge Length of Service 
MY MAIN MUSICAL INTEREST IS: (check one) 
O Popular 0 Rock & Folk 0 Show & Classical 
їп addition to the 6 cartridges | am buying now to 
Sait membership. | agree 10 buy ome a month for a 
year at reg. Club price plue postage and handling 
(Tapes you'll want anyway, thousands to choose from ) 


1 
1 
1 
| 
| 
1 
| 
І 
П 
П 
1 
1 
1 
Age. | 
| 
1 
І 
| 
П 
П 
1 
I 
I 
| 
П 
П 
І 
П 


ЧОР 


зе tT 


SIGNATURE (REQUIRED) - 
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Is your ear 
good enough 


forthis 
Magnavox? 


We've spent sixty years working with acoustics and 
electronics, learning how to coax living, flesh-and-blood 
music out of a pile of knobs, wires and speakers. 

And we've put the best of everything we know into this 
one magnificent stereo component system. 

So can you blame us for not wanting to see it wasted 
on someone who doesn't appreciate the finer things of 
life—like experiencing the ultimate in music reproduction. 


The Ultimate Magnavox (Model 9299)—Solid-state Stereo FM/AM Radio-Phonograph. 
150 watts IHF music power. Air-suspension speakers (two 12" bass woofers, two 1000 Hz. 
exponential horns). Record player has synchronous 4-pole molor, damped cue control, 
magnetic cartridge, adjustable stylus pressure, muting switch. 


the same for the Seventies. Any look 
imo the individual is simply another 
approach to dealing with those same 
issues, and social introversion of this 
kind does not imply a turning away 
al concerns. In fact, а quest for 
ht be called spiritual. answers 
could bc the most concerned social act 
vet produced by students in this coun- 
try. There is an analogy that seems to 
: In order for a forest to be 
green, cach tree must be green; and in 
order for cach tree to be green, each leaf 
must be green, And so it seems to go 
with man on a social level. As we watch 
the students today concern. themselves 
with individual fulfillment, perhaps what 
we are seeing is a different kind of at 
tempt at the “greening of America.” 

Jim Chester 

Port Huron, Michigan 


COLLECTING ACCOLADES 

Michael Laurence’s aticle Collecting 
Jor Fun and (Maybe) Profit (ptavuoy 
September) was extremely comprehen- 
sive le. Like Laurence, 1 
believe a collector is a person who buys 
objects he likes for aesthetic reasons 
and sheer enjoyment and not for profit 
Those who invest in objects or art are 
not collectors but investors and, though 
some antique dealers, for example, are 
vestors and collectors, they often have 
difheult u 


d enje 


ne separating themselves 
from the objects they love, On the sub- 
ject of auctions. it might interest. your 
readers to know more about the "bought- 
in" category. where lists of lots are pub- 
lished that are nor really sold bur are 
bought back by their owners. I've fought 
over this with Parke-Bernet and, at long 
last, they've agreed to omit from their 
price lists boughtin items, Thus, the pub- 
lished results are now accurate and not 
misleading as they were in the past. 

il Jokelson, President 

Paperweight Collectors’ Association 
Scarsdale, New York 


In reading Laurence’s article, it be- 
comes obvious that he devoted extensi 
study and research to the project. The 
results are quite gratifying and enjoyable 

Harold А. Stein 
Wynnewood, Pennsylvania 


Collecting for Fun and (Maybe) Profit 
is an extremely rare essay composed 
of factual material carefully researched 
and accurately rendered in the style of 
Bernard Shaw. The phin prose is em 
bellished with illusirative details and 
surmounted by the artists. objectivity. 
Examination by X ray and infrared light 
reveals no internal nor surface defects. 
Jt seems unquestionable that the work 
was authored by a single maitre. Valu 
ation; A monetary value cannot be 
established, because the article is unlikely 


е. 


100% BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKIES.86:8 PROOF. IMPORTED BY SOMERSET IMPORTERS, LTD., NEW YORK, М.Ү. 


Because уоште mine. 
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cassette... 
let Hitachi Po n 


end the argument. 


я She wants 8-track stereo . . . he wants cassette 
| stereo. That doesn't mean they have to arque. 


| They both can have their own way with Hitachi. 
With Hitachi's KSP-2850 or KSP-2810 you can have 


8-track and FM/AM radio now .. . later adda 
cassette deck. 


Or, do it the other way around. Have cassette and 
FM/AM radio now with our 
KST-3410 or KST-3400... 
later add an 8-track deck. 


Now there can be peace... 
with Hitachi. 


Quality always comes lirst at 


@ HITACHI 


For more information write Dept. P-13 
спі Sales Corp. of America, 
48-50 34th St., Long Istand City, N.Y. 11101 


\\our каше ii we're Me 
Our warranty proves it. 
5 years on transistors 
М 4 year on other parts 
KST-3410 1 year free carry-in labor 


ed except by an elite who 
have а the ends to which the 
article shows the means, 

Harry. J. Cash 

Aut App 
New York, New York 


As a lifetime stamp 
auctioneer, 1 k 
collecting other than that of phi 
Howe wence has performed 
mendous 5 
lic. Professional. phila 
aim on all of i 
* not only 


ser and 
elds of 


e field of art but 
іп every other collecting field as well. 
Wealth is certainly not given to those 
ve no knowledge of what they 
nor is it possible to make 
million on a purchase of a few hundred 
dollars. І have recommended. Laurence's 
article to those people who often put the 
inevitable question to me, "How can 1 
make a lot of money buying stamps 
may not be the answer they wish to r 
but if they follow Law lvice, his 
is the reply that will do them the most 
good. 


Herman Herst, fr. 
Shrub Oak, New York 


FREAKS' TREATS 
Gilbert Shelton's ^" Heads 
(rrAYsov, Sept revolutionary 
game that wil replace the Бапа do- 
mestic ones such as Monopoly and P; 
cheesi. For now, I use graham crack 
for lids and Т ripped olf a Monopoly 
set. When 1 get into the g 
TIL purchase some you know wh 
then it will truly be far out, 
Tom West 
Newbury Park, Cal 


А thousand thanks for prim 
Feds т" Heads game. lt has brou 
finite pleasure to throngs of a 
you y a long hoi 
ing the 


dl tenfold by being stewed 
should be given to commercial 
publication of this 


A separately packaged version of “eds 
'n' Heads" is available in selected retail 
outlets for eight dollars. 


astic. The Fabu- 
wc heroes to 


Feds "n" Heads is 
lous Furry Freak Brothe 
the countercultw ave captured 
the hearts and heads af freaks eve 
Thanks for finally getting it together with 
us. Yippie! 


you 


"Pony" 
University of Tennessee 
Knoxville, ‘Tennessee 


4 colorful versions of the truth. 


People used to want the naked truth, 

Now they'd rather have it all dressed up 

So our designers concentrate on a beautiful face. 

A great shape. 

And a terrific pair of hands. 

While our engineers concentrate on the tuning 
fork movement that runs an Accutron" watch. 

That guarantees itll tell the truth to within a 
minute a month 2 

That keeps it fanatically faithful month after month. 

And so, thanks to our designers on one hand and 
our engineers on the other, truth is beauty. 

And vice versa 


c 
awe. JI 
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if necessary, if returned to Accutron dealer from whom purchased within one year from date of purchase, Bulova Watch Company, Inc 


Accutron Date ane 


14K solid gold case and band. Gold applied 
markers on shaded sed dial, Date resets 
instantly. S650. 


ay "AM": Textured Accutron Date and Day “P: 18K. solid 
н. 


Accutron by Bulova 
The faithful tuning fork watch 


Now For 
The First Time... 


THIS LABEL 


IS 
SPORTSWEAR! 


‘They're here! A full line of Jaymar 
labeled sport slacks... A full line of 
Jaymar labeled jackets! The sport 
slacks are wide waistbands, wide belt 
loops, wools, corduroys. All in flares! 
And all with stretch Ban-rol® at the 
waist. 


The jackets come hip length, full 
length, Nortolk’s, Bush, pocketed and 
Plain. 


Why all the fuss? Simply, because 
Jaymar, the largest selling label in 
quality men's slacks up to $40, now 
gives you quality know-how in sports 
slacks and jackets at your price! 


If you don't think this is a fashion- 
quality breakthrough, slip into a pair 
of Jaymar sport slacks today. Or try a 
matching jacket. You'll not only see 
the difference quality makes... you'll 
feel it! That's Jaymar sportswear, 
Jaymar-Ruby, Inc., Michigan City, 
Indiana. 


A 5 


G R T & W E A Н 
Made by people who care. .. for people who cared. 


{BRE TM of Ban-Rol со, 
© 1971 JAYMAR-RUBY, INC, 


SLACKS 


with BAN-ROLt 


by the makers of Sansabeit? 


Jaymar Slacks available at these and 5,000 other fine stores coast to coast T 


ALABAMA " 
Birmingham. Richard Bennett Custom Tailors 
Mobile Stoll’s 
Montgomery 3, Howard цо. 
ALASKA 

Anchorage Northern commercial Се. 
Fairbanks Northern Commercial Се. 
ARKANSAS 

Rogers Dean's Mens Wear 
CALIFORNIA 

Anaheim Dattilo From Italy 
Fresno Gentry Ltd. 
Oakiard Top Drawer — АП Stores 
Northern California Hastings 
San Diego Lion 
San Jose Thomas 
Southern California silverwoors 
Sunnyvale Thomas 
COLORADO 

Colorado Springs Kautman's 
CONNECTICUT 

Bridgeport Shycel's 
Bricgeport wallacts 
Cheshire Dudley's 
Hartford Wallachs 
Norwalk 

Torrington 

Trumbull 

DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 

Washington Joel's Men's Shop 
Washington Shirt Tails Ltd. 
FLORIDA 

Bradenton Belk Lindsey 
GEORGIA 

Savannah Morris Levy's 
ILLINOIS 

Calumet City Baskin 
Chicago Baskin 
Chicago Cohn & Stern 


House of Ouro 

M, Hyman and Son 
Mitchell and Gordon 
Wieboldt Stores. Inc. 


Evanston. Wieboldt Stores, Irc. 
Glen Ellyn Dean Olson Men's Wear 
Herrin 1, V. Walker & Sons. Inc. 
ak Park Baskin 
Oak Park ‘Wiebotat Stores, inc. 
River Grove 

Skokie M, Hyman and Son 
Waukogan Storys — Both Stores 


Wieboldt Stores, Inc 


West Chicago Rederick's, Inc. 
INDIANA 

Indianapolis The Wm. H. Block Co. 
iowa 

Ames. The University Shop 
Des Moines Kucharos — Both Stores 
Des Moines Younker Brothers — Both Stores 
KANSAS 

Hays Erowre's For Men 


Kansas City The Leader — All Stores 


Lawrence. 

Topeka 

KENTUCKY 

Hopkinsville 

‘Lexington 

Louisville Lew Bros. 
Louisville. Rodes 
Louisville Stewart's 
Paducah Trad Shop Ltd. 
LOUISIANA 

Alexandria Caplan's — Both stores 
Houma Earl Viilliams-Houma Haberdashery 
Leesville. taplan's 
Monroe 3. Howard Ltd, 
Natchitoches Caplan's 
Ruston 2. Howard Ltd. 
Ruston Lewis Stage Shop 
MARYLAND. 


^ & G Clothiers — All Stores 
‘Dudley's Famer & Son 
Gerald's Father & Son 
Hamburgers — All Stores 
The Hecht Co, 

Narman Wetsler Inc 
Lawrence Reed Ltd. 


Hillcrest Hehts. 


La Plata $. Bowling & Co. 
MASSACHUSETTS 

Boston Filene's — АП Stores 
Boston Wallachs. 
Brockton Авто" 


MASSACHUSETTS (Cont.) 


Cambridge Crimson Shop. 
Canton Ne M 
Chestnut Hill Niltor's 
Fall River Eris tee. 
Falmouth Ine. 
ТЯ 
Niltor's 
MICHIGAN 
Albion Young's Apparel For Меп & women 
Bay City гу Clothing Co. 
but Rapids The Сие Shop 
Birmingham The Barn 
Dearborn Dearborn Toggery 
Detroit Billy's Clothes 
Flint Binder's Big & Tall Shop 
Hint Milt Weiss Apparel 
Grand Haven The Big Sure 


Grand Rapids 
Grand Rapids 


William Kiem store For Men 
Klothes Kloset 


Holland Ambassador Shop 
Kalamazoo Lew Hubbard — АП Stores 
Kalamazoo Redwood & Ross 
Lansing 2. W. Knapp 
Marauette. 125 Shop 
Mt, Clemens The Barn 
ME Pleasant. Tne Glen Oren Stores 
Sagiraw Heavenrich's 
Southfield... Van Horn's Men's Wear — All Stores 
Wyoming Rogers Dopt. Ste 


Huntley's Ltd. 


Minneapolis mands 
St. Paul Liemanat's 
MISSISSIPPI 

Canton сава Red Carpet Shop 
Jackson Emporium 
Jackson Gayfer's 
Jackson J. Howard Ltd. 
Jackson Jim's of Jackson 
Meridian Alex Loeb 
Yazoo City D. А. Swayze 
MISSOURI 

Butler The Country Squire 
Jelforson City Crarlinsky's 
Kansas City Klothes Kloset 
Kansas Cily Peter's Custom Tailoring 
Maryville 

Raytown Peter's Custom 

St, Joseph The cus 

St Louis. Downs Mens Shops — All Stores 
St Louis arre's Mens Store 
St Louis 

St Louis ‘Wolff's — All Stores 
NEVADA 

Las Vegas Silverwoods 
NEW JERSEY 

Atlantic City Jules For Men & Young Neo 
Burlington Polshy's 
Maplewood Peter anthony 
Menlo Park жайасһь 
Newark Wallachs 
Oakhurst Napolean 
Paramus в. Altman £ Се. 
Paramus imbels. 
Paramus ва в Lorrys 
Paramus Wallachs 
Short, B. Altman & Co. 
Vineland Dom Michzel's Men's & Boys Wear 
wayne Wallachs 
Willingboro Stanford Reed 
Woodbridge В 1 В Lorrys 
NEW MEXICO 

Roswell London Squire 
NEW YORK 

Bayshore B а в Lors 
Brockiyn Bensonhurst Outfitters 
Brooklyn Ruby Berman Mens Wear 
Brooklyn. Irving's 
Brocklyn Lucky's Mens Shop 
Dunkirk Town-N-Country Ву Walt's 
Garden City 'Gimbels. 
Garten City в а в Lorrys 
Garden City Wallachs 
Hempstead BEB Lorrys 
Hicksville ВЕ B Lors 
Huntington Wallachs 
Nanhasset B. Altman & С 
New Rochelle B & B Lorry 
New York City в. Altman & Со. 
New York City Casual-Aire — all Stores 
New York City Gimbets — All Stores 
New York City Milt Levin 
Now York City В а В Lorrys — All Stores 
New York City Macy's 
New York City Mr. Ceaser Ltd. 
New York City Wallachs — Ail Stores 
Riverhead, Lt, Edward Archer 
Rochester National Clothing Со. — All Stores 
Spring Valley Nat Kaplan 
Staten Island Garber's — All Stores 
Utica. Wicks & Greenman 
Valley Stream Gimbels 


NEW YORK (Cont) 


White Plains в, Altman & Co. 
White Plains ‘Wallachs 
Yonkers Gimbels 
Yonkers BRB Lorrys 
Yonkers Wallachs 
NORTH CAROLINA 

Charlotte. Harris-Hart Clo. Co. 
Durham Van Streaten's — All Stores 
Eden Towne Squire, Lt 
Greensboro Guy Hill 
Raleigh McLeod, Watson & Lanier — All Stores 
Rockingham Bilt Wallace Inc. 
Salisbury Goodnight's 


‘Southern Pines Sir Richard's, Ltd. 


NORTH DAKOTA 


Dickinson O'Hearns 
оно 

Canton. Vicary's — All Stores 
Cleveland Baker 
Fairview Park Shuttler’s Men’s Wear 
Lima The Squire Shop 
Marietta Bonham's 
Steubenville Myer & Stor 
Wooster Nick Amstor's 
OKLAHOMA 

Altus. The Surrey Shop 
Okmulgee Toppers Menswear 
OREGON 

Klamath Falls Frank Drew Mens Wear 
Medford The Varsity Shop 
Oregon City Ron & Mario's 
Portiand Wario's 
PENNSYLVANIA 

Coatesville Modern Cohen Bros. 
Ellwood City Jacob Oswold 
Gettysburg The Village Shop 
Hanover Trone & Weikert 
Latrobe Mike Hughes 
Lebanon Lawn's, Inc. 
Philadelphia Sidney's 
Radnor в. Altman & 
Scranton ‘i Ferber 
Upper Darby Brait Co. 
RHODE ISLANO 

Providence Peerless 
Warwick. Peerless 
Warwick Wallachs 
SOUTH CAROLINA 

Columbia Floyd-Matthews 
TENNESSEE 

Bristol | The Courthouse Ud, — AN Stores 
Clarkesville Parks-Belk Co. 


The Courthouse Ltd. 
The Courthouse Ltd. 


Elizabethton 
Greeneville 


Kingsport The Courthouse Ltd. 
Memphis Tho Oxford Shop — Both Stores 
Norristown, Squire Shop 


Blackburn Mens Store 
The Country Squire 

Merritt Schaefer & Brown 
Scarbroughs 

Wa Stamnes Men's Wear 

The Man's Shop 

Varsity Shop 

Leopold Price & Rolle — All Stores 


Kilgore Hurwitz Man's Shop 
Longview Hurwitz Man's Shop 
Richardson Kent Shop 
San Antonio Frank Bros. — All Stores 
VIRGINIA 

Abingdon ‘The Courthouse Ltd. 
Bristol ‘The Courthouse 110. — All Stores 
Chesapeake The Hub of Virginia 
Hampton The Hub of Vie 
Lexington. Pres Brown's 
Nelean Embassy Father & Son 
Norfolk The Hub of Virginia. 
Newport News lay 
Newport News The Hub of Virginia 
Portsmouth The Hub of Virginia 
Richmond 


Thalhimers — All Stores 
Virginia Beach Clayton’ 
Virginia Beach 


The Hub of Virginia. 


Waynesboro Johno's Ltd. 

Wytheville The Courthouse Ltd. 

WASHINGTON 

Kirkland The stein 

Redmond The Stein 

WEST VIRGINIA 

Fairmont Jones Ine. — All Stores 

Weirton Plaza Men's Shop 

WISCONSIN 

Appleton Gimbels 
Gimbols 
Cimbels 


Johnnie Walkers — ДИ Stores 
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Because what you hear, you hear 
all around you. Through four 
separate speakers. Each playing 
a separate part. Like one might 
play guitar. The other, bass 
Another, horns. And the fourth, 
drums. It's a whole new way to 
transmit music. Four amplifiers. 
Instead of two. 

Right now, the only way to get 
rasonic is with 8-track 
's where our new quad- 
rasonic tape deck, the RS-845US 
comes in. Add it to the “Whitney,” 
Model RE-7750 (FM/AM/FM 
stereo receiver) and you're into 
quadrasonic with the wealth of 


Quadrasonic. 


quadrasonic tapes now available. 

One more thing about our 
RE-7750. Even if you just listen to 
the FM stereo radio, you'll be ex- 
periencinga totally new sound be- 
cause of our unique Quadruplex™ 
circuitry which transforms regu- 
lar stereo into the quadra- 
sonic experience. Not truc 
quadrasonic. But almo 
What we at Panasonic 
call Quadruplex. And 
you'll get the same expe- 
rience from your old stereo tapes 
and from your old stereo records 
So you see this system doesn't put 
an end to the tapes and records 


you presently own. It gives them 
a new beginning. 

And no matter what you listen 
to, quadrasonic or Quadruplex, 
there's something that will make 
life with our 4 speakers even more 
enjovable. An optional remote 
sound balancer, the 
| RD-9775. It lets you raise 
| or lower what you hear 
from each speaker. With- 
out moving from your 
chair. 

Quadrasonic. At your nearest 
Panasonic dealer. It puts you 
where you have every right to be. 
Right in the middle of things. 


Now you can hear music the way · 
your ears hear everything else. 


Panasonic. 


just slightly ahead of our time. 


All around you. 


200 ú Š 10017- For your nearest Panasonic dealer, call 800 631-1971. In N. J., BOO 962-2803. We pay for the call. Ask about Model RE-7750. 
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AFTER HOURS 


hen Samuel Beckett's Wailing for 

Godot premiered at the "Théitre de 
Babylone in Paris in 1953, modern drama 
was transformed virtually overnight into 
a sounding board for a new and revo- 
Intionary kind of playwright—the spokes- 
man for existentialist or absurdist modes 
of thought. The theater of the absurd 
was born, and as die names of its 
prophets quickly proliferated (Ionesco, 
Pinter, Albee, et al). the mood of spir- 
itual and psychic malaise that permeated 
their work became а powerful influence 
in modern literature, In the interest of 
nothing more profound than idle specu- 
lation, we found. ourself wondering just 
how Clement C. Moore's classic A Visit 
from St. Nicholas might have tumed out 
if it had been written by a contempo- 
тагу playwright—somcone with the шь 
likely name of, say, Clement С. Beckett. 
It would look something like this: 


WAITING FOR NICHOLAS 

TIME: IL is the night before а certain 
holiday, presumably. Christmas. Possibly 
Easter. Or maybe Washington's Birthday. 

scrxe: The living room of what ap- 
pears to be an abandoned flat: The 
wallpaper is faded and peeling, several 
of the floor boards are warped and loose 
aud a thin film of dust covers every- 
thing, including схзмак and ESTROGEN, 
ho sil on the floor in the middle of the 
room. In the middle of the far wall, 
there is a single shuttered window. In 
the middle of the wall to the right is a 
fireplace and the two worn, threadbare 
stockings hanging from its mantel are of 
a style long since out of vogue, Every- 
thing about the scene, in fact, suggests а 
mood of boredom, disillusionment, the 
uneventful passage of lime, The lighting 
is very soft and subdued, almost like 
candlelight, and the scene is absolutely 
silent—excepl for the occasional stirring 
of a ral crossing the room, 

ESTROGEN: Well... 

csi, after a moment of reflection, 
nods. 

reTROGEN: Tm glad you agree. (Pause) 
Т wonder what time it is. Is it сапу, do 
you think, or Ite? Which? 


CASIMUR (uninterestedly): Tomorrow to- 
day will be yesterday. Yesterday today 
was tomorrow. The day alter tomorrow, 
today will be two days ago. Docs i 
matter? 

FSTROGEN (sighs): 
come? 

CASIMIR: Who? 

rsrRoGEN: Who else? 

CASIMIR: Nicholas. 

ESTROGEN: Yes, 

casimir: Nothing is definite. 


Do you think he'll 


rsTROGEN (сайуу: Not even . . . un- 
certainty? 

CASIMIR reflects. 

cassin (finally: I see my point. 


Thank you. 

Silence. They bath stare at nothing in 
particular. хѕткосех spits. 

ESTROGEN: Some say hu 
know. 

casir (replying, but speaking to 
himself): And sme people travel in 
airs to Lourdes. (Pause) And 
ple expect their тупа birds to 


а saint, you 


A long silence ensues. They both wait 
without moving, regarding each other 
blankly. Then, just when it seems as if 
one of them is about to speak, their 
silence is broken by such a clatter from 
outside that vsruoces impulsively springs 
to his feet. He flies away to the window 
like a flash and, tearing open the shut- 
ters and throwing up the sash, thrusts 
his head out with an expectant, wonder- 
ing expression. In the same instant а 
resonant, amplified voce sounds from 
somewhere overhead. 

Voice (in а monotone, but with a sort 
of weary conviction): Now, Dada! Now, 
Dolor! Now, Angst! Now, Ennui! On, 
Sisyphus, Existenz! On, Miserere. and 
Nansce! 

єлїмї (excitedly 
What is it? Isit... P? 

rsmocrs: Casimir! Look! It’s 

He ds interrupted by another clamor 
ing sound, this time from the roof and, 
as Пе draws in his head and turns. ab- 
ruptly around, a cloud of ashes and soot 
billows from the fireplace, When the air 
clears, a visor. stands before casts 


What do you sce? 


and rsraoceN. Thin, gaunt, pale as an 
apparition, he looks as if he had just 
stepped through the gates of Buchenwald. 
He is dressed in a soiled fur cloak that 
may once have been red bul is now the 
color of faded brick, and a large empty 
sack is flung over his back. He looks, in 
fact, like а ragpicker or peddler just 
opening his pack. casir, seeing hin, 
laughs suddenly—in spite of himself, 

ESTROGEN: N—Nicholas! 

The visitor speaks not a word but goes 
straight to his work: He removes both 
stockings from the fireplace and puts 
them inside his бар; then, turning with 
a jerk and laying his finger inside of his 
nose, he grimaces slightly and rises, like 
а vapor, up the chimney. слзамак stiffens 
and ESTROGEN groans, Silence follows. 

rsrkockN: Jt was him! (He looks at 
Casu for confirmation, but CASIMIR 
will not meet his eyes) It had to be him! 

CASIMIR (skeptically): Did it? 

Together they stare at the chimney. 

CASIMIR: Well? 

rsmuocex. (insistently): This is the day. 
He said he'd be here. Foday. 

слчмаш (insidiously): But what is “to- 
day"? Is it mot just yesterday's epilog 
«+. tomorrow's prolog . . . ? Yesterday's 
afterbirth . . . tomorrow's embryo? 

ESTROGEN slaris fo speak but is inte 
rupted by the voice, which sounds reuer- 
berantly from above, as if from an echo 
chamber: 


voice: APOCALYPSE. TO ALL, AND 
TO ALL A GOOD NIGHT! 
rstRocex looks al castam, frowning. 


They stand motionless in the silence, 
Esiocex: Well? I don't know. Do you 
think we should go? 
asistir: Yes, let's go. 
They remain motionless. 
Curtain 


Few of the wire services reported that 
the biggest closed-circuittelevision event 
since the Mi-Fravier fight—the much- 
ballyhoocd First International Sex Bowl 
canceled on June 7, only 12 hours 
before it was supposed to go on the 
Eager to know why, we got in touch 
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intrepid correspondent. from 
Jersey, Marvin К 
who had been covering the event since 
its inception. He filed this report: 
“Rumors had been circulating all day 
that the competition—the first to be 
staged. between consenting adults from 
the U.S. France, Russia, Germany and 
Italy. the first to be tele 
the first to have bleachers set up for the 
dignitaries of the press, and a lot of 
other firsts nobody ny reason to 
doubt—was in trouble. The 900 hard- 
nosed journalists who filled the screen- 
ing room in New York that climactic 
morning were keenly dismayed by the 
decision not to let the show go on. 
"We learn to live with disappointment in 
the theate the 
WNBC TYV arts critic, who was there for 
NBC Monitor Radio. At least that's who 
he said had sent him there. 
“Others—many of whom had pulled 
rank at their papers and stations to get 
this plum assignment—earried on as il 
the whole thing had been a hoax. lt 
scemed a reasonable conclusion, since 
my ruthless investigative research had 
revealed that the promoter—who called 
himself Harrison T. Rogers—was actual- 
ly none other than Alan Abel, 
past record icluded а campa 
clothing animals (SINA, the Soc 
Indecency to Naked Anima 
his wile (Yetta 
President in 1961. She lost, 
ing him aside before the press 
ncc, D accused Abel of attempt 
ing to perpetrate another hoax. 


whose 
ign for 


ied with 


announcing the cancellation of 
the show, Abel prevented a riot from 
g footage of the 
s of the First 


а sort of 

rouse 

anybody's prur terest by going 
mo the det was no more 


boring than a baseball game on TV, and 
a lot better than golf, 
"Perhaps the reason I enjoyed it was 


that 1 had been in the stands the night 
last winter when the semifinals had been 
filmed in а studio on upper Fifth Ave- 


n 
sidebu 


I was the guy in the mask and 
s sitting in the first row of the 
bleachers. Abel’s office had invited me to 
anend what the producer called the 
filming of the first. pornographic mov 
made especially for ” led Is There 
Sex After Death? Little did D know then 
that this was а kind of wet run for the 
closed circuit telecast, which the producer 
was predicting would pump some life 
into the med 

ро you really think anybody wil 
watch such filth? I asked Abel the night 
the pilot was made. 

“tAn impartial research organization 
conducted a survey for us that proved 


that people are interested in the subject 
matter,” he explained. "As businessm 
were honor-bound to give the public 
what it wants, even if it's sex. 
“But docs a sexual Olympics have 
any redeeming social value?’ I asked. 
“We're information into 
the household about the fine art of 
romance’ Abel explained, ‘knowledge 
that’s as valuable as how to swim. It's 
not just hard-core pornography. as we've 
been accused of. We want to bring the 
country together again. Basically, 1 guess 
we're romantici 
“Though most of the journalists at 
the closed-circuit no-show preferred to 
think of Abel as а hoaxer, I think of 
him as 


шеу m much as ten minutes. 
Abel isnt giving up, even 
he's being thwarted at every 
ium. “Twenty-five years ago. jazz could 
be heard only in cellars.” he says. "To- 


day it's on the concert stage. 1 il 
has an equally promising future.” 
The Milwaukee Journal headlined а 
story on a local court case, "PROSTITUTION 
TRIAL ENDS IN HUNG JURY." 
We applaud the deductive reasoning 
splayed in an issue of Hospital Prac- 
which informed its readers that i 
of the world plagued by chronic 


d 


lice, 


hunger, children “must endure the con- 
sequences of severe m: Many 
of them don't eat mud 

An increase in the number of girls 


sceking treatment at London's V. D. din- 
ics has been attributed not to a venereal 
epidemic but to the fact that they were 
their horpants too tight, caus: 
skin rash. 


Time Heals All Wounds Department: 
Honolulu acriabsight-sceing firm is 
printing brochures in English and Japa- 
sking tourists to imagine "it's De 
cember 7 and you are there—Fly over 
Pearl Harbor at 1000 feet, following the 
ime Hight plan as the attacking Japa- 
е planes.” 


nese a 


Dr 


The Austin, Texas, American vecent- 
ly published the following help-wanted 
TOPLESS их. Must 

rs college r English major, Ian- 
es or hun 


DAN have two 
Pref 
nities.” 


The rite way to do i In a wedding 
ceremony conducted on the shores of 
Michigan by a reverend of the 
Universit Life Church (a maibonder 
year-old groom recited 
ial vow: “I, Scott, take 
thee to be my lawfully wedded wife 
... until I get tired of your skinny 
body"; the 2L-yearold bride re- 
sponded, “1, Susan, take thee to be my 


kuwfully wedded husband . . . until 1 
get tired of your old bony body." 


How did this get by 
Ji? Among the thousands of people who 
received applications to join the Friends 
of the FBI, an organization dedicated to 
the proposition that the FBI and J. 
Edgar Hoover are equally exemplary. if 
not infallible embodiments of Truth, 
Goodness and the American Way. was 
the Reverend. Daniel Berrigan. When 
Father Berrigan received the request. he 
was residing at the Federal correctional 
institution at. Danbury, Connecticut. He 
promptly filled out the form, assuring 
the Friends that he would like to join. 
but that he wasn't in a position to send 
a contribution. 


frem Zimbalist. 


She said we didn't: In а question- 
and.answer session in an issue of Sexual 


Behavior, Dr. Ruth Moulton was asked 
if there was an 


validity to the concept 
of “penis envy." Her reply: "Penis envy 
is a valid concept if it is used in а flex- 
ible rather than rigid Га 


а sign played 
ic note in his window: CHEER 


SOME ECONOMIC ADVICE, ТОО. 

Bureau of Motor Vehicles, X-Ratin 
Division: There's n wagon cruis- 
ing around San Francisco with a couple 
in front, five kids in back and a bumper 
g FIVE EASY PIECES. 


sticker rcadi 


BOOKS 


Few books this year will be as closely 
read and as hotly disputed as Beyond 
Freedom and Dignity (Knopl), by Harvard's 
famed behavioral psychologist B. Е. 

ic attack on the 
nous being 
is a challenge to the thinking of all 
who pride themselves оп their 
ability to use intelligence and reason in 
the pursuit of knowledge, In Skinn 
view, intelligence and reason are noth- 
ing more ihan the selective response of 
a unique organism to the stimulati 
of its environment. Says he: “A per 


son docs not act upon the world; the 
world acts upon Man makes 
choices from ge of possibili 


‚ and behavior, according to Skinne 
shaped. and ined by its consc 
quences.” Thus. by altering the environ 
ment, man in effect engineers his own 
behavior. His actions are determined 
not by what he thinks or feels but by 
the rewards or penalties he receives for 
what he does. If the human race is to 
survive, Skinner believes, man must give 
up the idea that his acts are attributable 
to free will, to his ability to distinguish 


On his last hunt, Major Hocum 
smoked a cigarette stamped with 
his family crest. 


Now everybody will be smoking 
cigarettes stamped with their own 


family crest „almost everybody. 
—— a s 


Camel Filters. 
They're not for everybody. 
(But then, they don't try to be.) 


d <4 


20 mg."tar; 1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report AUG 7L. 
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Now Movies 
without movie lights. 


Kodak announces a new kind of super 8 
movie film and a new kind of movie camera that let 
you shoot color movies just by the light you live in. 
Even by the light of the candles on a birthday cake. 

The new film is Kodak Ektachrome 160 
movie film. It's four times as fast as Kodachrome ЇЇ 
movie film. 

The cameras are the new Kodak 
models. Each has a super-fast f/1.2 Ektar lens and a 
revolutionary new shutter design that lets in lots 
more light. x 

Each comes with a precision automatic 
exposure control system. Each has drop-in loading 
andis battery-powered. 

The XL33 camera (not shown) is less than 
$120. The XL55 (above), with power zoom, range- 
finder, and sports-type viewfinder is less than $200. 

Look into either one. You'll see a whole 
new world to make movies of. 

Kodak makes your pictures count. 


Kodak XL movie camera/ 
Ektachrome 160 movie film. 


Kodak 


PME Prices subject to change without notice. 


right [rom wrong, and cooperate i 
stead in the development of condition 
techniques that will use positive rein 
forcement to alter individual behavior 


“The control of the population 


s 


whole must bc delegated to specialists 
to police, priests, teachers, therapists and 
so on, with their specialized reinforcers 
and their codified contingencies.” Beyond 


Freedom and Dignity is а cogent argu 


ment by a scientist to a jury of his in 
lectual peers. The argument, however 
distasteful it may seem, is the cysta 
lization of a lifetime spent in explorit 


the nature of man through the prin 
ciples of behavioral psychology, and it 


cannot be easily dismissed. Jt is not 
simply a matter of intellectual game 
playing, of behaviorism vs. humanism 
At stake is how man can best hope то 
acquire the knowledge he needs to kecp 
the human race from coming to an end. 


Its been a litle over ten years 
since John Updike introduced Rabbit 
Angstrom and Jet him run. When he 
first appeared, Rabbit was a 26-year-old 
former high school basketball star Гам 
going to seed. He was married to 
semialcoholic girl who, in a drunken 
fog, let their baby daughter drown in 
her bath water. To console himsell, Rab 
bit ran off with a pudgy prostitute from 
whom he later also fled Now, with Rab- 
bit Redux (Knopf), Rabbit returns, teu 
years older, with nothing much to show 
years. He has gained weight and 
automation is about to put an end to 
his job as a linotype operator on a 
smalltown press, His mother is dying ol 
Parkinson's disease and his wile, now 
stone sober, has gone to live with a 
Greck used-car salesman When Updike 
is dealing with Rabbit alonc, he is able 
to recreate the sense of empty sadness 
and frustration (Rabbit's name, remem 
ber, is Angsirom) that made Rabbit, 
Run a major American novel of the 
Sixties. But when he attempts to make 
Rabbit more contemporary—with the 
introduction of a runaway hippie girl 
and a black revolutionary—the novel 
simply goes off key Rabbit meets thc 
girl at a bar and takes her home to live 
with him and his son, and she, in turn 


introduces the black into the houschold. 
For page after page, they sit in Rabbit's 


tracthouse living room and drink and 
smoke pot and talk and talk and talk. 
There are also some sexual tumbles. 
The tumbles, unfortunately, arc. pulled 
olf in [ront of the picture window 
that panics the neighbors into takir 
matters into their own hands, with disas- 
trous results. The book is lush with 
familiar Updike touches: the romantic 
descriptions of nature, the meaniny 
catalogs of trivia (such as the contents 
ot Rabbit's hook-free bookshelves), the 
theological discussions (every character 
gives his definition of God) and the sen 


ful 


Novemberl0. . 
Charles King wears the incredible new 
Vanknit shirt to an encounter group session. 


King is visibly touched by the experience. 


| i t | Ts * | 
\ d ШУ AVE Te 
Vanknit. The new Sensuous Knit Dress With colors that are brighter. Bolder. 
Shirt from Van Heusen. Try one and Vibrant colors that are in the fabric. 
you'll start feeling different about what Not just on it. And Vanknit has a differ- 
you wont to wear. Vanknit feels soft. — entfit that's smoother, sleeker. Because 


Light. Sensuous. Opulent. Because of the way knit drapes. Vanknit. Your 
it's knit. Vanknit looks different, too. — first one is a real encounter. 


Vann: New from Van Heusen: 


THE VAN HEUSEN COMPANY, A DIVISION OF'PHILLIPS VAN HEUSEN CORP. 
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S By command 
of King George IV 


i 


his royal Scotch ,* 
shall be?728 6% 
inLondon. 6 
But only?499 in the 
-colonies US. 


GS 
А 
V 


London, Paris, all over the world— 
King George IV is justas expensive 
as other top brand 
But here, it's the only one youcan 
buy for a remarkable $4.99/ 5th. 
And it’s the very same Scotch! 


* Average Sth retail price, Slightly higher or lower in some states, 


30 100% Blended Scotch Whiskies. 80 Proof. Sole Importer U.S.A. Munson Shaw Co., N.Y.C. 


t sex is something both compulsive 
is 


ilure of Rabbit Redux 
that it is a redundant novel. Rabbi 
Run was the portrait of а ge 
that was worn out, in spite of its dr 

ge of 96. Everyth 


Richard Atcheson spent a summer 
g a wip acios the United Sta 


visiting any commune that would w 
come him. The result: The Bearded Lady 
(John Day), a book for the reader who, 


like Atcheson, doesn’t mind where he 
goes nor why nor how long it tikes to 
get there, as long as he finds some agree: 
able interludes on the way. Atcheson is 
an cngaging writer who takes us on a 
journey through a remarkably diverse 
number of communes. In fact The 
Bearded Lady is two trips for the price of 
one: The outer journey has him scarch- 
ing to learn all he can about commu- 
al life; the inner journey has him 
ching to learn all he can about his 
Both, unfortunately. lead to some 
banal conclusions. Communes, for ех 
n as form of life 
experiment,” in which th 

young and not so young try to creme 
more satisfying ways of life. He discovers 
an androgynous reality" in himself, a 
fact that seems to come 

Vet there js а basic decency, kindness 
and honesty in the man that merits ad- 
miration—a nice fellow to go commune 
hopping with. If your thirst for informa- 
tion about co al living hasn't 
been quenched, try What the Trees Said 
e/Seymour Lawrence), Stephen 
imond's report on the New England 
communal farm he helped found, or 
Armed tove (Holt, Rinehart & Winston), 
Elia Katz's tale of his unsatished efforts 
to find the good communal life, 


зе; 


With his latest entertainment, The 
Betsy (Trident), Harold Robbins once 
again overwhelms the reader with an 
effluvium of sex and greed. Jn this 
who'sdo btowhom? narrative, it 
w ally everybody is 
doing virtually everything to just about 
cverybod. п. oddly enough. to their 
own husbands and wives. The plot of 
The Betsy concerns a. power struggle be 
ry Ford-like grandfather and 
y П-ке grandson, with a Ls 
a-like fellow helping them achieve 
jal ау well as familial fulfill B. 
s is incidental, if not coincidental. 
As in any Robbins novel, one flips the 
pages mainly to get to the next account 
of couples coupling, to scc how the 
master will yet again make the earth 
move under the blankets. The ladies 
are, as always, a parade of women's 1 
nightmares: а young mother seducing 


gwh 


ks out tha 


INTRODUCING RADIOS TO LOOK AT 


The truth is, most radios are off more than radio for your ears, as well as a unique table 
they're on. But now General Electric has sculpture for your eyes. So now when you 
buy one of these 4 radios to listen to, you also 


turned this simple little truth into a totally 
new kind of product. It's а special sort of get a radio to look at. 


H 


The Aztec Calendar Radio. 
Perpetual push-button day/date 
calendar, AM/FM radio, slide-rule 
dial, two-way power, AFC, two 
antennas. See-through back shows 
working components, Less than 
$35+. (12360) 


Y ume qua 


‘The Blue Max Portable Radio. 
Ses-through radio, Base-mounted 
360° tuning ring, top-firin 
dynamic speaker. Press a button 
and it lights up with a soft glow. 
Less than $175. (P2760). 


‘The Captain Glock Radio, For desk, 
dresser or travel, Drift off to sleep 
«, the automatic switch shuts off 
the radio, And wake up to musie 
‘or a brawny alarm. Less than $25; 
(02455) ; 


For your nearby participating GE dealer” call free: 800 243-6100 (Conn.: 800. 942-0655) 


TIContult your dealer far his actual price "Excluding Alosko and Ноно 


Gordon’. 

Its how the 
Merrie Olde English 
keep their 


gin up! 


PLAYBOY 


КО THE HEART OF A GOOD COCKTAIL 23 


Let down on the crackling dryness, the delicate flavour of Gordon's Gin? 
Especially during the Christmas season? Never! 
Every bottle is based on Mr. Gordon's original 1769 formula. So today, and every day, you pour a 
drink that’s dry as Scrooge. A fanatic devotion to our discoverer? Perhaps. 
But then, anything less wouldn't be the spirit of the season! 


32 
PRODUCT OF U.S.A. 100% NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. SD PROOF. CORDON'S ORY GIN CO., LTO., LINDEN, М.Ј. 


her father-in-law while suckling her new- 
born infant. a girl achieving the usual 
oshimastyle orgasm by. liste 
tona, Le Mans and Indi 
‘or a moment there," хаух one 
character лө another, “I thought you 
most human.” Readers ol The 
Betsy will have no such. problem, While 
the Robbins book comes across like a 
pomographic edition of The Wall Street 
Journal, Arthur. Hailey's new novel is 
more like a trademaguzine analysis of 
Эсли. In Wheels (Dou- 
core hiring, 
management squabbling, racc re 
ions. plant. crime, assembly-line bore. 
dom, shoddy workmanship and һом 
var dealers cheat. their customers. AS in 
his best selling Airport, he introduces: a 
crowd of characters, each with his own 
little tale to tell. Most of them are mere 
intrusions into olen quite engros 
expositional раза 


wer 


ng 


bout the issues ol 


s 


the day in Denoi. When Hailey, the 
idefatigable researcher. turns to human 
beings. invention fails him. “They made 


love," he writes at oi 
old Robbins, where 
than Hailey needs you? 


ройи. Oh, Н 
те you when Ar 


In what was cither a labor of love or 

compulsive-obsessive 
vank Deford 
ten There She Is (Viking). a 1 
history of the Miss Amoici page: 
Such а book—detsiting the inner work. 
ings al the contest. the lile stories ol 
ny winners, the wranglings of judges 
md contestants and, seemingly, every 
e bi of Miss America. minutiae that 
devored research could. produce—ould 
he monumentally dull. Whar almost 


ts writ 
килога 
nt 


rescues this one is Delord’s gently iron 
ic approach to his materi s frank 
comments on the par manip 


unie techniques and. fuddy-duddiness 


mo with morc than 37-inch bust 
line has ever won), and on the single 
minded aggressiveness ol some of. the 


winners Perhaps the mos interesting 
pants of the book are its appendixes. 
They oller such nuggets as which Miss 
Americas got divorced, which won the 


Neat as a Pin Award. how the winners 
Last and hip measurements have Changed 
ever the years. the leading hair and eye 


color for cach. year, the most popul 
names (Mars, Patricia and Barbara), and 
the talent displayed most frequently 
(singing and dramatic monologs) and 
leat frequently. (playing the dulcimer, 
French horn and Miramaphone), 


Fhe gay lib movement has begun to 
emk out confessions. amd. manilestoes 
E Is seem to be register 
ing their protests with more grace. and 
Tess bombast tiim women. students, 
rican Indians and Blick Е 
Merle Milers dignified discussion On. 
Being Different: Whar Ii Means to Be a Homo- 
sexual (Random House) is something 


vex 


of a breakthrough. Miller, who had al 
ready made jt as а writer (Only You, 
Dick Darin, d of being a 
closet queer. pretending to enjoy fag 
jokes. ("А fag sexual. gentle 
man who has just Heft the тоот”) Miller 
thinks he became a homosexual because 
his mother wamed a girl. АЙ his baby 
akers were pink. The explanation 
may be simplistic, bur it demonstrates 
that some reasonably ted homo 
sexuals see the is abnormal 
Others are less py: 
chiatry its due. In Homosexual: Oppression 
‘ond Libererion (Outcrbridge & Diensilrey), 
Dennis. Altman notes that “psychiatry 
particularly distrusted” among homosex 
uals, since “to be viewed ay ill rather 
than evil is nor much consolation.". Alt- 
man, an erudire. political-science profes 
Australi, whose book is a quiet 
у. argues thar homosex 
wality should be viewed as рап ol a 
m= “a polymorphous whole” 

covers the whole spectrum of sesi 
ior. We are all. in some measure 
homosexials. Ahman blames the n 
family. that bastion of heterosexu 
for spn Fale gospel: “As lor 
homosexuals are denied any role in child 
ing... it is unlikely that children 

»w up with other than a distorted 
wl natural.” More shrill 
Var les reasoned is Arthur Bell's 
Dancing the Gay Lib Blues (Simon X Schus 
ter). Bell, a denizen of Greenwich. Vil- 
Таше. was а founder of the Gay Activists 
Mlianee, a young and noisy group that 
seems to enjoy the process of militancy 


. was 


as much as the consequences, T 
Mayor Lindsay, picket pol 
demand that New York University pro: 


vide dance facilities for homosexual 
students. АП of this might be mildly inter- 
esting were it not lor Bels style 
hysterical Hemingway. AL right, so not 
al writes with more grace 
than women. students, America Indians 
and Black Panthers. 


every homosex 


What would happen if a пешобро 
chemist were able 0 synthesize a chemical 
that gave people the power of extra 
sconsory perception? What would happen 
is the subject of Curr Siodmak’s latest 
werk. The Third Eor (Putnam). Siodhmak, 
best known dor Donovan's Brain and 
Hauses. Memory, novels well. thumbed 
in the libraries of science fiction and sus 
sc aficionados, has turned. out 
Uniller (har ds scientifically plausible 
and. consistent Dr. d 
Bolt, а ish American scientist, develops 
the stell that enables one to read 
other people's minds when it is sniffed. 
His work takes him Irom the seclusion of 
alifornia university 10 Сет 
where 1 indus 


avid 


емі 


шу. 


group ol supranatia 
Liialisty hopes то get hold ol ili 
and thereby end wars and өр 


era of unlimited world prosperity. Some 


up an 


Ws today's ~ A 
influence on ^ 
today’s fashion. 


Pull on your custom-made rock python 
boots made exclusively for us by Rios of 
Mercedes. Slip on your soft snug-itting 
glove leather vest, tip your sliver belly 
Cutter Bill hat and pour her favorite drink 
into a crystal tumbler etched with the 
classic illustration of World Champion 
Cutter Bill, The Golden Stallion. Now 
you've gone all the way. You're a cham- 
pion, western style. 


Boots (skins on foot are mixture of grays 
and black; tops are bonej—$225. Vest— 
$29.95. Hat—$25. Tumblers sets of 8) 
— $16. 


[nico hr денс ce] 


CUTTER BILL WESTERN WORLD 
P.O. Box 22046 
Houston, Texas 77027 


Please send me: 
—Rock Python Boots. My normal shoe 


size s мт — Bone 


Black Leather Vest, size — 
(Sizes 36 thru 46). The Cutter Bill Hat, 


size. — — (Sizes ЄЎ; thru 754). — Sets 
of Cutter Bill Tumblers 


Enclosed is my check. Money Order —, 
ог American Express__., BankAmericard__ 


or Master Charge — Account No. — — 
Please ship C.O.D. Add 5% sales tax lor 
shipments in Teras. 


— Please send me free 1971 Cutler Bill 
Western World Catalog although 1 do по! 
wish to order anything now. 


Name 
Address. 


ity — —— — —— 


See reip 
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If your pipe has only two parts 


you're missing a vital part: 
the Medico filter 


mepico MED 


The 66 baffes in replaceable, absorbent Medico Filter Pipes: $2.50 to $25. Medico 
Medico Filters trap juices, tars, nicotine. Filters: regular, menthol, charcoal, 10 for 15e. 
They keep your mouth cleaner, cooler. For beautiful color catalog, write Medico, 
Change the filter and your pipe is clean. 745 Fifth Avenue. New York, 
Nylon bits are guaranteed bite-proof. Depi. 449. Please enclose 25¢ for handling. 


Imported 
Briar 


Always ask for 
{ Medico Filters 


MEDICO Filter Pipes 


give pleasure and peace of mind 


essential 


The fragrance that brings 

out the playmate in her, 7 MCA ATE 
turns on the playboy 

in you! Half ounce of 

Playboy's Playmate 

Perfume. TE2000 $15. кы 


Shall we send a gitt card IPERFUME| 

in your name? No C. O. D. orders; 
send check or money order 
(including $1.00 per item for 
handing) to 

Playboy Produc! 


i] 
A 
m 
< 
o 
о 
< 
L] 


Chicago, lilincis 60611 
Playboy Club credit 
keyholders may charge. 


-lighiful Swedish girl who falls in love. 
with the scientist. While all this is fast 
moving entertainment, Siodmak (author 
of The Thousand-Mile Grave in laa 
month's PLwYBOY) also hus some co- 
gent thoughts about human. frailty, dis- 
trust and the precarious world condition. 
Chances ave that this will wind up in the 
movies, where it will be enjoyed as much 
the second time around. 


g about show-business biogra- 
hat they're all part of the act. 
public character must be main- 
tained. It сап be fun, but in the end 
you don't feel as if you've learned very 
much, Pearl Bailey's Tolking to Myself 
(Harcourt Brace Jovanovich) exhibits 
the strengths and the weaknesses of the 
geme. A collection of very short takes, 
cluding some snatches of verse, it of- 
lers Miss Bailey's views on Jile, death, 
children and especially love. Some of 
the vignettes are pretty good—the death 
of her mother. problems with her white 
Louis Bellson—and all 
kly sentimental. It is the big lov 
momma image that comes through. If 
you like Pearl, you may like her book. 
Jonis (Simon & Schuster) offers another 
lesson in how biography goes wroi 
though biography isn't exactly the term. 
Author David Dalton, a Rolling Stone 
contributor, is unable to discern any 
failings in the late Miss Joplin's charac- 
ter. The book consists of transcriptions 
of taped interviews, diessed up with 
а lot of the author's profundities about 
life, ап, wavel and things like th 
The material appears to have been 
Mung together on whim. Stuck onto the 
end is а collection of newsp: 
magazine stories about Janis, some not 
even attributed to an author. As а final 
bonus, there are pictures, songs and 
even a tenminute record. Despite the 
sloppy packaging. something of the 
bawdy, oversized Joplin personality does 
come through: the endless boozing, the 
loneliness, the hard nailed language, the 


ber and 


dope taking—'E'd take it. suck it. lick it, 
smoke it, shoot it, drop it. fall in love 
with ito..." But the private Joplin 
inside the public one still cludes us 


Elis (Simon & Schuster), 
kins’ biography of guess who, 
from а different fault, Hopkins, also а 

Stone contributor 
nal job of researching his sub- 
ject his material, and he 
has eschewed the fancy prose with which, 
Dalton has cluttered his book. The trou 
ble is that Presley is simply not very 


as done a 


and ongan 


interesting. If you can believe Hopkins 
he's just an endlessly polite, good- 
matured, down-home kid who happened 


to get lucky. We learn that he's had a 


near-record aber of women—but we 


The kind of guy who uses it doesn't ne 


Ф 


Pub Cologne. 
After Shave, After Shave Baim, Deodorant Spray, too. 


= 
o 
a 
> 
ч 
a 
A 


36 


A SMALL CAMERA 
SHOULDN'T BE A TOY. 


(BUT IT SHOULD BE AS MUCH FUN!) 


A small camera is a 
"must" for people on 
the move. But most 
are “stripped- 
down" versions, 
thattake fuzzy pic- 
tures you shamefully 
hide in a deep drawer. 
And many use film cart- 
ridges that themselves are so 
bulky, your pocket can't carry 
enoughfora day's supplyof pictures. 
Konica C-35 solves it all. Com- 
fortably compact and lightweight, 
this 35mm camera automatically 


selects proper exposures 
for you, without the “‘set- 
tings-and-adjustments 
numbers game" others 
can get you into. 

You just press the 
button for perfect, 
clear slides or prints 
л everytime, through 

" its sharp Hexanon lens. 
4 Even flash is auto- 
A matic, especially with 


y 


the matching X-14 Electronic Flash 
that slips right onto the camera. So 
get Konica, and stop toying around. 


KONICA C-35. 


The fun cornera preferred by the ро". With case, under $90. With X-14, under $125. 
Konica Camera Corp., Woodside, N.Y. 11377. In Canada: Garlick Films Lld., Toronto. 


Plymouth Cricket 
comes with 
rack-and-pinion 
steering, standard. 
You get one good 
turn after another. 


GHRYSLER 


Coming through with the kind of car America wants. 


never find out how this has affected him 
Wisely, the author has devoted a good 
deal of space to Colonel Tom Parker 
Presley's éminence grise, and the wheel- 
ing and dealing involved in turning 
modestly talented country singer imo 
a billion-dollar spectacle—though here 
дай, the bloodletting that went on 
behind the scenes when people first be 
in to realize that Presley was going to 
make somebody's fortune has been glossed 
over. Ah, showbiz. 


In Willy Remembers (Arbor House), we 
me treated to the timebesoucd pan 
orama that is the 93-yearold mind ol 
Willy T. Kleinhans, In such Memory 
Lane romps its Roar Lion Roar and The 
Steagle (see page 61 for our review of the 
movie version), novelist Irvin. Е 
dled the recent past as lovingly a 
rifling through his baseball cards. In 
IVilly Remembers, Faust backs up to the 
Spanish-American War and then takes off 
on a broken-field run through time, 
charging forward, doubling back, skirt 
ing several more wars stif-arming 
anachronisms and, at the end, is left sti 
running among the mangled memories 
ind mores of his mind. 105 a zany run 
that compels attention through the pyro 
technics of style and the surrealist min. 
gling of person and event. Willy 
patriot and poltroon—possibly the sort 
who made America great, certainly the 
sort who has browght America to its 
present pass. Words like mick, wop 
kike and nigger slip through his mind 
like beads on a perverted rosiy. Not 
that he hates as a matter of principle, 
but the principle of his hates is so 
instinctively and pleasurably racial. As 


in his other books, Faust revels in name 
dropping—movie stas and baseball 
players, boxers and politicians. Willy 
was part of it all, hom McKinley (o 


Nixon. But his personal life was a sham 
bles, with one son ending impaled on 
the broken end of a vaulting pole, the 
other totally alienated from his father's 
mindless love before dying on a battle 
field, a far-out. daughter and a wife who 
stares at him like a stranger before she 
dies. Perhaps this is what Faust is луй 
10 tell us: that there is а heavy price to 
pay for our 
piditics, and t 


rious, self-indulgent stu 


at We are paying it now 


Moscow Nights is the title of a sweet 
Russian song that made people glaze 
over with nostalgia during World War 
Two, Moscow Nights (Olympia Press) is 
also the title of the first item of Sovict 
erotica to be published abroad, and it is 
guaranteed. to arouse anything but nos 
talgia, Maurice Girodias, the suave and 
elegant. pornographer-by-appointment. to 
the world, somehow uncarthed. this fas 
cinating curiosity by a pseudonymous 
the 


Iron Curtain artist. It has all 


©1971 Superscope, Inc. 8152 Vineland Ave, Sun Valley, Calif. 91352, 
Send for free catalog. Prices subject to change without notice. 


“Keep a Sony close at hand. 
Indoors, outdoors; winter or summer, office or home 
or anywhere in between Sony's CF-200 combination 
Cassette-Corder® FM/AM radio strikes the right 
note for listening pleasure. Play music cassettes 
to get it on or record your favorite program right 
off the air. The handy CF-200 operates in any 
position and provides high fidelity reception 
in any location, Only $79.95. 

For additional sophistication check out 
Sony's СЕ-300. It's got a built-in condenser 
microphone that picks up any sound your 
ears can hear. And includes a recharging 
circuit for an optional nickel cadmiuri 

battery pack. The cost? Just $119.95. 
Get close to a Sony at your local Sony/ 
Superscope dealer. Look and listen 
to the full line of portable combi- 
nation Cassette-Corder® ЕМ/ 
AM radios. You'll want to 
keep one on hand. 
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Wind Song girls 


only want one thing. 


More Wind Song. 


They want it to perfume with. 
To powder with. 
To splash, bathe and shower with. 
They want it because Wind Song makes them unforgettable. 
So give it. 
Give it every fresh, beautiful Wind Song way. 
Wind Song by Prince Matchabelli. 


How to keep everyone out of your business. 


Keep your business sofe in on Americon Tourister Deluxe Atloche 
with the combinotion lock (Set the combinotion to ony numbers you like.) 

It comes in o 3" ultro-slim attache. with оп expondable folder. 

And o 5" спосће thot holds whot you need for overnight trips 

They both have the some great construction 
clwoys found in American Tourister luggoge 

So no matter how much anyone tries 10 pry 
into your business, it'll be pretty hord to find out 
what you're up to. 


elements that made Olympia Press gr 
those Henry Miller and J. P. Donk 
flourishes of phallicism. nice kinki 
for the English in the Colonies. ru 
mc for duciless Swedes, plus some tra- 
Russian themes—the horror of 
nple—and some mod- 
themes, sudh as Zionism and 
i riment shortages and 
excess hippieness. happy Red perverts 

ing denunciations of bureaucracy 
into the creamy thighs of oxlike ballero- 
The book sounds authentic 
were really written by a 
writer for his pleasure, never expecting 
publication. For insight, ribaldry and a 
kind of lumbering charm. Kremlinolo- 
is and crotchologists alike will give 
this book high Marx. 


Eric Bentley is as much concerned 
with radical politics as with theater criti- 
cism, and the wo interess fuse in 
Thirty Years of Treason: Excerpts from Hear- 
ings Before the House Committee on Un- 
American Activities, 1938—1968 (Viking). For 
the most part, the witnesses selected by 


Bentley ists and intellectuals with 
some representation from the law. the 
church and education. Among those in 


t сам: Ayn Rand. Ronald 
Brecht, Larry Parks, 
Paul Robeson, Arthur 


in the anti- 


works his 
ther 
It is not 


Bendeys intent t0 equate hostility to 
HUAC with sanc As he makes clear 
in an afterword, he has по more respect 
for some of the m 
Communists of these three 
he has for HUAC. (Refer 
John Howard Lawson's exchanges with 
the committee, Bentley notes: “Bullshit 
Is bullshit”) The reason for the 
hook, for letting this copious record 
speak for itself, is 10 prov ic 
reminder of how difficult it often is [or 
n individual, and a nation, to be wor 
thy of freedom. 


le a di 


Ed Sanders spent two diligent years 
on the slimy пай of Charles. Manson 
and the wayward children, drug dealers. 
motorcycle gangs. movie stars and. Sani 
cultists he moved among. interviewing 
hundreds of people, following remote 
desert trails and poring over. records to 
produce The Family (Dutton), He dis 
covered that Charlie Manson, despite 
what the papers may have told you, was 
as much like the y hippie as 

а Tate was li next door, 

son was a veteran. jailbind by the 
пе he burst upon the Haight scene 
m 1967. Spinning a web of dope and 
уре, ic netted himself a family of 
los and lonely underage women and, 


Soft Hair 
and howto 


You want this to 
look full, not over- 
styled or plastered 
down. The trick is 
just a little spray of 
new Soft Hair 
from Brylcreem, 


tit. 


A hard to control 
area. But Soft Hair 
can do it. Just keep 

the can in motion. 
à Once over lightly 
N will do. 


All your hair 
should be really 
soft. Make sure you 
hold the can of Soft 
Hair 9 to 12 inches 
away from your 
head. No closer. 


You may not see 
this, but the girl 
behind you does. You 
can keep soft control 
without spraying again 
by recombing with 
adamp comb, as 
often as you like! 


gives 
hair 


di 5 
каш = Softness counts. That's why Brylcreem invented 


NEUE Soft Hair. The first dry spray to treat your hair 
wines ы softly. Naturally. Never leaves it stiff or sticky. 
With Soft Hair, your hair feels as soft as it looks. 
We didn’t call it Soft Hair for nothing. 


Н Soft Hair. The spray 
Crome youd expect from Brylcreem. 
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Grand Opening 


One touch! And the hidden control panel opens, 
to give you complete control of Zenith's new modular 
== stereo tape system. The Latham, model 
| C682W, includes: FM/AM/Stereo FM radio, 
powerful amplifier, stereo cassette tape 
| player/recorder, and matching speakers. 
At Zenith, the quality goes in 
before the name goes on.® 


American 
flap-winged 
— card'n'all. 


In light-as-o-feather leathers from $4.00 to $12.50 


from then on, Sanders estimates, it was 
three orgasms a day for the next two 
and a half years. But orgasms were not 
enough and soon came what Sanders in 
his undergrouns style cally the 
“sleazo inputs": black-mass cults and. 
Satan-worshiping occult groups, blood 
drinkers and ritual killers. masochistic 
nd paranoid drug fantasies. The 
xorably to. Benedict Can- 
yon, where Manson sent his zombis to 
hack up Tate and four other innocents, 
thence to the LaBianca house and two 
тоте victi nd from there, Sanders 
hints, to 17 other murders. АП this 
makes an incredible history and Sanders 
gives us every detail of it. And. yet, for 
all that, the book is ultimately unsatisfac- 
tory, because he never docs answer some 
basic questions: What really went on 
inside the macabre Manson family get 
tog How was Manson able to 
command such puppetlike obedience be- 
fore the crimes and right through dic 
trials? On the ultimate. question—why 
the murders were committed —Sanders is 
only titillating, suggesting that they 
might have been an expresion of ran- 
dom Satanism or a bizarre repayment 
for being burned on a drugselling deal, 
or a “contract” kill from unnamed 
sources for quick cash. What we have 
here is the raw material for a second 
book that would take us beyond the 
dreadful minutiae and — police-blotter 
facts into che dark soul of Charles Man- 
son and his family. (For more distui 
ng insights into the Tate killing 
mo the Killers—see this month's inter- 
view with Roman Polanski.) 


To the burgeoning shelf of recent 
books on the world of film must now be 
added two new. unique reference works 
—one standard and classic, the other as 
impudently up to the minute as an 
experimental movie. The heavyweight 
Classic is The American Film Institute Catalog; 
Feature Films 1921—1930 (Bowker), two vol- 
umes of a projected 19-part. series offer- 
ing the vital statistics of virtually every 
movie produced in the U.S, since 1893. 
Beginning with Hollywood's golden age 
of the silents, the catalog lists, for a start, 
the director, cast, technical credits, liter- 
ary source, plot summary and background 
notes of nearly 7000 features, a prodi- 
gious feat of scholarship by ome hard 
working branch of the Federally subsidized 
A.F.I. The second volume in the set 
consists wholly of an index, elaborately 
oken down so that a reader can find, 
at a glance, a filmography lor any artist or 
company. not to mention the titles of all 
films whose major subject is, say, "Walk- 
ing Contests" (the sole entry is Tramp. 
silent. comedy 
ring Harry Langdon and. Joan С 
ford). While the 555 price tag on the 
twin set (by mail order only from R. R 
Bowker Company, P.O. Вох 1807, Ann 


Tramp, Tramp, а 1926 
ta 


ees 
= ) 
oso» 


The new Schick StaySharp- 
shaves as sharp ds new 
year after year! 


The blades are pre-honed So they actually sharpen YOu doni have to put up with replaceable 
to the head! themselves! 


places. Or any electric that gets dull after a 
time. 

StaySharp blades are chromium steel. They re 
matched and honed to the specific head, 
fitting the head at a precise angle. 

So as they work back and forth—the edges 
dont get dull—they actually keep on sharp- 
ening themseives! 

which means a perfectly close shave, day 
after day, year after year. 

Get the new Schick StaySharp and you'll 
never lose your edge! 


For dealer nearest you, coll toll-free: 800-631-1971, in New Jersey, call 800-962-2803, SCH ICK 
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„and you 


th t all vodkas 
o alike. 


Its the only vodia in the world with a 
patent on smoothness 


Gordon'® Vodka is screened 15 times by 
an exclusive U.S. patented process (No. 2,879,165) 
which makes it the smoothest, clearest, 
most mixable vodka you can buy. 


80 PROOF. OISTILLEO FROM GRAIN 


GOROON'S DRY GIN CO., LTD., LINDEN, N. J. 


Arbor, Michigan) may discourage all but 
the affluent, this inaugural A. Е I. catalog 
looks like a genuine collector's item, a 
gold mine of csoterica 

ight between the covers of a h 
some book called Ws Only a Movie 
(Premice Hall), the reader will be stuck 
if he tries to look up anything specific, 
but he's apt to stumble onto some hap- 
widable job of 


ad- 


py surprises. This f 
research was undertaken by authors 
Clank McKowen and William Sparke, 
two young Galifornia college profs who 
haven't exactly written a book but have 


restructured the material for one into а 
kind of visual Happening. Full of photo 
graphs, cartoons and balloons of dialoz 
Ошу a Movie was designed (by Mel 
Byars) to be read, or absorbed, up, 
down and sideways, The text includes a 
little of everything that a mind blown 
by the new sensibility mi 
cinema—from bits of Lenny Bruce and 
Beowulf to quotations from Truman Ca 
pote’s Pt Cold. Blood to asune obseva 


it relate to 


tions about movies by Warren Beatty 
corge Bernard Shaw. Pablo Picasso 
and Maxim Gorky—plus sundry quotes 


quizes, tag lines. pocms, interviews and 
critiques. Из an eclectic circus. For a 
more coherent, if less exciting view of 
the subject, sec Gerald Махсу provoci- 
tively opinionated A Short History of the 
Movies (Pc 


asus). 


Willian H. Gass is an honored name 
in avantgarde cireles in America. for 
both his philosophically aware litc 


criticism and his fiction, notably his 
first. much praised. novel. Omensetter's 
Luck. His latest production, Willie Masters’ 
lonesome Wife (Knopf) is a kind of 
multimedia job—colored paper, zany 
lypography, broken — sequences—that 
weaves word and thought patterns in 
the mind of a 30-year-old floozy named 
Babs who refuses, like her author. to 
accept ihe suair-jacket conventions of 
old-fashioned fiction, Babs, im a liter- 


ary mixture that ranges from corny 
burlesque-skit humor to Joycean musings. 
has 


rough gripes, mostly against men, 
to start а women’s lib movement on her 
own. Gass is a formidable word singer; 
lovely sentences appear om every page. 
But in the long run, he seems more 
hampered than helped by his notions of 


how fiction ought to be written. A good 


тап who trips over his own innovations. 


To anybody wiped out in the 1970 
collapse of stock prices, disaster may 
Nave seemed complete. But. as Christo. 
ph 


Elias explains in Fleecing the Lambs 
(Regnery), Wall Streeters waste no worry 
over the small investor, They do worry 
when good solid member firms of the 
New York Stock Exchange start going 
under, as did McDonnell & Co. and 
three others, or when tans such as 
Hayden, Stone and Goodbody & Co. arc 


CHANTILLY 


THE FRAGRANCE THAT CAN SHAKE HER WORLD. (AND YOURS.) 


* Essence de Chantilly 
Dusting Powder, 
Parfum de Toilette 
Spray Mist (refillable). Ў 
$11.00 


Chantilly Dusting Powder, 
Eaude Toilette Spray Mist. 
6.50 


Collection Royale 
Le Boite d'Or Heritage Dusting рк 


»Chantilly 
Feu de Toilette. 
Pure Spray. 
$5.00 


LeFlacon « Essence de Chantilly 
de Versailles Dusting Powder, 

Parfum de Toilette Spray Mist, 

Spray Perfume Purser. $16.50 


Le Flacon Louis XVI 
Eau de Parfum. $20.00 $15.00 


Solid Perfume Compacts 

* 

2 ) 
des 


Chantil 


HOUBIGANT 


Chantilly Cream Sachet, 
Eaude Toilette Spray Mist. $6.00 


-Aurora, $7.50 
*ALSO IN QUELQUES FLEURS 


Chantilly Perfurne, 1 cz. $30.00 


Brut for Men. 


If you have 
any doubts 
about yourself, 


PLAYBOY 


something else. 


After shave, affer shower, after anything 
Brut by Faberge. 


rescued from the brink only with face- 
saving mergers. This book cost Elias his 
job as editor of The Exchange, offici 
magazine of the N. Y. S. E. But not before 
he had witnesed from le how the 
exchange elite reacted to crisis. Paper 
work swamped the back shops of broker- 
age houses. which largely ignored the 
problem, so enthralled were they with 
wading for their own account in the mad- 
cap bull market of the lite Sixties. The 
brokers were phiying with customers" 
money. When prices broke and firms 
started buckling, the top men at the 
N.Y.$.E. never lost sight of the real 
danger—a Congressional investigation. 
Eiias portrays the exchange as a private 
dub dedicated to keeping the Gover 
ment off its back, Fleccing the Lambs 
pontificates too much and could have 
heen better organized. Still, it ought to 
give pause to erstwhile Jambs lucky 
enough to have kept their fleece until 
now. 


Wendell Pocock is an American. quest- 
ing for "work that has meaning and 
thoughts that are t He has a fat 
nameless blob of a son born with 
an open spine and is himself ап anony- 
mous cog in the salestraining depart- 
ment of a food-packaging firm. бо, not 
surprisingly, after suffering three cardiac 
sts he is very much ready to dic. 
ton Pitt is а would-be British gen- 
Пстав very much ready to live, Ic 
even follows his love to the Sah: 
where they plant saplings to hold back 
the desert, Pocock & Рат (Putnam) are the 
the result of len 


man, an 


who subverts Pocock's 
ide attempt (“Death you can. alw 
into the new lile of a В. 
novel hero. Author Elliott Baker 
(4 Fine Madness, The Penny Wars) 
is a bonded black humorist who n 
offer good breezy fun. Consider, for ex 
ample, this bargaining session with a 


чеп quid straight, fifteen the other way, 
and twenty-five you get breaklast" 
whore: "*And what do 1 get for file 


She shrugged: “Anything” "And 
do ! get for a hundred quid: 
considered it carefully before answering, 
"For а hundred. you cin have what you 
get for fifty, twice! " Unfortun 
genre of the British comic novel 
Evelyn Waugh does not alw: 
plant as easily as an identity crisis. De 
spite funny scenes, the Am ker 
strains а bit too much to brew that cup 


quid? 


he 


of comic incredibility. 


Also noteworthy: F. P. Tullius’ Out of 
the Death Bag in West Hollywood (Macmil- 


lan). Bit-part actor Race Stirling at- 
tempis to overcome his fear of dying by 
sleeping in а coffin. With a style marked 


by the pace and pater of a standup 


comic. Tullius recounts Races. progress 

n the bed. on the set and on the St 
ot the fading movie capital as he discov- 
ers that the best way to avoid his fear is 
to concentrate on the world of the liv- 
ing. Tullius’ article on Zubin and the 
Mothers n thc April 1971 
PLAYBOY. 


ippeared 


DINING-DRINKING 


Born last January during the despair 
of Hollywood's most alarming recessi 
the chances of survival for Le St. Germain 
6 Melrose Avenue, Los Angeles) 
seemed noue too great. But the 
restaurant not only survived, it 
swiftly emerged as the "in" 


has 


establish 


ment in a city that thrives on scripts 
nvolving underdogs and overn 
cesses. The excellence of cuisint 


W0-table rest nt its 
ion, makes опе over- 
tions as the cacophony. 


lighting and absence of 


has earned the 
deserved. 


discotheque 


prices on the à-la-carte menu. (To be on 
the safe side. figure оп spending about 
550 for dinner for two. including cock 


tails, wine and tip.) For hors d'oeuvres. 
ny the Salade de Champiguons—crispy 
sliced mushrooms anointed with a dress 
ng of mustard, oil, vinegar and wine 
crowned with a sprinkling of chives 


Bourgogne and Scampis Newburg, are of 
similar merit. Le St. Germain's menu 


lists а dozen entrees (along with a bra 
of nightly specials), including Tourne 
dos Perigourdine (beet cooked with 


е 


wullles a), Filets Mignons au 
Poivre mb. One of the 
dishes sampled on our vi s Ris de 
Veau—commonly known as veal sweet- 
breads—which is a must. Augment 


the entrees were two perfectly prep: 
fresh vegetables: cauliflower au 
and French-cut_ string be: 2 
butter, Le St. Germa 
list ranges from nonvintage house 
nct Sauvignon or Pinot Noir 
dollars а bottle) to the S100 price tas 
g а 1959 Chárcaw Lafite 
. Besides the evitable créme 
nd crispy tuis. plump with 
hes or pears, the dessert selection is 
ible for a thick mousse au chocolat 
ul the Délices 
St. Germam—a creamy conglomerate ol 
soft vanilla ice cream, fresh srawberries 
and raspberries lavished with a heady 
mixtne of Grand Ма nd com 
Опе word of caution: The five minus 
cule tables nestled in Le St. Germain's 
charming L-shaped bar arca are regarded 
as the re eria—stay clear ol 
them, as the din and the constant flow 
of trafic will undermine an otherwise 
enjoyable occasion. To avoid the disap- 
pointment recently experienced by such 


exotic 


urant's 


of you. 


Qaudio: 


It makes stereo 
seem flat. 


Stereo spreads the sound out in front 


Qaudio puts it all around you. 


J | 
STEREO 


Itgives you four 
distinct, discrete 
Ï channels of sound — 
* from four separate 
speakers. 


It envelops you in sound. It's an 
experience like nothing you've ever had 
before. In some ways it's even better than 
beingata live concert. 

And it's an experience you can now 
have in your own home— or in your car or 


boat. 


Toyo home-model Qaudio costs $169.95. 


The automotive model costs $129.95. 
Both play 4-channel sound as recorded on 
8-track stereo cartridges — the only true 
4-channel material available today 

There are already many 4-channel 
cartridges on the market — with more 
appearing all the time —and Toyo Qaudio 


represents the fastest, 
easiest, and least 
expensive way to get the 
full benefit of this 
material. 

But, equally important, 
Qaudio units also play all 
standard 8-track stereo cartridges and, in 
fact, make them sound better because you 
hear them through 4 speakers instead of 2. 

Which means that you can go on playing 
all the 8-track cartridges you now own — 
and continue to buy more. 

A free call to 800-631-1971 (in N.J. 
800-962-2803) will give you the names of 
stores where you can experience a Qaudio 
demonstration. 

For brochure: Toyo Radio Co. of America, 
Inc., 1842B W. 169th St., Gardena, Calif. 
90247. 


Dealers and service (UT) 


centers across the 
country. BY TOYO 


A SHOCKING EXPERIENCE IN SOUND 


OAUDIO 


TWO AUTO MODELS AVAILABLE. 
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HangUp (3 suiter). 
Sling it over your 
sheulder or fold 
and carry by its 
onde. Either way. 
it's o carry-on you'll 
corry off in style. 


JumboJet (3 suiter 
plus). Gets you 
around the world 
wrirkle-tres. 


Club Bog 747 
All-purpose fast 
pock. The fight 


Available in Canada 


зо high in fashion . 


Group 747. Roomy, rugged ard 
rich-locking. And perfect for a fast 
get-away. Suits pack wrinkle-free 
сп patented hangers. Toss every 
thing else into roomy inside com 
porlments and catch-all outside 
pockets. And you're ready for ac 
jion—over land, overseas or over- 
night. 

Venturo's Group 747. From 327.50 
to $80 о! better stores exclusively 


For free "Tips on 
Packing.” write Ventura, 
Dept. PE2, Long Island 
City, N.Y. 11101. 


DÀ Arnita (1 suiter). 
Tokes the woiting out 


yes. Hip мег 
e ta od eir e 
the plore wher 
you do. 

1] 


зо light in weight 


GIRL FRIDAY, SATURDAY, SUNDAY, MONDAY. 


Handsome, practical, unique... no girl should be without 
Princess Gardner's Checkbook Secretary. Room and place for 
your checks, check register, a pen, credit cards, bills, coins, pic- 
tures, grocery list and more. In а variety of colors, styles and 
leathers, the Girl Friday Secretary is great every day of the week. 


PRINCESS GARDNER’ 


Prince Gardner, St. Louis, Mo. A Division al SWANK, INC. 


pop gourmets as Henry. 
Zsa Gabor, who on se 
unable to secure tables, 
tions should be made several days 

advance (213-467-1108). Le St. Germai 
is open for dinner, Monday through 
Saturday, from six rw. until 10:30 r 
Lunch is served Monday through Friday 
from noon to two тум. (The luncheon 
menu lists prices.) The only credit cards 
accepted are BankAmericard and Master 
Charge. 


nger 
с eve 
ne 


MOVIES 


The custom of turning rock coi 
into fe; length movies à la. Wood- 
stock and Monterey Pop reaches a c 
of sorts in two new musical spectacu- 
lars. The more professional of the pai 
is Medicine Boll Caravan, coproduced and 
directed by Frangois Reichenbach, a 
pioneer of cinéma i techniques in 
his native France. Under the равопа; 
of Warner Bros. Reichenbach piled his 
aew of photographers into buses with 
150 American music makers, han: 
and hippies for a three-week cross-country 


son 


singin, Since the entourage included 
B. B. Mice Cooper, Delaney and 
Bonnie and other name acts (quite а 


few of them conuacied to Warner Bros. 
Records), Medicine Ball achieves. plenty 
of bounce from time to time, “We hive 
come for your daughters," proclaims the 
sign on the fom of a bus, а бий 
sample of the humor expressed by Ri 
chenbach himself, who keeps poppin 
into the film for wry 
comment, All the jolly decadence (cas 
ual nudity, or communal ba 
huge vat of Jell-O. for c: 
ously questioned. though, when th 
van stops at Antioch College in Yellow 
Springs, Ohio, where campus progres- 
sives wonder whether a pilgrimage spon 
sored by a major movie studio has any 
larger aims than to turn a profit. A peri- 
nent question, which this fastmoving 
show manages 10 evade with aural and 
optical virtuosity, Twice as exciting is 
filmed account of the wip to 

N71 by black performers 
festival celebrating the Hih 
of Ghana's independence 

ck, Ike and 
Turner and their exuberant col 
leagues arrive om the Dark Continent 
looking and behaving like any cager 
Aun 
cameras and traveler's checks—but turn 
on when they and their Ghanaian hosts 
h other's drumbeats. 
shimmying through ihe 


interviews and 


hing in a 
seri- 


invited to 


anniversary 


Wilson Picken, Roberta F 


ican tourists—olf to the bazaars with 


Whether Tina i 
local equivalent of a luau or electrifying а 
stadium full of spectators with her wildly 
stylized interpretation of sex sct to music, 
that dynamic lady communicates on a 


The new Orbitor4000 by Gillette. 


І change your mind about getting 
a razor for Christmas. 


Until now, a razor for Christmas was nothing 
new. The Orbitor 4000 has changed all that. 
Switch it on and 
the power unit in the 
а) handle makes the 
shaving edgevibrate. 
It actually moves 
through 4000 micro- 
scopic orbits per min- 
Ø че Every orbit is a 
shaving stroke, So 
you get 4000 shaving 
strokes per minute, 
\ Because the 
shaving edge vi- 
brates, you never 
have to pull this razor through your whiskers. All 
you do is guide it. The smooth, uniform orbital 
action shaves you close and clean. We believe 
you will find less pulling, less tugging, more shav- 
ing comfort than you've ever felt before. 
The Orbitor 4000is ош teoa Ws 
cordless and it re- 
charges overnight 
with power to spare. 


precision instrument, 
handsomely pack- 
aged and designed. 

So when some- 
One gives you an 


Orbitor 4000 Razor 

for Christmas, you fF 
won't have to pre- 

tend it's what you | 


really wanted. 


The Orbitor 4000" Razor by Gillette. 
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human level that official envoys shall 
never achieve. Pickett has his moments. 
too, in this "cultural come-together" that 
drew over 100.000 people to Accu's 
Black Star Square. One sharp contrast 
to Americain pop-music festivals, which 
have tended to turn sour lately 
of Ghana's uniformed militi; 
bly weaving and bobbing in rhythm with 
the crowds they came to control 


is the 


amia 


Since Euripides’ The Trojan Women is 
one of the greatest anti of all 
time, it stands to те Greek 
writerdirecior = Michael — Gacoyannis 
would have to do something right in 
bringing it to the screen. Working from 
an eloquent English translation by das- 
sical scholar Edith Hamilton, he recruit 
ed four remarkably talented actresses for 
the key roles—at least three of them 
able to do full justice to the play's rich 
language and soaring spirit. Oddly 
enough. the one wrong note is struck by 
beautiful Irene Papas. cast as Helen of 


Troy; Papas might make а pasionare 
Medea. but Helen's cruel, shallow vanity 
scarcely suits her. The strength of Tro- 
jan Women rests on Katharine Hep- 
Биги powerful performance as the 
ravaged queen mother, Hecuba. Despite 
her vocal limitations, Hepburn under 


Dior's Eau Sauvage 
is the number one 
fragrance for men 
{ in France. 
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A fascinating smoothness that turns on your taste. 
An intriguing aroma that turns on hers. 
Yes, it's your Madeira Gold Tobacco. 


stands bred-in-the-bone pride and digni- 
ty, and all those years of living burn 
within her to produce a scorching display 
of nobility branght law Woe for woe. 
she is matched by Genevieve Bujold as 
the mad Cassandra and Vanessa Redgrave 
as Andromache, widow of the slain Hec 
tor. These three keep topping one an- 
other in а theatrical tour de force that 
more than compensates for the fact that 
Cacoyannis is a literal 
who tries hard to treat poetic tragedy as 
stic drama. 


minded director 


Norman Mailers third feature film, 
Maidstone, is unlikely to reach a wide 


public, but it may now be read, by 
anyone who's interested, in a paper 


e 


ion issued by New American Li 
brary. The book offers a transcript of 
the improvised action and dialog along 
with Mailer's essay on film making, plus 
various reports on the shooting of the 
movie over а period of five days or so 
during the summer of 1968—in and 
round East Hampton, Long Island. As 
star, director and mastermind of Maid 
stone, Mailer writes of himself in the 
third person. Onscreen. he somehow 
contrives to play himself the same way, 
though he is ostens celebrated 
movie director named Norman T. Kings- 
ley, who is interviewing actresses for 
movie about a male brothel and simult 
neously considering а race for the U. S. 
Presidency. Any semblance of structure 
collapses, because Mailer's film theories 
call for untried actors responding morc 


Middle-of-the-road stereo people 


are missing the fun of Marantz. 


BLAH PEOPLE. Middle-of-the-road people who only listen 
to the midrange because their power amplifier DISTORTS the 
high and low frequencies. Because their 250 watt amplifier 
is really only 250 watts right in the middle. Because thats 
where it's measured SMACK DAB IN THE MIDDLE! So when 
the power drops off on either side they miss the BOOM. KA 
BOOM of a bass and the crisp swissshh of the wire brushes. 

Now take the Marantz amplifier Model 
250 Marantz says it delivers 250 watts 
RMS. That's 250 watts total RMS CON- 
TINUOUS power. Over the whole 
powerpushin listening range. Right 
through from 20 Hz to 20,000 kHz with 
total harmonic and intermodulation 
distortion at less than 0.1%! Fantastic! 


Uncompromising music lover. Professional sound engi- 
neer. The Marantz 250 amplifier working in any system de- 
livers continuous power at the critical EXTREME frequencies. 
EXTREME right. EXTREME left. EXTREME high. EXTREME 
low. Pure sounds. Total reality. Your kind of stereo. 

Priced at $495, the Marantz 250 professional power am- 
plifier is only one of a brilliant line of components, receivers 
Ba and speakers from the makers of the world's 

E, тоз! expensive stereo equipment. In- 
cluding a $139 console amplifier. 

Visit your Marantz dealer and listen 
to our line. Marantz stereo at any price 
is damn well worth it. 


NERemEomEM a. 
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THE TRUE OLD-STYLE KENTUCKY BOURBO! 


y 


or less spontancously 10 unplanned stim- 
uli, while the movie cameras manned by 
Richard Leacock, D. А. Pennebaker and 
their crew of professionals grind. away. 
The result is a display of extravagant 
selLindulgence by Mailer, his cronies 
his wife and kids, and а passel of social 
ites with time on their hands. The only 
cinematic breakthrough here is th 
widely publicized Donnybrook (conven 
iently caught on film) between Mailer 
ind costar Rip Torn, who 1 
frenzied assault. with D. 
and nearly gets his right car bitten off 
Presumably. this is not quite what Mail 
er the theorist means by “a commando 
raid on the nature of reality, 

Trapping а beautiful young girl in a 
big dark house is the stock in trade of 
suspense drama, and director Richard 
(The Boston Strangler) Fleischer effec 
tively exploits every cliché of the genre 
in See No Evil. As a blind girl stumbling 
around а lage English manor house lit 


with the bodies of her loved ones 
tims of a homicidal muniac— 
Farrow is graceful, neurasthenic 


and. altogether vulnerable. To withhold 
nes sympathy would be unil 
lor Mia is terrorized, pursued. kidnaped 
slashed, beaten, locked up, thrown from 
а horse and very nearly st her 
bath before See No Fi 
course. Though the movie aspires to 
some signifie the ramp: 
y society, Fleischer’s 


nt vio 


aim of producing goose bumps. 
10 Mia's concentrated performan 
gets what he wants, 


А day or so in the life of an ordinary 
New York married couple assumes the 
proportions of a nightmare in Desperate 
Characters, ап uncompromisingly down- 
beat drama written, directed and pro- 
duced for the screen by Frank D. Gilroy, 
author of The Subject Was Roses. Since 
uner despair is considered a highly un 
able commodity by the movie estab 
shment, Gihoy had uouble financing 
his project until he snagged Shirley 
MacLaine for the principal feminine 
t of a Brooklyn Heights house 
y reasons to be depressed. 
one extramarital love айа 
Jed unhappily, her husband's 
inership is breaking up with bad 
feeling ou both sides, she is thc victim of 
an obscene phone call and she may have 
10 go to the hospital for rabies 

unless she can capture the st 

bit her hand while she was feeding 
Hunting for the accursed cat is the 
biggest event in Desperate Characters! 
fragmentary plot, but authordlirector 
Gihoy uses story merely as а peg on 
h to hang his bleak visions of Ameri 
а clincher, he sends his 


jcctious 
y cat that 
g it 


wh 
сап life. For 


You can’t expect great music 
unless you have great equipment. 


Pioneer components are matched for 
the finest, most natural sound in 
music. AM-FM stereo receivers 
speaker systems . . . record players 

... tape decks. . . stereo headsets. 
We make them all. Regardless of 
which Pioneer units you select, they 
combine to perform the best and most 
authentic music reproduction. 


Ask your Pioneer high fidelity dealer 
for a demonstration. 

U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp., 
178 Commerce Rd., Carlstadt, 
New Jersey 07072 


Q PIONEER’ 


when you want something better, 
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A party? 
AVE IT AT My place! 


Whatever the occasion—a friendly get-together or a serious 
business meeting— The Playboy Club lets you offer your guests 
the incomparable atmosphere and service that have made 
it world famous 
Choose in advance from any of our basic party 
plans; specify any special audio/visual or other 
facilities needed; then relax and enjoy the party 
as Playboy's professionals and beautiful Bunnies 
attend to your every wish. 
You'll see why so many of America’s leading corpo- 
rations—from Aetna Insurance to Xerox Corporation—have 
turned to Playboy again and again for parties, meetings and 
important sales presentations. For full information on all the 
Playboy extras, contact your local Club’s Catering Manager 
or use the coupon. 


——— — —À ee eee ee 
Playboy Clubs International 
Miss Marilyn Smith, National Catering Director 
Playboy Building 
919 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Ilinois 60611 
We're planning our next meeting for some. persons on 
= Please send full information on 
your facilities and prices for (city) 
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ADDRESS. BUS. PHONE. 
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Playboy Clubs are located in Atlanta, Baltimore, Boston*, Chicago, 
Cincinnati, Denver, Detroit, Great Gorge at McAfee, N J., Kansas 
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That's right, Honey-caked Yello-Bole is 
guaranteed the mildest, most flavorful 
you've ever tasted. Try your favorite tobac- 
co in any new Yello-Bole Pipe. If you don't 
agree, return pipe with sales slip to Ycllo- 
Bole and we'll refund purchase price. 

Free booklet tells how to smoke a pipe. shows 


Styles. $6.95 to $2.50. Write Yello-Bole Pipes, Ine., 
N.Y. 10022, Dept. №4. 


married рай out to the country cottage, 
where they seek. refuge from urban. pres 
sures—only to find that the house has 
been vandalized. By the time they get 
back to Fun City, the wife is afraid to 
cross her own doorstep. "You suppose 
they've been here, too?” she asks. "Not 
уси" her husband replies succinctly. 
While Gilroy scorns rosy optimism, he 
might have allowed а breith of humor 
imo the daustrophobic city scenes and. 
the gloomy dialog—mostly quietly bor- 
ing conversation punctuated by liule 
shellbursts of venom. A superb cast 
makes the film haunting despite iis 
monoduomatic emotional tone, with 
especially fine performances by Kenneth 
Mars as the blind husband. and Sada 
Thompson as a relentlessly yay divorcee 
who devotes her ng up the 


le to buck 
effete intellectual she had discarded y 
before. Shirley looks plumpish, prema- 
ed—the old Macl А 
scraped away as if by cultural shock— 
ind invests the pivotal role with total 
aedibility. 


Venice in winter overwhelms the 
other visible attractions of The Anony- 
mous Venetion, а rather languid romantic 
drama about an estranged married cou- 
ple who spend a day together discussing 
ing lunch. making 

v. Mostly, they 
of 


just walk, to the acco 


Tush ial мше by 
whose melodic ear produ 
strikingly close to Love Story Wat 


муе. Compared with that. eandy-coated 
blockbuster, however, Anonymous Fene- 
tian is an adult movie, very carnestly 
played by Brazilian-born Florinda Bol- 
kan as the troubled wife and A 
actor Tony Musante as the embittered. 
husband who finally tells her he is dying 
of a brain tumor. But first, he int 
10 record a concerto with a student group 
from the conserv where he teaches. 
The dead, sinking city becomes a symbol 
of dead Iove, dead dreams. “Why should 
Venice escape? Everythir 
later," quoth the hero, while writer 
director Enrico. Maria Salerno keeps an 
orchestra tuned up and ready to tap your 
tear ducts. 


cls 


Watching Sunday Bloody Sunday is apt 
to leave the viewer with the impressio 
that he has been had by a band ol 
consummare. professionals whose talents 
alline the enterprise somewhat. beyond 
s intrinsic worth, The drama’s thinness 
triangular plot 
a young Mod Londoner 
(played with casual unisexual aplomb 


hy movie newcomer Murray Head). 

A.C/D.C. fellow who is into kinetic 
sculpture and into bed with either 
a middleaged Jewish doctor (Peter 


ach) or an articulate young divorcee 


Jackson). Both are in love 
with him, cach knows about his affair 
with the other, and from this odd situa- 
tion Sunday Bloody Sunday generates 
quite a lot of emotional steam about the 
compromises accepted by people when 
they grow up enough to realize that they 
may need to settle for less than perfect 
love. Director John Schlesinger (of Mid. 
night Cowboy and Darling fame). gen- 
erally drawn to extraordinary types in 
circumstances too bizarre for your aver- 
ge Jane and Joe, here also chooses a 
flashy filmic style that draws attention to 
itself, with hyped-up editing and provoc- 
ative compositions by асе Gnematog 
pher Billy Williams (who filmed Women 
in Love. Much сап be read between 
the lines of acrid dialog penned by 
English author and film critic Penelope 
Gilliatt, whose brisk scenario devotes а 
lot of footage to the telephone—as if 
these miles of cable and eager hearts 
just missing cach other through an an- 
swering service were а fair measure of 
the quality of human communication 
most of us achieve. 


Baboons, flamingos. giraffes, cheetahs 
and dung beetles star in The African Ele- 
phann, а slapdash but fascinating travch 
by director-photographer Simon Trevor, 
former safari guide and game warden. 

о spent more than а year filming the 
wild life of Kenya, U nd Fan- 
zania. Trevor's title is misteading, lor his 

terest extends 10 all species, and he is 
мош 10 cut away from clepham lore 
whenever he can work. 
of. say, waterbutks or gnus in their natu- 
rab habita. Unique closeups of its 
fierce subjeas make The African Ele- 
phant inform: intelligent, yer 
prone to outbreaks of anthropomorphic 
cuteness, Taking his cue from Disney, 
Trevor lets the flamingos Шу to music 
that sounds like Swan Lak 
headlong into hokum with the trick 
narration by David Wayne, who has the 
unhappy tisk of telling baby elephants, 
“Someone is here—someone cares.” 


telling glimpses 


е and 


The racial question has inspi 


«l quite 
а number of movies, but seldom one as 
larious as Skin бете, a frankly 
mercial comedy that deserves the popu- 
larity it’s going to get. James Garner, 
Susan Clark and black actor Lou Gossett 
i0 of con artists tra 
йогу to the heart of I 
during the troubled period just. before 
the Civil War. Skivery is the issue, and 
John Brown's fanatic iders ride onto. 
the scene at onc crucial point, but only 


com. 


pring from 


for laughs. While the subject. would 
hardly appear to be a joking mite 
Garner and Gossett prove the contrary 


as they beat the slave traders at their 
own game, town by town. Gossetr stum. 
bling ошо the auction block to do his 


“Someday Il take you to 
the Costa Brava to live. 
But until then...’ 


"> ЙЕР 
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оракул act until Garner reluc 
tantly sells. him—after which the two 
pocket their take and beat a fast exit in 
search of another sucker. Spooling the 
Western hero is Garner's specialty, but 
he bumbles better than ever in. partner 

ip with Gossett, As а lady crook with 
very few scruples to cramp her style, the 
statuesque Susan takes over a scene or 
two, finally accompanying Garner down 
South—he good Simari- 
тану from a leper colony. by God—to 
free their colleague from servitude on 
ип ole plantation, Good mean fun. 


ih disguised as 


Exquisite Zobra Lampert, who looks 
like a Remisance Madonna and talks 
like a manicurist from the Brons, lias the 
tile vole и} Let's Score Jessica to Death, 
а promising fist feature by director 
John Hancock. A rustic hilhop home- 
stead in Connecticat. is the seni with 


Zolwa сам as а former mental. patient 
who optimistically hopes 10 find peace 
in “the old Bishop place" which all the 
countivlolk openly regard with tear 
hostility. ‘The yeasons become n 
soon alter Jessica. her husband and iheir 
енй hive up to the house in а hearse 
they just happen to have got а good 
buy on onc—and meet a strange 
girl (deftly played by Mariclare Costel- 
there by herself 


imless 


lo) who has been livin 


The ending leaves v 


tually every ques 


tion aswered, ver director Hancock 


invests this eerie rale of the stpernaual 
with some nice modern gothic touches and 
al times achieves the surreality of а very 
bad trip. Zol 


Шток single-handedly 
keeps the nightmare in focus bur might 
do even bener if she could clean up her 
slurred speech 


A company of eamest movie new 
comers ties its luck, and achieves linke 
more than high marks for chort. with 
Been Dewn So teng It looks like Up to Me, 
based on the kne Richard Farina's Be 
iow novel in which the sexu 


Gener 
revolution, the Cuban. Revolution. and 
the di 


g ulune were phenomena pro 
phetic of a world to come. Farina. who 
died in а motorcycle accident in 1966 

just as his first and only book was 
being published wrote about some cyni 
cal collegians of 1958 vintage. The hero 
of Down So Long (played in a studied 
manner by off Broadway's Barry. Primus) 
is a returning dropout—back to school 
from his futile seah for sell. 
for a series of encounters with crewcut 
squares, drug users, a black would-be 
rebel and an alleged vir 
him a dose of dap. Aher which, some 
how or other, he follows his black buddy 
10 preCasto Cuba and begins iipping 
out on cocaine and peyote While gener 
atng interest as a piece of carly hipster 
ism, Down So Long is awkwardly paced 
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who awards 


and edited. and suggests that Пейшпап 


When the thought is genuine, 


the gift should be. 


Dewars “White Label” 


They say there are a thousand wa 
to make Scotch whisky. They say. 


There’s a little corner of the world 
that doesn't agree. It’s the town of 
Perth, on the banks of Scotland's 
River Tay. That's where they make 
Dewar's “White Label.” 


The men of Perth will tell you that 
authentic Scotch whisky has to be 
made where the air is chill and pure, 


and the water is cold. And that is the 
air and water of Perth, 


They will tell you that authentic 
Scotch whisky comes only when fine 
single whiskies are brought from the 
hills and glens of Scotland and al- 
lowed to sleep like bairns in their own. 
snug vats to the day of full maturity. 
And that is the way of Dewar’s. 


They will tell 
you how cach 
whisky, in itsown 
good time, 
brought to the 
Master Blender 
himself, who 
swirls it in his 
glass... “noses” it 

sniffs it again 

and takes a long deep brcath to 
compare its bouquet with thousands 
hc has known beforc. 


Dewar's never varies. 


Gift wrapped at no extra cost. 


Does he remember them all? It is 
said that hc docs. 


Small wonder then that the good 
red-bearded Scots of Perth show a 
bit of honest wrath when somebody 
tries to tell them there are a thou- 
sand ways to make authentic 
Scotch whi: 


Small wonder they consider 
their Dewar's “White Label” 
the authentic Scotch of today. 
And want you to know it. 


Authentic. 


м 


BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY » £68 PROOF 
SCHENLEY IMPORTS CD. NY. NY. 


It’s not your average Christmas gift. 
But then your friends aren’t average. 


PLAYBOY is for the important men on your list. The men 
out for more excitement than the average guy. 


PLAYBOY brings them that excitement...all year long. Excite- 

ment in fiction. In no-holds-barred commentary. In madcap 
humor. In colorful fashion, food and travel panoramas. In 

insightful articles on the world of business and finance. And 
delightful beauties such as Playmate of the Year Sharon Clark. 


A PLAYBOY Christmas gift costs only $10 (a big $3.00 savings off 
the single-copy price) Additional one-year gifts are just $8 (a 
whopping $5.00 savings) We even bill you after the first of the 
| year. And every gift is announced on your choice of impressive 
\ PLAYBOY holiday cards, hand-signed in your name. 


PLAYBOY is not your average Christmas gift. It's a special gift 
for very special friends 


$10 for first one-year gift (Save $3.00") 


$8 for each additional one-year gift (Save $5.00*) 
Please send my gift to: 


Name o 


please prt) 


Address „ете 


Å сау — State Zip 


dE mer An eet 


O Send my gift card signed “from 


O Send unsigned gift card to me 


Please circle A or B below to indicate which card you want to 
announce your gift of PLAYBOY. 
A B 
(circle preference here) 
Please complete thc following: 
О Enter(or) [] renew my own sub: 
E] enclosed. [] Bill meafter January 1 
[] Chargeto my Playboy Club credit Key no. 


Total subscriptions ordered: _ 
(Enter additional subscriptions on separate sheet.) 


My Name 


(please print) 
Address 


City 


Zip 


7100 | 
Gift Card B. 
Playboy Building. 919 North Michigan Ave.. Chi 


i 
| 
| 
1 
| 
1 
{ 
i 
i 
i 
i 
i 


go. Illinois 8061 1j 


PLAYBOY 
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Canada atits best is a holiday wonderland. 
With Christmas trees by the millions. With 
reindeer. With enough snow for a hundred 
holiday seasons. And with all the good 
cheer that comes to you by way of Canadian 
Mist. This smooth, mellow, light Canadian 

is the perfect gift, to give or to get. Canadian 
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director Jel! Young (a 28-yearold alum- 
nus of New York University's Institute of 
Film and Television), producer. Robert 
M. Rosenthal and scenarist Robert Schlitt 
as yet lack the perspective to make a 
minor theme loom large. 


Sacco end Venzetti, the immigrant [al 
iam anarchists who were arrested for 
yobbery and murder im May 1920 and 
executed in the summer of 1927, became 
two of the most famous working-class 
tyrs in American history. Strange 
а film about them should be made 
by an Italian rather than an American 
but director Giuliano Mouttldo does a 
dogged, workmanlike job of re-creating 
events before, during and after the noto- 
vious trial that made a mockery of Mas- 
sachuseits justice. The prisoners, played 
forcefully by Italy's Riccardo Cucciolla 
and Gian Maria Volonte. were accused of 
being anarchists and 
characters" as part of а then-popular 
campaign by the US. Attorney. Gener- 
al's office 10 rid the nation of lalian 
Reds and other undesirables. It is a 
powerful sory of political 
ind. if fine acting and high purpose 
were enough, Sacco and. Vanzetti would 


foreigners, “low 


repression 


be quite a movie. Unhappily. the drama- 
tization sanis ceríain aspects of the case 
and oversimplifies others. predictably la 
md bad. 
seacely hinting at a profeunder truth 


beling good guys uys but 


that might h nsformed. mere histo 
ту into tragic 
that facti 
ed Sacco and Vanzetti dead in order to 


prove a point. 


et 
atthe dark suspicion 
of both left and right want- 


Believe in Me was inspired by a 
York m 
village 
mines In 


gazine article about som 
kids freaking out on amphets- 
the slick scenario һу of- 
Broadway playwright Isracl Horovitz 
directed by Start Hagmann (the team 
responsible Гог The State- 
ment), the young Try have been replaced 
by Michael Sarrazin and Jacqueline. Bis 
set, an offscreen romantic duo and two of 
Hollywood's top Beautiful. People, Mi- 
chael plays a bright young intern whose 
promising career in medicine is spoiled 
when he starts popping amphetamines to 
dull the anguish moused in him by in 
curably sick children and helpless old 
folks. Jacqueline. plays a beautiful editor 
of children's books who moves in with 
him and finds the would-be doctor oddly 
about destroying her life with 
drugs. Parts of Believe im Me are photo. 
graphed in the gauzy style usually asso 
ciated with shampoo commercials, while 
the rest resembles a limousine nip to 
Needle Park. We didn’t believe a word 
of it, maybe because Horovitz blah dia 
log provides insurmountable handicaps 
both for Sarrazin, as the dopedealing 


Strawberry 


casual 


BSR (USA) LTD. 
BLAUVELT, N.Y. 10913 


Ifyou like the photo in this 
ad, you'll like it even more as 
a poster. It comes in full 
color, 22" x 29", and only 
costs $1.00. It also makes a 
lovely gift. 


О Send. 
Tenclose $ 


С Check here if you want our 
free catalog of turntables 
and stereo systems. 


aaa 


— posters. 


be Du food of love, 
play on. 


DD — —— 
Address. 


йй —— 
Лаке Др. 
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McDDNALD 


Our 610/X Total Turntable takes the guess work out of 
buying an automatic turntable. If you don't know which 
cartridge is matched best to the 610/X. don't worry. We 
know. We install а Shure N-93E elliptical magnetic cartridge 
and precision balance the tone arm. We also include a 
Decor-matic power base and our deluxe tinted dust cover. 

АП this plus а synchronous motor, viscous cue, dual-range 
antiskate, and more. And all for the price of our competitor's 
turntable which doesn’t include the $39.95 cartridge, 

$15 base or $7.50 dust cover. BSR McDonald 610/X 


Give the lighter that 
works like lightning. 


Gift of a lifetim 
the revolutionary Maruman. 
No flint, no wick, no battery. 


replace 
Ten handsome designs and finishes. From $15 for chrome to $27.50 for 
fine gold plate. 


Maruma 


Distributed by Consolidated Cigar Corp 
1 Gulf + Western Plaza, New York, N.Y. 10023. 
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If you 


avoid unnatural 


contaminants in your food, 
laundry and lifestyle, 
why notin your music? 


You're constantly being told to eat or- 
ganically grown vegetables, drink bottled 
spring water and wash your clothes in biode- 
gradable detergents. 

Yet you seldom hear anyone talk about 
avoiding contaminated music. 

It’s ironic, since to some people, at least, 
music is as important as eating or breathing. 

And these are often the same people 
who do most of their listening through that 
tinny distortion machine, the transistor ra- 
dio. Or they spend hours glued to one of 
those $99.95 “hi-fi” sets. 

Perhaps they aren't aware that contam- 
inated music can grievously affect their 
musical perspective. 

We doubt, in fact, that a person who has 
grown up with the phoney bass and shrill 
treble of a 3-inch speaker would even rec- 


ognize the true sound of a cello or an oboe. 
And don't think that classical music is the 
only kind that suffers. A steady diet of can- 
ned string bass and garbled lead singers can 
also warp your judgment of the real thing. 

You could end up preferring canned 
sounds to the fresh, natural sounds that 
people and instruments actually make. 

AtFisher, we think that would be a pity. 
Because natural sound is what we live for. 

We make virtually every kind of stereo 
equipment — components, compacts, con- 
soles — all of them designed to reproduce 
music as it really is. 

In our most expensive equipment, we 
like to think we come extremely close to the 
pure sound of live music. In our less expen- 
sive equipment, we still come awfully close. 
We guarantee that if you grow up with 
Fisher equipment, no matter what the price 
category, you'll have a genuine appreciation 
for uncontaminated sound. 

Of course, if you’re a fanatical purist 
(and we're not saying that's bad), you'll only 
be satisfied with the one thing that sounds 
purer than Fisher stereo. 

Real, live music. 


Fisher 7 


J 
We invented high fidelity. 


For more information, scc history-making offer on right. 
> 


doctor, and for Jacqueline. 
whose radiance defeats the make-up de- 
partments most strenuous efforts 10 make 
her look ravaged and forlorn 

Tho Steagle, Richard. Benjamin plays 
the same snide, basically unattractive bas. 
uod he porrayed in Diary of a Mad 
Housewife and The Marriage of а Young 
Siockbroker. This time out, he is a liberal 
college. professor, married (о 
Пелети) and so sensitive to 
shaking current events that he comcs un- 
glued during the Cuban. Missile € 
October 1962, Fe asons never too clt 
in the scenario, based on Irvim Fausts 
ovel (the Steagles were a football t 
but never mind), the hero's apocalyptic 
daydreams jer propel him to Chicago. Las 
Vegas and Hollywood. where he more or 
less fulfills his far 
When the goddamn 
ns withdraw fom Cuba, 
aracter could be called nothing else) 
recovers from his. psychological bender 
nd returns tamely to Westchester. А 
Ш solution, yet somehow appropriate, 
since Harold's hang-ups are pretty unir 
in the first place. 


Rus 
Harold (this 


no tomorrow. 


Since he is moviedoi 
at the box office, CI 
cast himself as the st 


s reigning king 
t Eastwood wisely 
ar of Play Misty for 


Me, which also marks his debut as a 
director. Behind the megaphon 
wood cannot resist shots of moon kissed 


ad al the 
fledgling director is 


shores, sumsswept. hilltops 
other temptations 
ipt 10 encounter on Calilornir's super- 
scenic Monterey Per In front. of 
Clint acts. characteristically 
sure of himself as а cool deejay 
»plicates his life by going to bed 
with one of his fans. a psychotic sexpor 
(played with murderous conviction by 
Jowicr Walter) whose favorite song is 
vowknowahat Blonde Donna Mills 
plays the girl Eastwood would like to 
keep. providing she survives her rival's 
homicidal tendencies. Play Misty’s cli 
max Comes at ап isolated beach house in 
the middle of the night and works ou 

according to an oft-tested formula, but 


пузи а, 


the camera. 


horny 


who c 


ly spexk ing. Clint manages the 

н pretty well. 
Мишәр sentimens are expressed 
without showbiz ruzledazrle but with 


potent force and conviction in Murder-Ge- 
Round. Suppressed hy French authorities 
umil several episodes dealing with police 
Deut scissored ot 
director Yves Boisset’s original, uncut ex- 
port version poses touchy questions about 
what happens to men who make a career 
mit violence with violence. In 
ound, ihe only good cop is 
m idealist, (Bernard Fresson) whose 
dreamy of an enlightened society arc 
stopped by а Ке bullet when he 


cow) 


of sampir 
Murider-Go: 


stumbles onto а gangland assassination 
Subscquenidy, while mobsters and. lovers 
(John Garko, Yank actor abroad, and 
ncoise Fabian, the piquant hostess of 
ht at Маша) fight it out on the 
side of the kaw, а ruthless police 
inspector. (Michel Bouquet) avenges the 
officer's death by fair means and 
foul, He pummels suspects, compromises 
high police officials who are more cor 
rupt tham he is and commits two cold 
blooded murders in ihe name of justice. 
Being a cop ix so much merde, an “ex: 

according 


to the 


tes waste.” The 
ances of performance and pacing that 
а бге тале crime thriller are absent 
but the movie's intelligent des 
ious 


mi 


here. 
comes through as deadly s 
unnervingly real. 


director 
-old Peter 
Bogdanovich, à critic whose ad- 
ation lor such s Welles. 
ord and Hitchcock showed up in his 
promising first feature, Targets, filmed 
in 1968. His Litest film, The Lost Picture 
Show, amounts 10 a promise kept, and 
then some, Based on a novel by Lamy 
McMurtry rucful. period 
piece about the agony of growing up in 
а noacount during the 
rly Fifties. It’s all here, going steady 
эЧ heavy pete 1 small minded 
smalltown gossip. with nary а note of 
mood music on the sound track unless 
someone tunes in a radio or drops а 
coin in the jukebox 10 play, maybe 
Blue Velet. Call it The Graduate in 
jems, or Summer of 712 ten. summers 
later, but sadder and trucr by half. Ht is 
ako pure nostalgia. boldly filmed in 
black and white (remember black and 
white?) by Academy Award-winning cine- 
matographer Robert Surtees, а тап old 
enough to down Mem. 
ory Lane, In а cast. of splendid. actors. 
e Ellen Burstyn as the 
momma of the prettiest litle 


The important new America 


the movie is 


Texas town 


now his way 
the standouts 


art 


теле in town (blonde cover girl Cybill 
Shepherd, making an impressive debut): 
Jeff Bridges as her beau; and veteran 


cowboy actor Ben Jol B 
nificent as Sam the 
town’s café, pool hall 
акі a homely philosopher whose mod- 
ext dreams of glory have been stifled by 
the social climate, Nominally cist as the 
hero. a sensitive teenager who finds the 
only real comfort he may ever know in 
the bed of a middle-aged married Lady 
(Cloris Leachman, aguin), young “Timothy 
Bottoms tops his poignant. performane: 
in the leading role of Johnny Got His 


erely n 
ner of the 
1 picture show 


Lion. ow 


Gun. Fur tie and deeply 
compassionate Last Picture Show 
sums itself up when the local movie- 
house, superseded by IV sets, closes 


high fidelity, 
Ig , 
so we ки 
big stake in 
making people 
understand it. 


That's why 
were wil ing 
to pay you 
dollar to ече” 
our Bose 


Here's all you do: 

1. Clip and fill out the coupon below. 

2. Call the telephone number in the 
coupon to find your nearest participating 
Fisher dealer. (We'll pay for the call.) 

3. Go to this dealer's store and present. 
the coupon. 

You'll receive a free copy of the new 
1972 edition of “The Fisher Handbook," 
you may have a demonstration of Fisher 
‘stereo equipment—and you'll be handed a 
crisp new dollar bill. 

That's all. 

No strings. No catch. No obligations. 


Fisher% 
We invented high fidelity. 


When properly filled our and presented by anyone 
over the age af 18 to а participating Fisher dealer, 
on w be exchanged for a copy of the new 

Fisher Handbook pls the carn 

This offer ig available strictly 
пейт, basis through participating. indepen- 
het dealers. who may discontinue the offer 
c Coupon is void where taxed, reuricied or 
‘by law, Offer expires De 1971 


ember M, 


State 


Ciy == Zip 


For the name of your nearest participating 
ler. call (800) 631-1971 toll free. 
v Jersey. call (800) 962-2803. 


z 

à 

| 
TIC CIE all 


—---—--—-----2Z724 


Bonus! Worth $29.95! The bearer of the 

above coupon will receive а free Fisher HP-70 stereo 

headphone set (normally $29.95) with any purchase 
of Fisher equipment from $250.00 up. 
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RUSH JAY WARD $14.95 AND 
JAY WARD WILL RUSH YOU 


PLAYBOY 


THE BULLWINKLE WATCH! 


Or any one of the other 17 jewel, water and shock resistant 
watches shewn Belew! 
FREE! Order two watches and get a free framed color 
scone fom one af Jay Ware's Animated TV Cartoon! 


Handsome, antique tan leatherette 
binder. Holds (and protects) six 
PLAYBOY magazines. PLAYBOY 
and Rabbit emblem stamped in 
gold leaf. Single binder, MM198, 
$3.95; зе! (2), MM199, $7.50. 
Please order by product number 
and add 50¢ per item for handling. 


Shall we send a gi 
card in your name? No 
€.0.D orders; please send 
check or money order 
to: Playboy Products, 
Dept. MY 19801, 
Playboy Building, 

919 М. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago, Illinois 60811: 
Playboy Club credit 
koybolders may charge. 


with a showing of Howard Hawks 
Western classic Red Rrver—the pioneer 
American myth restated for a депе 
of nonbe 


MUSIC 


The Big Five are still the Big Five, no 
matter how you choose to rank them 
Boston. Cleveland. New York. Chicago 
nd Philadelphia boast the finest orches- 
mas in the United States today, But be 
them have experienced 
recent changes of one sort or another, we 
can expect musical changes. too. The 
Boston Symphony is still a magnificent 
astitution, but its music director, William. 
Steinberg, is a most lireral-minded. con- 
ductor. sometimes plodding. sometimes 
pedantic, His young associate. Michael 
Tilson Thomas. is none of these things, 
and his recordings and concens with the 
О. have been startling. Thomas has 
e and precision. power and assurance 
far beyond his 27 years. He seems also 10 
have identified himself with Ives, De- 
а other сапу modernists in а 
the orchest out of the 
Mozart repertoire that 
chokes the entire classicibmusic scene 
The Boston hasn't sounded so good 
since the days of Koussevitzky. Since the 


cause most of 


bussy 
de 


Beethoven-Bral 


death ol George Szell last year. the Cleve 
tmd Orchest been beating the 
bushes for a new leader. Szell's great ac 


to mold his orchestra 
stru 


complishment 


ино an inc 


mparably responsive 
ment, so flexible that anv conductor could 
get superb resulis. This. of course, took 
years as well as an intense concentration 
of amiable twanny and classical tech- 
nique, In his oneseason role as musi 
advisor for the New York Philharmonic, 
Szell also gave that orchestra some direc 
tion and stability, bur the Philharmonic’s 
virtuoso musicians play brilliantly or stri- 
dently, depending on who's in charge 
The probing formalism and intellectual 
rigor of Pierre Boulez, who has succeeded 
conductor laureate Leonard Bernstein as 
head of the Philharmonic. should give 
the orchestra the sense of equilibrium 
and purpose it needs. If New Yorker 


о 


a wand the heavy doses of pos 
Webern contemporary music of which 
Boulez is fond, his appointment could be 


а notable happening. In Chicago, where 
Georg Solti is firmly enthroned and Carlo 


Maria Giulini is principal guest conduc 
tor, audiences have been responding 
warmly to performances. very different 


from the neat objectivity of Boulez, Solti 
stresses sweep, passion and texture, and 
the acoustically restored Orchest Hall 
has not reverberated to such joyful noises 
since the time of Reiner, In Philadelphia 
Eugene Ormandy, 
DD 
hesir 


ently indestructi 


that must be the most рор 
not the greatest, in the world, The PI 


delphia has a uniquely gorgeous sound 
—big and rich, yet precise. lis leader, 
who hay often been Ганса for a lack of 
musical assertiveness, continues ко make 
listenable music for everyone. On the 
heels of the Big Five, there are other con- 
tenders in the symphonic sweepstakes. De 
spite its somewhat obscure status and the 
ustical problems of its mew St. Paul 
auditorium, the Minnesota Orchestra, led 


by Staniskiw Skrowaczewski. is an out 
standing. established. ensemble; On 
the West Се two celebrated, if ecce! 
піс, you luctors are making the 
marks. Indian-born Zubin Mehta, lead- 
the Los Angeles Philharmonic, wavels 
constantly, likes to insult the New York 


Philharmonic and. 
got his orchestra involved in a horren 
dous rock concert. Manchurian-bor 
Orawa. somewhat more serious about his 
iban Mehi leads the San 
Francisco Symphony. He, too, t 
lot and, because of his cleciric way with a 
score, may he onc of the wo or three best 
conductors in the world. A question to 
muse upon: With the exception of 
Michael Tihon Thomas. where arc to- 
morrow s American conductors? 


couple of years a 


Seiji 


music now 


wels a 


RECORDINGS 
Ike «X Tina Turner have been 
making it big lor several years. But 
umil Wher You Hear Is Whar You Ger 


(United Artists), two discs of a Carnegie 
Hall concert, some of the supercha 
vitality of their live perlormances has 
always seemed missing. Turner fa 
rejoice as Tina demonstrates how 
to turn on an audience. Her standards, 
Ooh Poo Pah Doo, Proud Mary nd 
Otis Redding's Respect, are. particularly 
instructive. Our only reservation is that 
Tina's frantic pace and. pitch may wear 
a bit thin after a time: What works in 
concert. doesn't ways work on vinyl. 
Anyhow, the high pomt of the proceed- 

s is reached in Рос Been Loving You 
her marvelous recitative duet 
with Ike, replete with org 
slurping noises and some standout sexual 
comedy. 


ed 


may 
now 


wo Long. 


stic groans, 


Having failed to solve the enigma of 


why her Columbia album is titled Bor- 
bra Jean Stroisend 


n the front cover and. 
Barbara Joan Sireiand on the back, 
we'll have to be content with comment 
ing on the sound within. Miss Streisand 
having discovered a winning lormula on 
Stoney End, continues her. exploration 


of the current musical modes, There's a 
mio of songs by Carole King (Where 
You Lead, Beautiful and. You've Got a 


Friend), a pair by John Lennon. (Love 
and Mother) and a Bacharach-David med 
ley (One Less Bell to and A 


Answer 


Seagram's VO. ь 
For people who really know how to live. 


They seem to do everything. And they do it right. Even when 
it comes to having a drink. It has to be Seagram's V.O. Very special. 
Very Canadian. Very right. Known by the company it keeps. 


Seagram's 
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by 


GOES PERMANENT PRESS 


65% 


35% consen. 

to give you 
that trim 

athletic look 

EL 


REGISTERED 
TRADEMARK 


POLYESTER 


‘TORSO T-SHIRT 


SHORTI-SHORT™ 


Also BE-KEEN™ BIKINI 


at your favorite store, or write 
ROBERT REIS & CO., 350 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 10001 


key 
` chain 


=, 


Protect your keys with Playboy's sil- 
very rhodium key chain. Perfect gift 
for your favorite playmate, too. 
JY10501, $3.50. Please use order 
number and add 50¢ for handling. 


Shall we send a gift card In your name? 
No C.O.D. orders; please send check or 
money order to: Playboy Products, Playboy 
Building. 919 N. Michigan Ave.. Chicago, 
Minois 60611. Playboy Club credit key- 
holders may charge. 


House Is Not a Home), among others, 
rangements are generally firstrate. 
is the accompaniment. We'll have 10 
ke exception to the handling of Since 


1 Fell for You, which scems one step 
Ч into the strident Sticissuud 
bag. you can’t win "em all, and 


wouldn't it be dull if you did 

Pete Townshend and The. Who have 
put together a superb album. Who's Next 
(Deca), notable for three reasons, First. 


various kinds of synthesized sound a 

used interesti ally, even struc 
turally in that most rock bands 
couldn't begin to achieve. Listen te the 


ansvnthesizer’s role 
the tasteful bac 
changes in Song Is Over. Second, Town- 
shend has learned i te lyrics and 
music. Behind Blue Eyes. for instauc 
operatic but. without the 
olten marred Tommy. 
Canship of John Ent 
and Keith Moc 
recording 


in Baba O Riley 
ounds and key 


excesses th 
Finally, the musi- 
istle, Roger Daltrey 
is exemplary, amd the 
is perlectic 


Bob Thiele’s Flying Dutch 
is à constant source of plea 
not the le: 

Basie and 


is Orchestra Arranged and Con- 
ducted by Oliver Nelson. The presence 
of Nelson is the clue that all will be 
hand world of Basie & Co. 


In addition to rhe title w d four 
others by Oliver, there are numbers by 
the due Albert Asle roih Sanders 


The stellar performer 
of the session is Hatist Hubert Laws, who 


unmero uno ow his 


led— 
Nels 


Buddy 
Hobo Flats. 


Lucas” harmonica on 


With Hubert 
(CTI). ilie n 


Here he's occupied with Ravels Рагине 
Stravinsky's Rite of Spring and. Bach's 
Brandenburg No. 3. L 

I with respect 
group with him 
charts by Don Sebesky. Th 
int in 


Concerta 


work oll 
s been re- 
y а фали 
of the casio: rather, an atempt 
has been made to meld as subtly as pos 
le the iwo worlds and Laws is the 
feet instrument to accomplish tha 
Ming. 


avoi 


The vast ter 
radi 


a incognita of Handelian 
opera is g lly being opened up o 
records, Among the recent rediscoy 
is Ariedante (RCA), which Handel com 
posed for the newly built Covent € 
den theater in 1731. Ш his oper 
the plot is no great shakes and the cast 


s 


As it 


ally androgynous, two male parts 
being allotted to female singers, But the 
music makes up for any shortcomings in 


the стн, I's enough just to Tuvuriate 
in the tide of H 
This made-in-Vienma recording fcatu 
mezzo Sofia Stefan as the lovelorn 
Ariodante and is knowledgeably, if rath 
er tepidly, conducted by Stephen Simon 


The tast days of the Fillmore East аге 
coming to be documented in а ser 
records (har bear wimess qe 
other things, Bill Graham's ability 
provide the finest live rock music in 
America. The best of the bunch so far is 
The Allman Brothers Band at Fillmore East 
(Capricorn), two dises recorded in March 
that will sand you on your ear. No 
one plays better guitar today than Duane 
except maybe Dicky Berts. Their 
duets, as on Done Somebody Wrong and 
In Memory of Elizabeth Reed, ave bril- 
The capabilities of the rest of this 
via hand. undersored by is (wo 
drummers. seem endless, Although most 
of the cuis are long (You Dont Lave 
Me is 19 minutes of loping, driving, 
aried jam), the Allmans never run out 
of inventive steam. We're all in debt to 
Graham, and to Tom Dowd of At 
Таний Records, who produced it, for this 
onc. Proper and fastidious folk may feel 
по such indebtedness for The Mothers— 
Fillmore East, June 1971 (Bizarre Reprise): 
Dut then, they don't dig rock music any. 
ay Frank Zappa's boys were always a 
hit on the Fill 


se their 
наме spoke 10 every 
g groupies (What Kind 
of Girl Do You Think We Ave? 
and performers. (Happy Together) aud 
in fact, the entire rock sce One should 
пог be toa put off by the subtleties of 
such numbers as Bwana Dik or Latex 
Solar Beef, whose underchorus repe: 
“Talkin” "bout. your hem’ roids, baby" 10 
an insistent rhythm. The boys are just 
having a little fun. 


The qui 
Huicherson 
has over the yeas, produced. jazz of a 
remarkably uniform. high quality. 
Francisco (Blue Note) is no excepti 
With pianist Joe Sample (al Cr 
fame), ms and drum- 


ld Land. 


Son 


mer Mickey “Roker. Hutcherson and 
Land exchange а wealth of ideas as they 
weave quietly pervasive musical tapestries 


out of а half doren jazz originals. An LP 
for the listener who wants think alon 
with feel, 


The tithe of Ше MC»'s newest, High 
Time (Atlantio, has а double 
cance, Yes, ic to end i 


pollution an 
guest. 

time we got an album demonstrating the 
s of the MC5, as this one 
Sister Anne and Baby Won't Va 
the sti here, the 


true © 
docs. 
are 


ndouts donc in 


Frost 8/80 
Dry White 
Whisky: 


The color is white. The taste is dry The possibilities are endless. 


"You've never seen a whisky like this. Be- 
cause there’s never been one like it. 

It’s hard to make. But it’s easy to enjoy. 

And here’s why. 

The mellowing is done in carefully sea- 
soned oak barrels. 

And that’s just the beginning. It goes 
through 8 full steps on the way to terrific. 
And it's filtered 3 extra times through: 

Hard wood. Soft wood. 


And nutshell charcoals. 
The result is the first whisky that looks 
white, tastes dry, and mixes with just about 


Ginger ale. Soda. Cr you can drink it on the 
rocks. It's that good. 

Frost 8/80 is easy to enjoy. 

The color is white. 

The taste is dry. 

The possibilities endless. 


BROWN-FORMANS 


DRY WHITE 


WHISKY 


0 PROOF 


anything. Orange juice. Tomato juice. Tonic. 


: NOBODY'S EVER HAD TO GIVE YOU 
- S0 MANY DIFFERENT STEREO 
SYSTEMS TO CHOOSE FROM. 


WE HAD TO. 


Would you buy a stereo from 
someone you hadn't heard much 
about? Not many people would. 

And that's cur problem. 
Although we've got the best values in 


packaged component stereos you can 
find, notinany peuple have ever 
heard of us. 

Sowe had to dosomething 
about it. For one thing, we had to 
design the largest collection of stereo 
systems you're likely to find anywhere. 
And we had to engineer these systems 
chock-full of the finest components 
and circuitry we could put together 
for the money. 

We had to make ourselves 
sound better than all those other 
systems you have heard about. 

So you'd start hearing about us. 

Check over all these systems. 
We think you're going to find a stereo 
you like. But if you don't, we'll have to 
dosomethingabout that, too. 

1. Our complete home 
entertainment system, model 6661. 
AM/FMstereo radio, 4-speed BSR 


ear esta Prices Higher In Rocha, Rowe and Parti Rico. 


mini-turntable and pushbutton 
cassette tape recorder. Full sound 
air-suspension speakers. 199.95 

2. If you're into 8-track, it's 
mode! 1900. Pop-up 8-track playback 
unit, AM/FM stereo radioand BSR 
mini-turntable. 159.95 

3. This isan AM/FM stereo 
radio and phonograph with a lot of 
extra features: 4-piece flexibility, 
air-suspension speakers, slide 
controls, integrated circuitry, 
monaural muting switch, record 
cueing lever, field effect transistors, 
and more. Model 1312. 199.95 

4. A stereocassette tape 
deck. Playsand records through any 
amplifying system. Automatic tape 
shutoff. Pause control. Dual 
microphone and phono inputs. 
Model 7525. 89.95 

5. A 3-piece stereo 
phonograph. Slide controls. 
Headphone jack. BSR 4-speed 
turntable. Dust-cover included. 
Model 1101. Under 80.00 

6. Astereosystem for 99.95, 
model 1310. AM/FM stereo radio and 
4-speed BSR automatic mini-record 
changer. Solid-state circuitry, 
headphone jack. 99.95 

7. Model 1311 gives you two 
kinds of flexibility: a 4-piece design 
and swivel speakers. You can mount 
the BSR mini-changer over the 
AM/FM stereo tuner/ amplifier, or 
arrange the components all over your 
room. White, or walnut veneer. 149.95 

8. Model 1701 is an8-track 
playback unit for the home witha 
built-in AM/FM stereo radio. 
Pushbutton channel selector on the 
tape unit. Continuous range tone 
control. Separate balance control. 
119.95 

9. Our 299.95 complete 
home entertainment system gives you 
air-suspension speakers and 
automatic end-of-cassette shutoff. 


As wellas an AM/FM stereo tuner 
with slide controls, field effect 
transistors, AFC switch and black-out 
dial. A BSR automatic turntable with 
a4-pole induction motor, cueing lever 
and ceramic cartridge. And a cassette 
tape recorder with front-mounted 
recording meters anda cassette 
storage bin. Model 1981. 299.95 

10. An £-track cartridge 
tape recorder and playback unit, plus 
an AM/FM stereo radio. Make your 
own 8-track recordings off records or 
the built-in stereo radio. Model 1758. 
Just 229.95 

11. Beautiful looks and 
sounds: our 8-track tape player and 
AM/FM stereo radio. Pushbutton 
channel selector. Field effect 
transistors and integrated circuits in 
the tuner. Model 1702. 159.95 

12. Our best system, model 
1980. A deluxe homeentertainment 
center. Turntable. AM/FM stereo 
radio. And cassette tape recorder. 
Powerful amplifier. 14 tuning 
controls. Advanced circuitry. 
Magnetic cartridge in the tone arm. 
Air-suspension speakers. 399.95 

We stand behind every one of 
these systems with our traditional 
JCPenney service and concern for 
product quality. We also give you the 
option of our Time Payment Plan to 
fit the system you want into your 


- budget. 


We putall these things into our 
12systems because we had to. We 
had to make ourselves sound better. 

Which has to make ours the 
best sounding group of gift ideas for 
Christmas giving or getting. 

But don't just take our word 
for it. Stop in and hear just how much 
better we do sound. All of us. 

At JCPenney, the values are 
here every day. 


JCPenney 
STEREO SYSTEMS 


WHEN NOBODY'S EVER HEARD OF YOU, 


YOU'D BETTER SOUND BETTER. 


ws 
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Posed by professional models. гәп Sess Cloy, lan Sess Соогу, Cali. 


All the facts we're allowed to give regarding 
a certain wine tasting session in San Francisco. 


ays our lawyer.) 
Swiss Zinfandel 


("No names, no faces, or no ad 
Anyway. We snuck our Ita 
into a July mecting of the 
Wine Tasting Society. 
Eight experts 
Zinfandels for quality. 
Our wine, priced just above $1 and well below 
the five “premium” wines, should have bombed. 
It narrowly missed third place, scor- 
ind a $2.15 bottle of 
E prominent wine editor, M 
even rated us highest, over the favorite 
At the unmasking, everyone was 5 


see our label ("What's that doing here???”) and 
maybe a little eml cd. (“You're not going to 
use our names, are you?") 
T ly offended. 
ve showed some connoisseurs that. 
is as good as some of the premiums. 
robably the best value around. 
"Italian Swiss does make some very fine red 
indeed,” a Mr. — — . dared to comment. 
OK. So you don't know who said it. But at least 
you know we didn't pay him to say it. 
And that fact makes up fora lot of — s, right? 


sted and rated six "masked" 


Does a good wine have to cost a lot to get a little respect? 


03878 


Neil Diamond 
Gold 


ALHIRT 


. and start saving 
immediately with 


ANY 


©0100 
The best OF 


Select The Kind Of Music You Like Best... 


SELECTIONS 


in the category 
you choose for only 


99° 


You merely agree to accept 
as few as 6 more selections 
at regular Music Service 
prices in the year ahead, 


03671 


02318 


Toe esr - 
Eon 


03692 


12015 
iru | POETRY [MANTQVANIS 
ton ЖҮ ТА пу 
PHILADELPHIA юни 


Take your choice of top-hit 
Stereo 8 Tape Cartridges or 
Cassettes at top savings! 
Start Saving Now! Take any 6 tapes for only 
996 with short trial membership in the 
new RCA Music Service. Just indicate the 
Tape [oir ч or Cassettes you want on 
the coupon. (Sorry, no mixing) 
Free Magazine! Free Choice! Illustrated 
MEDLEY regularly brings you news of up to 
350 selections each issue and features а 
Selection of the Month in your favorite 
music category. Take only the tapes you 
want—no monthly purchase required. You 
merely agree to buy 6 more tapes within a 
ү Ын, Seren ices—usuall 
6.98. Choose from top labels like Rt 
АКМ, Reprise, Atlantic, Atco, Warner Bros. 
London, Parrot, De 
Automatic Shipments! 
of the Month, you need do nothing; it will 
be sent automatically. If you want other 
‘selections, or none at all, advise us on the 
card always provided and return it by tho 
date specified. 
Cancel whenever you wish after complet- 
ing your membership agreement by notify- 
ing us in writing. If you remain a member, 
you choose 1 tape FREE for every 2 you 
шу а! regular Service prices . . . a one- 
rd saving! (Small shipping-service charge 
is added to each order.) 
Free Charge Account! As a member in good 
starding you pay only after you receive 
your selections. 
Free 10-Day Trial! You must be delighted, 
ог return your 6 hits with no chligation. 


You've nothing to lose, 
тай he conn кезу. ROSE 


03316 
SEND NO MONEY — MAIL COUPON TODAY! ГЫ 


03802 


regular Service prices within a year, after which | may cancel my member 
1 understand 1 may refuse the automatic shipment oi each Main Selec- 
"der other selectior , by returning the dated card always 
provided: (Smelt shipping service charge added to each order} 


T want these and future selections in (check one only) 


SA C) CASSETTES 


Stereo B Tape 


C CARTRIDGES ~ 


RUSH ME THESE € SELECTIONS (Indicate by number): 


І 

І 

I 

1 

l 

І 

І 
|! 

! 

always free to choose from every category (check ent опу) l 
T Popular (instrumental/Vecal Moods) [I Classical С) Country & Western ] 
CI Today's Sound (Rock/Soul/Falk) CI Broadway-Hollywood-TV 1 
1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

П 

l 

a 


Bsst- 
L3 


Айїгезї..... 


(Please Print 


ПЁ 
[| 
! 
І 
І 
П 
| 
0 
f| tam most interested in the following type of music—but | understand 1 ат 
I 
I 
П 
І 
[| 
І 
П 
І 
I 
5 


Limited te new members: continental U.S.A. only; оле mente per апі. 
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RADIO SHALK) 


Save $70 today at any 
of our 1000 stores! 


Only the world’s largest audio dealer 
can give you 60 pounds of stereo (sce 
above) for less than $180. Allied 30- 


watt receiver and cabinet, Realistic 
speakers and changer with Shure 
magnetic cartr idge and base! Find us 


9 states, almost every town and 

у, in the Yellow pages. Or we'll ship 

anywhere in the USA for $15 extra 
s below). #34-5062PB. 


1 
Allied Radio Shack 


Ms tenor cosronanon сомеа 


2725 West 7th Street 
Fert Worth, Texas 76107 


* idth it 
Our 4!'A' Playboy Tie makes 
much of the new, wider "in" look. 
Rich Rabbit-patterned silk and 
polyester for that tied wide and 
handsome appeal. In 
knot-to-be-believed 
colors: navy, sil- 
ver, maroon, 
green, gold 
brown. 
WY1020 
$6.50. 
Pleasc order 
by product 
number 
and add 50€ 
for handling. 


Shall we sond а gift card in your name? 
ense sond check or money order to: 
boy Products, The Playboy Building, 

010 N. Michigan Ave.. Chicago, TII. 60611 

Playboy Club credit keyholders may 

charge to thnir Keys 


carly Sixties’ hard-rock style of great 
pounding chords and frenzied guitar 
lines, But there is a schizoid quality 
about many of the tunes (which fail to 
hang together) and том of the lyrics 
(which take an ambivalent view of prog- 
ress). Another group hang up in d 
fruitless search Tor the Heavy, but this 
one is redeemed by its powerhouse style. 


That їнїм John. McLaughlin 
has come up with а new name and a 
ful new LP, My Goals Beyond / 
Mahavishnu John Mdcughlin (Douglas 9). 
The that fills side 


wondi 


two parter one 
(Peace One and Peace Two) is a group 
efort, emploving wci fine sideme 
s percussionist Airto Moreira, bassist 
Charlie Haden. drummer Billy Cobham, 
reed mam Dave Liebman. and. violinist 
Jerry Goodman. Side (wo is for all 
iments imd purposes, strictly Ме 
Laughlin's: the tunes run from his own 


through those of Charles Mingus, Chick 
Corea and Miles Davis. and they oll 
enough kuitude for McLaughlin t dem 
onstrate an artistry that continues. to 


been made at re 
cording an integral edition of Haydn's 
1O0-odd. symphonies. but cach attempt 
has рекете belore reaching the 
finish line. Now a new series is under 
way that enlists the services of conductor 
Antal Dorui and the fed Philhar- 
mia Hungarica orchestra, Two fou 
LP volumes of The Complete Symphonies 
of Haydn (London) have appeared so far, 
d the omens are good that this time 
the project will be carried through to 
completion, The 16 symphonies record. 
ed to date (numbers 57-72) come Irom 

ydn's middle s when he func- 


Several starts have 


out Jon; 


yeu 


kling, melodious, witty, emi 
civilized—and Dorati performs it w 
admirable blend of fire and finesse. 

The Butterfield Blues Band sounds 
tight and competent ау ever оп Some- 
times | Just Feel Like Sm (Elektra), 
but. somethi is missir While Paul 
and company seem caught up in a 
rhythmand-blues shouting style, best 


Play On, 


handled 6 v 


lot el d what there 
com] п their recent 

This disc has its moments, but it often 

+ the very thing the Butter- 

field band hay so. far ged to avoid 

psendofunky, blackface 


blues, 


We domi know why, but the fact is 
that Dizzy. Gillespie's record. output has 
been exceedingly slim of late. Portrait of 
Jenny (Perception) should һе of some 


help in setting matters aright. The four 


tracks are all Gillespie originals, his 
backing consists of. pianist Mike Longo. 
guitarist George Davis, bassist Andrew 


Gonzalez and a trio of Larin percusion- 
ists, and Dizzy has never sounded better. 
We've always felt that what Gillespie was 
playing was the only possible combi 
tion of notes, that Dizzy knew exactly 
what he was doing all the time. Nothing 


has changed. Pick up on this r portrait 
of Dizzy 

VE the music business sometimes seems 
inbred, well. it is. and that isn’t neces 
sarily bad. The members of Jo Mama 


came out of James Taylors Flying Ma 
chine, dhe Fugs or Clear Light. (In. the 
case of Danny Kootch, it was all three.) 
Basie Charlie Lackey is ied to 
arole King, who sings and. provides one 
of the songs on Jo М 


^^ J ds for Jump 


(Atlantic). One “D. Комент" (Kootch, 
we presume) wrote the others and. they 
are fine—most of them, like Love ds 
Blind, highlighting the suo кон 


voice of Abigale Hanes. who sings with 
suggestions of Laura Nyro. This is easy 
ightweight rock, very well played, and 
Jo Матау lineage would seem to have 
nised a br 
since broken up. Sec transit gloria 
Маша. 


it future, Dur. the group 


Poor Stephen Stills, Afllicted with thc 
worldavcary angst of the highly paid 
traveling musician, cursed with a prying 


public searching out his soul secrets. 
embittered by the bigotry in the land 
he laments and rellects on these and 


other weighty ters on Stephen Stills 2 
(Mlantic. On the evidence presented 
©. Steve seems enamored not only of 
himself but of the most. commonplace 
liberal views and the most commonplace 
эъ. Aside from Change Part 
c or two straig 


d tunes 
such as Singin” Call, this recording offers 
Tittle wh: his first. undistin 
guished solo outing 


htorwa 


beyond 
€ us. 


Country Joe McDonald has done an 
albus scd on the World War One 
poems of Robert Service. War War War 
(Vanguard) contains ballads of «isille 
d homesickness. of the pow- 
cr of war to draw men, of profiteering 
L treachery and pea 
finely rendered by Joe, who wrote the 
. Alter Vietnam. it's hard to be 
ed by sentimental and 
tic poems as Service wrote. Yet 
Joe McDonald's artistry mi 
then) quite moving. Beyond our com 
ag revulsion to war, it may 


sionment i 


nt bravery—all 


melo. 


such 


mon, той 
be the ever-present nostaleia for a time 
sues wi 


when the 
the album work. 


[DUCK 


FERMENTED iN 


THE BOTTLE, 


err ie d I es 
LH Mabe parking 
“мем THE BO! 


AVI REALINE CORMAN, INC. HSTWONSDSPORT. SY 


There are Cold Ducks and there are Cold Ducks. So pour the great one. Tavlor. 

It's a blend of Taylor Champagne and Taylor Sparkling Burgundy, both naturally fermented 
in the bottle like all our fine champagnes. It may cost more than some other Cold Ducks. 
But you'll be glad vou didn't settle for less. 


Taste the difference Taylor makes 
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Doesnt his face deserve 
agilt? 


Give him a Remington® Lektro 
Blade® Shaver. 


Our newest slant-head design will 
make handling easier. 


The Hideaway trimmer will take 
good care of his sideburns, 


And the comiort controls will 
make his skin teel good. 


Better yet, the extra-sharp blades 
are replaceable, to keep his shaves 
clean 


Which is nice because the more 
close and comfortable his shaves 
are, the more comfortable you'll 
be when he's close. 


Give him the shaver 
more men give themselves. 


REMI МЕТО“ Furs by Mademoiselle Furs, N.Y., N.Y 


E^ 


+ 


part of their 
world than any oth ; kind. 


Tasi o r a agram's and Be 


THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


n I do about a girl who wants 
totally passive during love 
sexual rela 
ship with her for the рам two 
months, but now she bas decided. that 


she wants to experience sm with 
out tive participation whatsoever 
on her part. which she feels should be 
possible if I simulate her sufficiently 
(orally. ise). 1 have 
wied to discuss this with her patiently, 
bur she remains insistent; now Tm 


beginning to wonder if what she wants 
is possible. [s й?—5. B, Sacramento. 
Californ 

Anything's possible. But the real ques- 
tion is wani just to 
lie passively while you strive to bring her 
to climax. If she’s just enrions, or if she's 


hy your girl would 


trying to tell you something about her 
desire jor more satisfying foreplay ta 
possibility not to be overlooked). that's 
one thing. But if the lady is establishing 
a pattern and wants to be liberated 
from all responsibility jJor reciprocating 
your attentions and enthusiasm 

only wonder why you'd want to bother. 


During ihe holiday season. 1 hope to 
take a cruise to This will be 
my first one and Td like to do it right 
Can you tell me what my tips should 
amount to and to whom I should distrib 
ute them?—R. $., Boston, Massachusetts, 

On short cruises and extended sea voy- 
ages, your total tip should amount to 15 
percent of your fare. The customary 
of splitting it up is to give 40 percent to 
your room steward and/or stewardess 
and 40 percent to your dining steward. 
The wemaining 20 percent is spread 
among the deck steward, bath steward. 
pool attendant, 
forth, For drinks and anything that is 
billed to you separately, tip. 15 to 20 
percent—at the time of service. Fifty 
percent of the tips should be distributed 
approximately halfway throu 
е, or Lipa reasonable percentage at one- 
week intervals on an extended trip, so 
personnel hase a chance to spend some 
of their income during their own periods 
ashore. The ship's officers, of course, are 
never tipped. 2j still in doubt about the 
proper procedures, stop by the purser's 
ийсе probably have a list of what's 
expected. 


М wite nas 


akl enjoy sh 


" can 


ay 


дут attendant, and so 


h the voy- 


informed me 


our | 
cither 


1 find the 
2 been hap: 
ied for tem years, with a fine 
1 relationship, so this desire for ad- 


venture does not stem from boredom nor 
weakness in our marriage. 1 am. however, 
not certain D would enjoy making love 
with just a third person—I'm more ii 
clined to think another couple would be 
more satish 
seem to E 
third party join 
be appreci 

We don't have a ready-made opinion 
about group sex that fits cocryone. Or, 
put another way, our opinion is “dit 
ferent strokes for different folks.” As far 
as you're concerned, we think that if 
you have to ask someone else's advice 
about such а personal matier, you have 
а problem. In any case, if you are, in 
fact, convinced ihat а group grope is 
just what your marriage needs, why get 
hung up over the number of partners? 
Try a variety. 


= in ihe riis i was common 
for movie sars, for publicity purposes. 
10 insure their legs for millions of dol- 
lars. As a young swinger about town, 1 
wonder if it's possible to insure any other 
portion of the anatomy against disfigure 
ment ov possible loss of function, D also 
am curious about the сом.—Т. C, St. 
Louis, Missouri 

Yes, Ws possible to msure portions of 
the anatomy, but how much it costs de 
pends on the underwriters of the insur 
ance company. Lloyd's of London. for 
example, has insured the ears of a com- 
poser and the nose of a whiskey distiller 
And the members of a whiskers club in 
England recently insured their be 
against five and thejt for a premium. of 
SM each. Or isn’t this what you have in 
mind? 


als 


A teow weeks ago, my old lady quit me 
because 1 confessed that 1 smoke рос 
this after four years of going together. 1 
can understand her attitude to a cer 
extent, because her aunt was abandoned 
by a lazy husband who smoked grass and 
th 


my girl thinks I might turn out the 
same, despite the fact that Гуе been a 
head for as long as Гуе known her and 


she’s had mo complaints until now, I 
would like to prove to her that smoking 
grass had nothing to do with her uncle's 
also like 
races, Amy su 
, Lincoln, Nebraska. 

Is it the pot smoking that bothers her 
or the fact that you'i managed lo соп: 
ceal your habit from her [or so long—an 
indication that your relatio 
be so close as you му it is? There's plenty 
of evidence that pot does not cause lazi- 

Я goot book on the subject is Dr 


ship may not 


пем 


Get to where 
„зе lives 
ina hurry. 


Send heran 


Speed A Git 
by wine. 


Speec-A-Gift is any one of an 
exciting selection of lasting 
gifts filled with a bouquet of fresh 
flowers. 

You can send one almost 
anywhere through an FTD florist. 
All it takes is a call or visi 

And that could be all it takes. 

Pictured above is SC-15, Pitcher and Bot 
Real pottery, not porcelain. Richly designed 
to capture that old world charm, 


LYNCHBURG 
HARDWARE GENERAL STORE _] 


ыны їл 
Box 239-K, Lynchburg, Тегиз. 37352 
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Jack Daniel's Party Pack 


Next time you're planning on having some 
Tolks over, I've put a new litle package t0- 
ether you'll be sure to like. | сай it the Party 
аск because И has а bar towel, apron, Jack 
Daniel's statue sr sticks, napkins, maiches, 
pourers, jigpers, plastic glasses and bottle 
Кн. Rayne fr a pay uf 14. Teese 
bral ofthe items made by the Jack 
people. Send $9.50 and please add 
$100 far postage and handling. 


urn 


Send ша money order, 

Bank Americard o Master Charge, 

including all numbers and signatur: 

(Tennessee residents add 3% sales tax). 

For э catalog Iuli of old Tennessee items. 
send 25е to above address. 


Now that you've 
grown a moustache 


...make it the greatest! 


MAKE IT.. with Pinaud Moustache Wax, 
a must for styling, grooming and control- 

g moustaches, beards, sideburns and 
bushy eyebrows. Also great for color 
touch-ups, to cover gray and to blend in 
streaked or faded hair. it's greaseless, 
pleasantly scented and washes out easily. 
SPECIAL OFFER: Pinaud Moustache Wax 
plus a generous tube of Styling Gel Hair 
Groomer, for only $2.00 post paid. 


PINAUD 


902 Broadway, New York, М.Ү. 10010 
Send sets of Pinaud Moustache Wax 
and Styling Gel й $2.00 per set. NoC.O.D.'s 
Check shade(s:: Chestnut [] Brown Г] 
Natural (clear) O Blonde O Black C) 


Мате 


Address. 


State. Zp 
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Joel Fort’s “The Pleasure Seekers.” In 
апу case, your own demonstrated ability 
to smoke without impairment should be 
sufficient to convince your girlfriend of 
your ability to handle the stuff. It's prob- 
ably true, however, that some people use 
marijuana as an escape or a crutch, much 
as others use alcohol, cating or TV waleh- 
ing. If she has you pegged in this category, 
there isn't much you can do other than 
quit her or get off the pot. 


AY à distiller, 1 was somewhat shocked 
by your answer in the September Playboy 
Advisor. Lightness has nothing to do with 
where a Scotch is bottled nor with its 
proof, which is simply a matter of alco- 
holic content, It is the taste, not the 
coholic content nor proof, that derer- 
ness of whisky, J & B, Cutty 
| Walker Red and, of course, 
5 White Label are the 
the United 
d and are 


mines the li 
Sark, Johnni 
our own Dew 
four largest selling Scotches i 
States, are all bottled in Scotl; 


all more than 80 proof. We are proud 
kv consid- 


10 bring the cons 
cred to be light 
you have 


ed lightness. in 
у -Ebb Cooper, 

Vice-President, Schenley Im- 
ports Co., New York, New York. 

“The Playboy Advisor" stated that the 
difference between а light and a regular 
Scotch is primarily one of lavar. ds to 
how a Scolch is made light, we ате im- 
debied. for our information to the Na. 
tional. Association of Alcoholic Beverage 
Importers. 


Fin in the market for a new stereo re 
ceiver but have been conlused by the 
power ratings of the various models. Odd- 


ly enough, the less expensive sew seem to 
cost 


offer more power than those th: 
morc—which I know damn well 
be mue. What advice can you offer so 
Yl know what I'm doing when it comes 
to buying a seU—N. L. S; 
Гоги 

Ignore all claims to dynamic power, 
peak power, instantaneous power, ele— 
most of this hyperbole originates with 
the advertising agency and is veminis 
cent of the cigarelte slogan “IV's not how 
long you make it, it's how you make it 
lone.” There's only one significant figure 
to look for and that's RMS (root-mean 
square, a mathematical expression) pow- 
er per channel, the continuous power 
that the set puts out, not what it's ca 
pable of doing for a fraction of a second. 
There should also be the phrase added to 
the таїти: “both channels operating.” 
which és, after all, how you use the 
set—some firms measure опе channel 
at a time in hopes of coming up with 
а higher figure. RMS power is usually the 
lowest rating Ihat you'll see. It's also the 
most honest, which is why more expen- 
sive sels by repulable companies appear 
underpowered when compared with their 


ancisco, 


less expensive competitors. Take care in 
reading the spec shevts—and more power 
1o you! 


BAL work some rime ago. 1 mera cl 


ng young lidy who was lriendly but 
who soon let mc know she was m 
md that her hus! serving, 


аат. I'm not the sort to t 
exploit such a situation and o 


to 


. About two months а 
notified that her husband. had 
been killed in action. Since then, 
talked a Jot more. She's still rather upset 
and lonely and 1 don't necesse 


she w: 


we've 


an inv 
ship. 1 would, howeve 10 ask her 
out. 15 it лоо soon after her husband's 
death? 1 know I must be gentle and 
tactful, but just how should I go about it? 
—G. A., Pittsburgh. Pennsyh 
Religion, custom and personal atti 


Iudes vary in their dictates far a proper 
mourning period. For some people, a 
year's time may be minimal, while for 
others, such enforced solitude can be 
disastrous. We suggest you proceed swith 
appropriate sensttivity—but don't be 
overly cautious. Respect for her social 
needs can be as important as respect [or 
her personal tragedy. Ask her for a date 
but one without intimate overtones. She'll 
14 you know her feelings, and from there. 
you can play it by ear 


Tic recent proposal by the 
Administration that the country la 
a ten-year program to convert to the 
metric system makes me wonder just 
how complicated a system it is. 1 doubt 
that ГЇЇ ever hear “Third down, 
meters to go,” but, on the other hand. 1 
may someday be buying gasoline by the 
liter and potatoes by the kilo. Would you 
fill me in?—J. F., Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

You'll be pleased to know that the 
metric system will be simplicity ilsell. if 
and when the country adopis й. Is a 
decimal system of weights and measures. 
based on the meter, which is equal to 
39 inches, The kilometer, 1000 meters, 
is equivalent to 621 mile. At the other 
end of the scale is the centimeter, 
hundredih of a meter; it lakes 2.54 of 
them to make an inch, The centimeter 
is further subdivided into ten milli- 
meters. The kilogram is equal to 22 
pounds, while in liquid measure, the 
liter is equal to 1.1 quarts. The metri 
system, devised by French scientists and 
adopted. by France in 1799, is the sland- 
ard for science and industry throughout 
the world, with the United States the 
last major holdout; Great Britain, from 
whom we adopted our present syslen of 
weights and measures, began her ten-vear 
change-over six years ago. Incidentally, 
the meter, originally 1/10,000,000 the 
distance from the North Pole 1o the 


two 


one 


nywhere. | 


ike her to the beach. The mountains. 


A secluded forest. She's always ready, по 
matter what you want to do or where 
you want to go. 
This new Chieftain ii Is the biggest and 
most expensive* motor home Winnebago 
has ever made. A front tounge with swivel 
А dressing 
ы Ih and shower. 
_ Deep lush carpeting. Rich, textured 
upholstery. A big, wide-open galley. A 
| private rear bedroom with feather-soft 
| Sealy innerspring mattress. A service bar. 
She's 28-feet of luxury. Enough elegance" 3 
кен private hotel, motel, or bachelor ^ E 
С NÀ pad on wheels. 4 ds 2595 ы 
75 ж „ег“ 
Д 2, And such wheels. A custom-bulit Dodge K 
- J chassis, with 413 cubic-inch V-8 engine. | 
> Power brakes. Power steering. Automatic, 
2 fransmission. Stereo. Air. All the 1 
"that normally cost extra on other 
motor homes. 


The 1972 Winnebago Chieftain II. Drive 
her anywhere. Park her anywhere. She's 
ready for anything. 


Winnebago Industries, Inc 
P. O. Box 152 
Forest City, lowa 50436 


Hey, Winnebago! Please send tne name of my 
nearest dealer and complete information on all 
three lines and ten motor home models for 72 


1m interested in | ) buying (. renting. 
Name m 


Address 


City State. zip. 


WINNEBAGO 


America's best selling motor home 


"Manufacturer's suggested retail price is $20.000—other models trom 56.795. F О В Forest City. Iowa. Excluding federal, state and local taxes. dealer 
preparation and transportation charges and optional equipment charges И applicable 
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Freeze-a-skier 


Not all 35mm reflex cameras let 
you move fast enough to catch the 
action. When you look away to 
adjust the camera, your skier is 
over the hill. So is your pictur 
With e Minolta SR-T 101, 

the exposure indicotorsare 
right there inside the 
viewfinder, бо уау can 
frame, facus, moke 

- youradjustments, 


When identifed by a faclory-sealed 


top, Minolta 35mm. refez cameras ore warran 
defects in workmanship and materials for tuo 


end (Schuss) get the shot, 

Minolta 35mm single lens reflex 
cameras stort ot about $220. The 
lta SR-T 101 (shawn) starts 

ound $265 with f/ 1.7 lens. 
erature, write Minolta Cor- 
n, 200 Park Ave. So., New 
York, N.Y, 10003. 


їп Canada 
Anglophoto 
Ltd., P.Q, 


Minolta 


by Minolta 
irom date of purchase, 


amera wili be eerelced at no charge provided it i hin 9 
aged and including 3: 


equator, has since been more rigorously 
defined as 1,650,763.73 wave lengths of 
the ovange-red light from the isotope 
krypton-86 measured in a vacuum. Got 
that? 


"Tic other night, 1 spent the better part 
of a fivedollar bill on what I imagine is 
onc of the longest. most expensive flicks 
the movie industry has ever turned out. 
Alb of which started me wonderin 
What is the record. for length and for 
сом of а mov -C. M, Piusbu 
Pennsyh 

The most expensive film ever made 
was the U.S. S. R's production of “War 
and Peace.” Total 4: $96,000,000, The 
lon 4 film was “The Human Condi- 
lion.” a Japanese-made film by Maski 
Kobayashi that runs eight. hours and 50 
minutes, beating Andy Warhol's “Sleep” 
(а man snoozing for cight hours) and 
"Empire Sime Building” (filmed. [rom 
nine к.м. to four A.M, with no shifts in 
camera position and no action. except 
for the lights’ going on and off). 


Bam a young, attractive: woman with 
sexual problems about which I have 

B a psychiatrist. Recently, he 
that therapy might proceed 
more rapidly if he were to join me on 
the couch, where we could confront my 
difficulties more directly than just by 
talking about them. 1 like him, have 
found bim helpful in the past and am 
mot opposed to the idea of a sexual 
relationship with him. but it bothers me 
when 1 think that his professed. profes 
sional concern might be simply a 
of a desire to satisfy his own 
1 needs. How сап I know if he's 
honest with me—and himsel— 
Chicago. Ilinois. 

This question was debated at a mecting 
of the Association Jor Humanistic: Psy- 
chology, during a discussion of sexual 
lationships between psychotherapists and 
their patients, As a test of his sincerity, 
you might ask him the question su, 
by a doctor in the audience: Would he 
be 
relationship with a male patient who 
really needed it—or а w 
old or ugly or [at or had only one breast"? 
И he can say yes—and you believe him 
then your decision is somewhat simplified. 


tion- 


ested 


willing to go into a homosexual 


man who 


as 


All reasonable questions—from fash 
ion, foal and drink, stereo and sporis cars 
fo dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette 
will be personally answered if the 
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Ilinois 60611 The 
most provocative, pertinent queries will 
be presented on these pages each month 


Maybe all people are created 
equal, But their heads aren't. 
Different people like different 
things. Different threads 
Diflerent pleasures. 

And different sounds. From 
Sly Stone to Beethoven. Miles 
Davis to Merle Haggard. 

So it's only natural that you're 
not going to want the same 
Tape recorder everyone else 
has. You're an individual. 

And that's where Ampex 
makes the difference 

We've got it all. Together re- 


cording equipment with more 
audio innovations. In reel-to- 
reel, cassette anc 8-1гаск 
machines. All designed to get 
that pure, Ampex Sound into 
your head. A sound as close 
lo professional quality es 
you'll ever experience. And 
we should know. Ampex is in 
90% of the world's protes- 
sional recording studios. 

Maybe your thing is having a 
complete home stereo sys- 
tem with AM/FM/FM Stereo 
tuner. if you're into compo- 
nents, we ve got the best line 
of tape decks in the business. 
Hit the road with our futuristic 
auto units. Trip with our por- 


table units. Our 4-channelsys- 
tem saturates you with sound 
from all tour Sides. And our 
new patented bi-directional 
head is the only cassette head 
anywhere that can erase. play 
and record a cassette in both 
directions. We could go on 
andon. And on. 

So stop in at your audio shop 
and experience our heavy 
sound. Our funky styling. In à 
iine so longit's far out. 

tll be a completely different 
experience 
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[Dont waste time with less powerful 
stylers, get Schick's Styling Dryer] 
= 


ScHicK 


This guy starts with a lot of wet 
hair. So do you, probably. 


Now, if you have a low-power 
styler, what happens? 

If you're in a hurry, your hair 
won't be dry enough to get the 
natural look you want. 

And, even if you have the time, 
using a styler that just drags along 
is pretty ridiculous. 

But, with the extra powerful 
Schick Styling Dryer, you have no 
problem 


What's more, the extra power 
combines with the brushing—to 
give your hair a fuller, more natural 
lock. Soft. But with real body. 

The guy here has it. And he got 
itfast, even with his longer hair. 


New Control Spr: 
doesn't stiffen hair. 
Don't ruin the whole natural 
thing with a still spray. 
Get Schick's new Dry Styler. 
It has protein. Protein is 
the real key here. It helps 
give you that good con- 
Í trol, without giving you that 
| stiff, strawhead look. 


THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


an interchange of ideas between reader and editor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


А CASE OF MANSLAUGHTER 

J was arrested and convicted on a 
charge of manslaughter in Florida һе 
had an abortion: Tam now out 
while my cue is being appealed 
Г could be imprisoned for up то 20 years 
for the crime of choosing not to bear a 
child because it was dangerous 10 mv 
health, we co айога it and for 
many other n Mter rrest, Т 
was held in jail for four days before I 
was able to make bail. I was then con- 
Victed after a trial lasting two days. To 


the best of my knowledge, 1 am the only 
woman in the state of Florida to be 
prosecuted for obtaining an abortion 
and certainly the only woman то be con- 
victed of manslaughter for that reason 
Shirley Wheelet 
Daytona Beach, Florida 
4 section of the Florida abortion stat 
ule declares that anyone who causes the 
death of a “quick child" (a fetus that 
has begun ta move) is guilty of man 
slunghicr. Not only is Shirley Wheel 
the only woman in Florida to be prose- 
cuted under this century-old law, she is 


one of the very few women ever prose- 
ented anywhere in the U. S. for obtain- 
ing an abortion, and the оту woman 
in American history ever found guilty 
of manslaughter for undergoing this 
operation. During this bizarre trial, the 
Florida supreme court noted Ihat the 
constitulionality of the state's abortion 
law—which permits this operation only 
to save the life of the mather—is open 
to serious question. Nevertheless, Shirley 
Whe: ed through humiliati 
couri proceedings in De Land, Florida. 
We are outraged al this act oj sadisti- 
cally vindictive moralisn and we have 
pledged Playboy Foundation assistance to 
Mrs. Wheeler for as long as her case is 
in the courts 


jer was ding 


PROTECTING HUMAN LIFE 

Your report on abortion, “The Abor 
tion Backlash” (The Playboy Forum, 
September), is full of tired old fallacies. 
You speak of “the anguish of millions 
of women and. 


the enormous prob 
1 pregnancies,” 
rey is by d 
ап unpleasant 
experience needn't hurt a woman psy 
chologically, | her attitude io 
ward it may, М is ane rhat pregna 
women can be injured when they ol 


tems created. by unwa 


Now, an unwanted: preg 


nition unpleasant, but 


unsafe condi- 
guihy of 


ille 
tio 


abortions under 
bur such women 


taking lives, while the unborn infants 
themselves are innocent 
You quote Florynce Kennedy: “Fhe 
legislature should get its hairy fist out of 
women's private matters" But q 
ol ethics ате the concern of all society. 
The moment ol conception is the be- 
ming of a developing human being, 
and human life musi be protected 
Dennis M. Sullivan 
Haworth, New Jersey 


estions. 


THE QUALITY OF LIFE 

Е ат presently a senior medical stu 
dent at The Abraham Lincoln School of 
Medicine. 1 chose medicine as a career 
because 1 wish to help raise the quality 
‘of American life, if only in a small way 
It is in this regard that 1 write this 
lener 

In the pediatric clinic at a Chicago 
medical center. it is not uncommon 10 
find preg rls under the age of 15. 
Several hundred such pregnancies. oc- 
curred kist year, I believe, as do 
of my colleagues, that such pregn 
should be i " girls should 
be allowed to return to grade school 
and not be left with the mental scars and 
race that ohen accompany 


social 


ent opinion about abort 
those confused, pregua 
ing an amtopsy on a w 
fiom a septic abortion doi 
ave (һап 


by herself 
«d my mind. Illinois H 
should. be changed i0 allow i 
for any woman who desires оп 
leave this decision up to the indiv 

1 cannot argue that a fetus is not 
living tissue, but to me. if is n 


a 


abortion laws аге 
ment for wom 
rather thia 


сан as à pu 
s sexual behav 
Jor the protection of fetal lile. 
William Agger 

Ouk Park, Ilinois 


NO ABORTION ISSUE 

Bravo to vt aynoy and its informative 
report “The Abortion Backlash.” While 
it may be true that liberalized abortion 
Jaws are under assault, it is also true that 
some 165.000 legal abortions were per 
formed in New York alone during the 


e 
a 
straw head!” 


SCHICK 


Dry 
Styler 


Thats why new 
Schick Dry Styler 


PLAYBOY 


78 


first. year of йз legalization of abortio 
Also, every New York hospital surveyed 
reported а sudden drop in criminal or 
incomplete abortions, New York h 
witnessed a similar drop in maternal mo 
tality, which is directly linked to resti 
tive laws that force women to submit 
fo Jess than. adequate е from the 
nearest la 
The ay 
may he 
is that women hi 
abortions as a me: 
reproductive lives 
х re 


indicues that there 
sue at all. The fact 
torically have sought 
is of controlling their 
nd will continue to do 
rdless of the prevailing legislative. 
or me osphere, The only choice 
the rest of society has concerns the con- 
ditions under which women will have 
their abortions. 

Good medical care for women seeking 
abortions has little t0 do with religion 
or morality. Proper and easily accessible 
care for those women secking 
abortions will, however. eliminate many 
premature deaths, much of the 
agony of women, decrease the orphaning 
of children and cripple those 
ns that profit fom the pi 
abortions. 


bortion 


ne Vadies 
College Prog 
PL 


m Director 

ved. Parenthood 
World Population 

New York, New York 


NEEDED: MORE UNWANTED KIDS 


I was started to hear on а news 
program tha а North Carolina adop 
tion agency has declared, “The number 


of ch ble for adoption in the 
state has decreased. amd legal abortions 
re to blame for this” The agency also 
The number of unwanted chil 

has dropped so low that only one 
f. of the people wanting to adopt chil 
dren will be accor 
How about it, North Carolina? Let's 
hen up those abortion laws. so that 
dren can 


Fred Mertz 
Jacksonville, North Carolina 


LICENSED REPRODUCTION 

When cancer cells multiply wildly, the 
host org; y, might nor 
а war against overpopulation be just as 
holy as the righttolile organizations’ 
holy war to protect the fetus? И we were 
to on licensing for reprodu 
then Ie ion ol abortion 
he a logical pa 
conceived from a perspective 
an the traditio: папару 
ethic. Potential parents should be gen 

nd sociologically screened. In 

on, the fetus should be genetically 
screened by ап елу analysis of the 
otic fluid. 
The fetus has a right to life pri 
if ic is wanted and is reasonably normal. 


ion, 
would 


of а reproductive ci 
broader 


FORUM NEWSFRONT 


a survey of events related to issues raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


THE PROUD AND THE PRUDISH 

MALDON, ENGLAND—The mothers of 
Maldon ате in a snit because the winner 
of their local baby beauty contest turned 
out to be illegitimate. When they learned 
the “bonniest baby in town” was the 
child of a happily unmarried woman, 
several demanded that the mother re- 
turn the trophy, but she replied, “I'm not 
handing it back and that’s it. I'm proud 
of my baby and plan to enter him again 
next year." The contest officials let the 
decision stand. One said, “We were run 
ning a baby show, nol judging people's 
morals.” 


THE DOCTOR IS OUT 

SALEM, OREGON—A Marion County 
health officer is quitting his job rather 
than administer two new state laws thar 
he beliew ill “result in social disorder 
and chaos" Que oj the laws permits 
persons 15 and over to obtain medical 
dIreatmeni without parental consent; the 
other authorizes health and welfare of 
ficers to oljer free family-planning and 
birth-control services to all low-income 
persons, including teenagers. The 45-year- 
old health officer said he would not be 
party to counseling young girls an hom 
10 avoid pregnancy and predicted a dia 
matic upsurge in teenage sexual activity. 


ANT TEACH 

En elementary school 
teacher has lost her bid for reinstate- 
ment by the state bourd of educatian after 
she had been fired for belonging to a 
mate-swnpping club. Elizabeth Pettit, 52, 
argued that her membership m a swingers 
club was a private matter unvelated to her 
teaching competence, but Judge Charles 
H. Church disagreed and dismissed her 
suit with the assertion that “the intimate 
and delicate relationship between teachers 
and students requires that teachers be 
held to standards of morality in their 
private lives thal may not be requived of 
others. 


LOS ANGI 


THE PRICE OF MARITAL BLISS 

Los ANGELES—A sociological study of 
208 тата, 
that religious fundamentalists with rigid, 
puritanical views on sex adjust 10 mar 
riage more easily than couples with 
more liberal sexual and religions beli 
The Reverend Allan С. Snider, in a 
doctoral dissertation accepted by the 
University of Southern California, found 
that the fundamentalists’ strict and literal 
interpretation of the Bible “leads to a 
firm assignment of voles in a marriage" 


s has convinced a minister 


By contrast, adjustment appears to be 
more difficult among liberal, equalitarian 
church populations in which “the hus- 
band-wife roles are less clearly defined 
and are changing.” 


FOOLING MOTHER NATURE 


Women seeking io enlarge their 
breasts by means of silicone mjectans 
have been warned by the American 
Metical Association. that the procedure 

Serions side effects have 
been reported, including the absorption 


of silicone material imio the blood 


is dangerous 


stream, which can carry it to the brain 


от lungs, as well as the development of 
“massive abscesses 
remo: 


necessitating surgical 
al of the breast.” 


ROTTEN TO THE CORPS 

SAX DIEGO—The Marine Corps has 
courtmartialed, convicted and sentenced 
to two years at hard. labor a decoraied 
Vietnam veteran for sexually abusing 
recruits while serving as а drill instrue- 
tor at a San Dirgo Marine training 
camp. The 22-year-old Marine sergeant 
pleaded. guilty to forcing recruits to en 
gage in mass sexual acts while shower- 
ing, to simulate intercourse in their beds 
and 10 perform other sexual maneuvers 
that the Corps found inconsistent with 
either military discipline or regular com- 
bat taming. 


CELIBACY RENOUNCED 

ROME—A world-wide survey conducted 
hy the Vaticun predicts that some 2009 
Roman Catholic priests will. abandon 
the priesthood during the next [ive years, 
chiefly over the issue of mandatory се 
bacy. The survey reported a steady vise 
їп the number leaving the priesthood 
and a sharp drop in the number of 
ordinations at а time when the world's 
Roman Catholic population is increasing. 


FLORIDA FETUS FIGHT 

Defenders of the fetus wem unusually 
active in the state of Florida. 

* In Tallahassee, three anti-abortion 
Physicians asked a Federal court 10 ap 
point them legal guavdians of the fens of 
а pregnant woman in order to protect the 
rights of the unborn. The woman and her 
husband, joined by two other couples and 
Iwo ministers, had sued to stop the state's 
atlorney from preventing abortion coun- 
seling under the state's 1868 abortion law, 
when the physicians intervened on behalf 
of the fetus, The thre 
fused guardianship by the court and the 
woman underwent a legal abortion in 
New York. The clergymen are testing the 


doctors were re 


constituionality of prosecutions under 
the 103-ycar-old law, which still prohibits 
not only abortions, but also abortion 
counseling and soliciting to obtain an 
abortion. 

+ The state abortion law has also been 
challenged by the publisher of the news- 
paper Cocoa Today after the paper's 
“Help” column printed information on 
obtaining legal abortions and the Brev- 
ard County attorney threatened to pros- 
есше. The publisher's suit contends that 
the law is vague, unreasonable and vio- 
lates freedom of speech and of the press. 

+ A young Daytona Beach woman has 
been convicted of manslaughter and faces 
a possible 20-year prison sentence for in- 
ducing the miscarriage of her 23-weck-old 
fetus. Legal experts believe this is the first 
tine in U.S. history that a woman has 
been found guilty of abortional homicide. 
(Sec letter entitled “A Case of Man- 
slaughter,” page 77.) 


TOPLESS BUST 

тик rivira— Young Frenchwomen are 
expected lo bare their bosoms in con. 
frontation with conservative officials 
along ihe. Riviera this summer. In. the 
past, the girls had been ordered to cover 
up by French riot police; however, they 
claim they have the right to doff their 
tops and cite the implicit blessing of a 
senior police officer, who reportedly de- 
clared: “This is not the Victorian age. 
Why shouldn't women have bare breasts 
on the beaches, if they practically have 
them already in the ballroom?” 


FLAG FLAP 

One of the more interesting incidents 
in the continuing controversy over the 
use and abuse of Old Glory involves а 
policeman in East Peoria, Hlinois, who 
has been suspended from duty for re- 
fusing to wear an Americanfiag patch 
on his uniform. Patrolman Woodrow 
Slocum appealed the suspension, arguing 
that a police officer must be a neutral 
member of society, that the flag present- 
ly has strong political connotations and 
that to wear it on his uniform would 
place him on one side of an ideological 
dis[wie, in violation of his own free- 
dom of speech. A judge rejected his 
appeal, saying that no constitution. re- 
quired Slocum to become a policeman 
and по law requires him to remain one, 


THIRTY YEARS FOR A JOINT 

NEW ORLEANS—A Federal court of ap- 
peals has denied a new hearing to a sec 
ond offender serving 30 years їп а Texas 
prison for possession of a single mari- 
Juana cigarette, In dismissing his claim 
that 30 years for one joint was uncon- 
stitutionally severe, the court ruled that 
“a sentence within the statutory limits 


set by a legislature is not to be consid- 
ered cruel or unusual.” 


FIFTH COMMANDMENT UPHELD 

SACRAMENTO, CALIFORNIA—A зше ap- 
pealscourt judge has dismissed charges 
of marijuana possession against a man 
who was turned in to the police by 
his 12-year-old son. The boy reportedly 
found pol in his father's dresser drawer 
and called the police, who then sent him 
back into the house to secure a sample. 
Using this, they obtained a search war 
rant, seized the marijuana and arrested 
32-year-old Charles Raymond, a state re- 
habilitation officer. The judge ruled the 
warrant was invalid and the evidence 
was obtained illegally. In his opinion 
he noted that the police violated the 
Fourth Amendment and the boy violated 
the Fifth Commandment—honor thy 
father and thy mother. 


IF THIS BE TREASON 

JACKSON, Mississirrt—Eleven black sep- 
aratists have been charged wilh treason 
under an 1818 law that carries the death 
penalty for commiting an act of war 
against the state of Mississippi. The trea- 
son charges, plus charges of murder and 
allempled murder, were filed against 
members of the Republic of New Africa 
айст а gun fight at the organization's 
headquarters resulted in the death of one 
policeman and the wounding of two other 
officers. 


TEENAGER DEATH ROW 
DEWITT, ARKANSAS—An Arkansas jury 
has found a 15-year-old boy guilty of first- 
degree murder and has sentenced him to 
death in the electric chair. The prosecu- 
tion did not contend that Joey Newton 
Kagebien actually fired the shotgun that 
killed a 27-year-old rice farmer, but Kage- 
bien was involved in the fight that ended 
in the shooting and, therefore, under 
state law, is equally responsible. The de- 
fense sought to establish that the fight 
followed the victims homosexual ad- 
vances toward Kagebien and three com- 
panions; they cited the fact that the 
victim's body was found clad only in 
cowboy boots, women’s panties and night- 
gown, and said they had witnesses, in- 
cluding a city marshal, who would testify 
to ihe victim’s homosexual inclinations, 
The judge refused to accept the defense 
witnesses. Que of the state's prosecutors 
explained to a Kansas City Ti 
porler how they decided the victim was 
not homosexual: “We talked io people 
who hunted and fished with him. Homos 
don't do much hunting and fishing, you 
ow. They're nol outdoor types. We 
watched movies of him walking . . . but 
hell, he didn’t walk like a homo. He was 
a Mason, a Shriner, a hard-working man 
and a father” The oiher boys charged 
with the murder are still awaiting trial. 


Many fetuses, had they the understand 
ing. might not even want to enter the 
world. They might consider being born 
an abrogation of their right to nonex- 
istence and, later, might even suc those 
who spewed them forth into a hostile 
environment without their consent. 
Emanuel M. Greenberg, M.D., 
President 
Birth of a Baby Founda 
New York, New York 
In а well-informed society in which 
contraceplion and abortion were avail- 
able to all, individual initiative could be 
trusted 10 take care of the population 
problem. We are firmly opposed to any 
scheme that would violate individual 
freedom by imposing contraception or 
abortion at the pleasure of the state. 


n, Inc. 


USEFUL INFORMATION 

We at Zero Popula Growth 
thought you would be interested t0 hear 
of the huge response we received after 
being listed the free abortion- 
referral services in The Playboy Forum 
report “The Abortion Backlash” We 
have had calls from as Га Honduras 
and near as around the corner, In- 
numerable people have told us that your 

eport was а godsend. 

We would like to suggest that PLAYBOY 
publish a special monthly list of phone 
numbers that might be important to 
some of your many readers. These might 
include sources of information on V. D., 
abortions, contraceptives, drugs and on 
many other problems. What a fantastic 
public service that would bel 
beth. Poons 

Zero Population Growth 
Abortion Referral Service 
New York, New York 

The Playboy Foundation is financing 
a Chicago seferraland-consultation serv- 
ice, which works with a coalition of 
youth-oriented service groups in this area. 
By dialing 929-5150, a person in the 
Greater Chicago area сап speak to a 
trained volunteer counselor and get help 
with a problem of any sort, including 
drug abuse, abortion, birth control, sui- 
cidal feelings, legal difficulties and the 
troubles of runaways. Parallcling this 
project, “The Playboy Forum” plans a 
regularly appearing subsection in the near 
future that will list phone numbers and 
addresses of organizations that can assist 
people with various kinds of questions. 


WOMEN DOCTORS 

In spite of the well-known shortage of 
doctors in this country, most medical 
schools remain hostile to female stu- 
dents, In a study performed by myself 
and some coll all the medical 
schools in the U.S. and Canada were 
polled, and replies were received from 
95 percent Many outstanding medical 
educators expressed disinterest or overt 
hostility to women in medicine; one 
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dean wrote bluntly, “I just don't like 
women—as people or doctors—they be- 
long at home cooking or cleaning. 
Another: "I have enough trouble unde 
standing my wife and daughtei—1. cer- 
tainly don't want such people as medical 
students.” These attitudes are typical of 
our culture, where only seven percent of 
all doctors are women (as contrasted with 
75 percent in Rusia, 30 percent in 
England and 26 percent in France). 

The rationalization for discriminating 
against women in medicine is usually 
that most of them get married and preg- 
nant, and cannot continue with their 
work. This is just not auc. I have 
worked with Dr. Alfred М. Freedman 
in developing a program for female 
medical students at New York Medical 
College, in which we made special prov 
sions for those who became pregnant 
during training. This was funded by the 
National Institute of Men 
and we now have uained 54 women 
doctors, with not a single dropout, These 
physician mothers have proved to be 
excellent, dedicated, intelligent and hard- 


working doctors: They often have been 


elected chief residents by their male 
counterparts. 
This is, P believe, a foreshadow of 


things to come, Existing prejudices ca 
not turn back the tide: Com 
common decency, fair play, 
liberation movement and the physician 
shortage all guarantee Ш 
schools are going 10 have to 
women. Ten years from пом 
nearly half of our doctors will be I 
Harold 1. Kaplan, M. D. 
Professor ol Psychiatry 
Flower and Filth Avenue Hospitals 
New York, New Yor 


t icdical 
dmit more 
1 predict, 
ale. 


WHAT'S IN A NAME? 

I sincerely and enthusiastically sup- 
port the efforts of Ms. Bella Abzug to 
eliminate the sexist and discriminatory 
titles Miss and Mrs. from the language 

When a man asks me if 1 am Miss or 
Mrs., he is, in effect, asking if the govern- 
s given me a license to | 
mtercourse and to bear d 
ally, what business is thi 
How would he like to go through life 
ied as bachelor or benedict, 
ted t 
ny people who 
black. nor gay nor poor actively support 
ttemprs to achieve justice for those who 
ided men (to w 
port а попі 
inatory tide for women and, more 
m, stop using the sexist titles 
themselves. 


Ms. Trudy Drucker 
Newark, New Jersey 

Ij you want to be addressed. as Mizz 
and referred to by an abbreviation—Ms, 
that, as jar as we can tell, doesn't 


stand for anything, feel free. But if 
you're really upset by sexism in titles, 
why not eliminate Mr. as well as Mrs. 
and Miss and refer to everyone as Hb. 
(human being) or Pn. (person)? Indeed, 
why not campaign to eliminate the sex- 
ism inherent in the obvious difference 
between masculine and feminine given 
names—and begin by changing yours to 
Ralph? 


SEX OBJECTS 

I am in disagreement with women's 
lib, since I feel that women should be 
ual objects. Unfortunately, the media 
have done a great deal to contribute to 
the notion that only a young, slender 
woman can be sexy. I believe sexiness c 
exist in all women, no matter what their 
age. Im in my early 30s and in good 
shape and I like to be considered attrac- 
tive and sexy. It was great blosoming 

мо a young woman. but why shouldn't 
I feel the same happiness about some of 


s, the knowledge: 
kles, the more assured. manner? 
If we would stop worshiping youth 
and start appreciating the mellow and 
mature woman, there would be a lot 
more happy people around. Young 
people, who now fear aging, would be 
ppier, too. 
Eike 
Wood! 


Schalfner 
nd Hills, С 


"aliforn 


THE NEW WOMAN 

Doubtless, few people 
thought to the fact that making love 
and making war have many common 
denominators, to wit: (1) Both require 
more than one person. (2) One person 
seeks to invade the ot sing that 
he cannot find е and creativity 
wi himself without efforts to in- 
volve himself with others peacefully or 
contentiously. (3) Both consume more 
energy and money than needed to 
their purpose. (4) Both begin 
with high hopes of achieving better lives 
for the people who initiate action. (5) 
Each side inflicts wounds on the other, 
some of th ible. (6) "The victor 
feels his gains are worth 
g over more than топи 
termiuenily, (7) People d 
though they rarely die in love, they fre- 
quenily sincerely wish that they would. 
(8) Both ри t a long, glori 
honored tradition, The devotion, 
tegrity, courage, generosity, self-ss 
honor, leduess of 
both the warrior ave been 
extolled in myths and. stories through- 
out history. (9) During the Liter part of 
the 20th Century, both images have suf- 
fered tarnishment, Many see the warrior 
as a homicidal robot and the lover as 
a sellcentered, hedonistic, promiscuous 
seeker of sex thrills. 

Weve hoped that an end to w 


gie much 


pea 


never 


id the lover 


would be found in our time, but it 
hasn't happened yet. Neither has amy 
formula bro 
if people aren't alienated when they 
begin to interact with cach other, they 
soon find some way to bring this aliena- 
tion about, Many people are now ех 
pressing the hope that the liberation of 
women will lead to more productive and 
creative love relationships, putting an 
end to the war between the sexes. 


ht peace to the love front; 


Women today say they wish to be- 
ted women, bur I think the 
w woman" calls to mind a 


come libe 


ler and more indlusivi e. It 
tes a woman to consider that she not 
only is striking a blow to frec herself 
from past handicaps but that she must 
enlarge. broaden and apply her expand- 
ed рое w directions, In 
formulating а new picture of themselves, 
women should not forget that men have 
always needed beauty. Hence. if wome 
wish to have a healthy effect on the 
world they inh nd if this world 
the 


then 


les men. 


all its forms. Few women today 
ig the most of their potenti 


are 
lities 
in this realm. If they undertook more in 


sence would arrest the 
pout them and they 
n a position to exercise their 
uence. Accompanying beauty. 
the cultivation of warmth. responsive 
nes and a sensitive concern for thc 
feelings of others adds to the value of a 
personality es any dealings and 
involvements with other people € 
requiring less thought and. expenditure 
of energy. Women who notice and care 
about others tend to cause things to 
happen. 

‘The attractive. dynamic and. valuable 
woman gives herself as fully as possible 
to whatever she is doing. Rather than 
ng afraid thar involvement will 
wound her in some way, she knows she 
ally make good use of involve 
ment. Yet, if it impinges painfully upon 
her. she can move away from it and 
enter a zone of safety without embarrass 
ment, She can be comfortable if ignored 
for a period of time. for she is sure she 
won't be ignored for long. since she 
knows she is needed by others. Every 
encounter is repeatedly telling her this 
and consequently v: ng her worth. 
The matre woman likes men, respects 
them. admires them and is not afraid of 
doing so ungrudgingly. Moreover, she 
does nor [ecl compelled to do so because 
of some dictum from some vague autho 
ity, past or present. She does it because 
es her feel more of a human 
to do so. She invites the expres 
sion of sell from other people: she has 
enough of self that she can be devoted 
to others and not fear that she is giving 
self away nd may be pe 
sonally impoverished. With this inner 
awareness, she cin entertain herself. for 


this » thei 
auention of those 
would be 
best 


so то spe 
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long periods of time because she knows 
she doesn't face a vast desert of pain- 
ful loneliness, but can summon interest- 
g people to her side or move to their 
sides. 

The new woman should be frce 
enough and full enough to lead others 
out of the obscure corners where every- 
body is prone to keep the greater part 
of himself. Most people resemble ice- 
bergs, particularly in the sense that they 
ne tenths of themselves hidde 
rdless of how much warmth or im- 

is directed toward them. So, the 
n her judg 
her 
capacity to comfort, the more she will 
carry others along with her to congen 
and creative experiences. Nor need she 
be yielding in nature. She never need re- 
linquish her right to give a constructiv 
orderly contour to the environmen 
inhabits. The new woman will ly 
become her best self when she takes a 
new look at the emotional necds that 
have existed in human beings around her 
throughout history. When she is equal 
to meeting those needs, her lover, her 
husband and her children will rise up 

d call her blessed. 

О. Spurgeon English. M.D. 
Narberth. Pennsylvania 
Dr. English was chairman of the psy- 
chiatry department at Temple Universi- 
ty Medical School for 26 years and still 
continues as а professor of psychiatry. 


pace 
more a woman is gentle 
ments and soothing and gracious 


prol 


THE RISKS OF ADULTERY 

The Texas courts confronted a rather 
knotty legal question in the following 
т Mr. A was having intercourse with 
Mrs. B, when the unfortunate appearance 
B with a gun in his hand led to 
the head. This 


n the widow of Mr. A 
collect his insurance, the 
pany ruled that his death was not acci- 
dental, on the ground that а man who 
seduces another man’s wife is taking un- 
necessary risks. The court of civil appeals 
pondered the question involved here 
and rendered the following judgment. 


14 seems to be the well-seuled Jaw 
death by gunshot, 


in this state т 
ог by any form of homicide, at the 
hands of а third person is deemed 
to be an "accident" cven though 
иһ was intended by the person 
the shooting. This rule, how- 
is not without exception. ТЕ 
prior to death, е 
х1 in some conduct toward his 
nt for which hc did know, 
оғ should have known, the assulaut 
would kill him by violent means, 
then the death is deemed not to be 
an "accident" . . . 

Other than the act of adultery, 
deceased did nothing, except 


u 


take а few steps toward his ass 
ant, to provoke the deadly assault. 
He made no threats or threatening 
gesture and his assailant admitted 
he could sce that he was unar 
... There is nothing in the crime 
of adultery, although a violation of 
the Law of the Lind and a great 
moral wrong, which in 
calculated до produce the di 
the adulterer. Under 
stances it may be the occasion of 
the death of the adulterer, but his 
death is not the natural and legiti- 
mate consequence of the adultery 
itself... . Ordinarily most hush: 
do not undertake to vindicate such 
wrongs by homicide but, rather, lay 
Their problem in the lap of the 
divorce courts. Therefore. we do not 
believe it сап be said dua the de- 
ceased should have reasonably an 
sated such violent consequence by 
his conduct. 


some circum- 


reast 


The widow collected. 
thheld by request) 
io, Texas 


THE SEXUAL REALITIES 

In the July Playboy Forum, George 
Brooks quoted Dr. Frederick Lemere as 
follows: “Fortunately for men, most 
women сап tike sex or leave it alone 
and are often glad to do the latter. 
Women have а mudi greater capaci- 
ty to adjust to the sexual realities of life 
than do men, and a man should пог 
quare а coman's needs with his own.” I 
should like to take this opportunity to 
state that Dr. Lemere is full of bull. 
Cultural conditioning is not the same as 
Tack of interest in sex. Most women have 
learned to lie. even to themselves, about 
sexual desires—because they have 
taught that it is not nice or femi- 
е 10 express sexual feelings. 

It may take many years for a woman 
10 overcome this miseducation, and when 
she docs, the poor male, led to. believe 
that she really doesn't have desires. as 
strong as his, fecls overwhe!med. If he is 
intelligent and understanding, he joyful- 
ly accepts this wonderful bonus to his 
pleasure; if not, he may feel threatened 
and even taper off his own sexual activ- 
пу. Actually, we X should 

п no way rob the male of his masculini- 
ty: rather, it should enhance his pride in 
himself, since he is able to give so much 
pleasure to his part 

(Name wi 
Chenoa, 1 


er. 


hield by request) 
inois 


DOING IT IN THE ROAD 

1 was going to berate The Playboy 
Forum (or publishing Harry Celine's 
leuer in the August issue without any 
critical comment, but 1 decided that the 
title you gave it. "Why Don't We Do It 
in the Road" is criticism enough. 

Celine is arguing that no amount of 


public nudity, open perfon 
sexual acts on the stage and the screen 
ams of pornographic writing lex 
no detail to the imagination, 
can take the joy out of scs 


He compares 
п golf and indicates that those who 
tice vigorously and constantly and 


Who are most promiscuous, public and 
obsessive will get the most out of 
"Truc, golf is played with balls, a long 
€ object and holes. At all other 
points, however, Celine's absurd logy 
breaks down. His problem seems to bc 
that he is confusing technique and 
prowess with the enjoyment of sex. He 
argues that the mass production of books 
has not made writers more jaded. Here 
he is confusing quantity with quality. 

Sex should not be approached with 
the compulsiveness of a golf pro nor the 
mechanical routine of a hack writer. 
Celine's observations of life must be 
exceedingly narrow and superficial if he 
is unaware that some human activities 
flourish best when pursued spontaneous 
ly and in private. 


Franklin J. C. Hiller 
Rocheste 


RELENTLESS 

Under the headline “MAN'S RELENTLESS 
prive,” the Chicago Daily News published 
а science article that said in part: 


Men up to age 85 have a sexual 
thought an average of every ten 
from ages 95 to 50, е 
5 minutes; and from 50 on, once 
an hour. 

Dr. Joseph В. Trainer, professor 
of medicine at the University of 
Oregon, cited these figures, com- 
piled by other researchers, to. sup- 
port his thesis that man, unlike 
other a mpclled toward 
sex almost continually. 

Sex lv thought of as an 
activi n bc turned on 
iner told the Il 
ate Medical Society 
studies have shown that, inst 


automatic, unconscious, repeti 


is ai 
ме activity. 


1 feel that if more people understood 
this, there would be less preaching of 
tanical and impossible sexual codes. 

M: 


HANG-UPS OF THE FREE 
New York, like most big ci 
has a large number of singles 
men and women who are, for the most 
part, affluent. young, attractive and un 
attached drop in with the idea of sirik 
ing up an acquaintance with others who 
may be suitable bed pa Anyone 
with these hangouts may 
m to bc lively energy centers 
spirits take adventurous 
€ of the new mores developed 


in which fi 
advanta 


Don't spend *1000 
until you hear 5760. 


For $1,000 you could put together one fine sound 
system. 

You'd wantto start with a really powerful 
solid-state stereo receiver. One with maybe 
200 watts of peak music power (for the 
“purist,” 75 watts I.H.F. atless than 1% 
distortion). One with a tuning meter, field effect 
transistors, and plenty of slide and pushbutton 
controls. 

One like that Sylvania CR280 over on the 
right. 

Then you'd need a turntable. With a good 
changer. Say a Dual 1215. Anda Pickering 
magnetic cartridge with a diamond stylus. Plus 
anti-skate and cueing controls. 

Just like the Sylvania 
T250in the picture. 

Speakers would 
be next. You'd 
want big ones. 
Air-suspension 
types. Because 
they soundas 
good as standard 
speakers two sizes 
larger. And you'd want at 
least three in each cabinet—a 12" bass woofer, 
adome mid-range, and a dome tweeter. 

The same as those Sylvania AS125's over there. 

You'd probably want to top it all off with a 4-track 
stereo cassette tape record/playback deck. 

Like that Sylvania CT160. 

Put together a system like that, and it'll sound great. 

Just like that Sylvania system. 

Butit'll cost about $240 more. 


*Based on manufacturer's suggested 
list pricing for components described. 
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by the sexual revolution. As а bachelor 
who has spent a great deal of time 
prowling the singles bars that dot First 
and Second avenues, I'm sorry to report 
ity doesn't live up to that excit- 


night, young people in this 
neighborhood climb into their best 
drop in for a drink at a few 
wl end up at their favorite 

» At midnight. you 
out looking, leaning 
against the bar. perched on a stool or 
sprawled at a table, with dart 
poised cigarettes, Hollywood glance 
halffiled glasses. Somehow, they never 
make t essential contact, When timc, 
money or the selection runs out, the 
great majority go home alonc. 

We supposedly liberated young men 
and women of America, who have 
ited the benefits of the long struggle to 
overthrow puritanism, choose to sleep 
lone night alter night. Why do so 
many pass up the chance to share a 
brief. intimate moment of life with an- 
other person, no stringy attached? 

I can conclude only that sexual frec- 
dom. like any other kind of liberation, 
is not something someone can hand you 
as a gift. To exercise freedom, you have 
to be willing to take risks and liberate 
yourself. Many of us young people have 
a long way to go. 

(Name withhekt by request) 
New York, New York 


RAISING EXPECTATIONS 

In the August Atlantic Monthly, a cob 
umnist named L. E. Sisman sets out to 
“deplore in the most scathing terms” the 
t that portrayals of sex in our enter- 
nment med becoming increas- 
ingly expli says that unti 
recently we could hope to achieve an 
з our lives permitting par- 


ng our energies for other 
Now, however, overwhelmed 
by erotic imagery, we are led "to preoc 
сиру ourselves with our own sexual bet- 
terment” (presumably to the det 
more worthwhile concerns). Guess who 
is first on Sissman’s list of malefactors: 


TLAYBOY is the protovi in 
of this, the first mass pusher of the 
drug of sex to the sensually disad- 
vantaged of all ages, the first mass 
of denatured (and. dehu- 
ed) female flesh, the first mass 
marketer of measured doses ol ad- 
dictive sexual Lion. ... PLAYBOY 
went about its dirty work of pretti- 
fying, tr ag palat- 
ably cute (for example, “Bunny” 
for paid temptress) a part of the 
human condi i 
well-defined limits of “decency.” 
Thus it is not alone because of 
postal regulations that rrAvzov has 
not, until very recently (and then 


very timidly), admitted pictor 
the existence of pubic h: 
also partly because rLAYmov needs 
desperately to be accepted by reader 
and advertiser alike as an unsubve 
sive, overground publication that is 
part of the sy nd partly be- 
cause т 

“Philosophy” admit the 
existence of a woman's sexual pow- 
er, as signified visibly by pubic h 


on from PLAYBOY to 
I portrayals in movies 
test crop of sex man- 
uals and “unhousebroken bathroom ref- 
erences” on late-night TV talk shows. 
He states that, unlike Irving Kristol, who 
iberal censorship" in The 
New York Times Magazine (The Playboy 
Forum, September), he is opposed to 
censorship. Instead, he proposes to com- 
bat sexually explicit material by means 
of consumer protest and: 


attack fra 
and novels, the 


Second, those of us who аге w 
ers, teachers, community leaders, 
makers of opinion can bury ou 
outmoded, liberal. laissez-faire ideas 
about freedom of expression at any 
cost—and help to cramp and crip- 
ple the mass appeal of pornography 
by making it démodé, by pointing 
out its kitschy insipidity, by expos 
ing its infantilism, by laughing it to 
scorn. 


I am curious as PLAYBOY's 
reaction might be to 
Robert Gordon 

Boston. Massachusetts 

Sissman's main point seems to be that 
the sex drive makes impossible demands 
on people and is brought under control 
with difficulty. Just when a person has 
tamed the beast within, along comes а 
magazine, book or movie that restimu- 
lates this appetite to the great discom- 
fort of its possessor. This hypothesis has 
two big holes in it: First, as was demon- 
strated in studies of the effects of por- 
nography sponsored by the Commission 
on Obscenity and Pornography, the 
more extensive one's exposure Lo sexual- 
ly explicit material, the less intense the 
response it provokes. Second, the sexual 
urge scems limitless only to the frustrat- 
ed; those who have an opportunity to 
satisfy their needs find that they reach 
satiety long before the point at which 


they might have to give up eating, sleep- 
ing, working or reading the Adamic 


Monthly. 

We learn much about Sissman's atti- 
dude toward sex when he calls sex a 
“drug,” identifies вълувоу as the “push- 
er” of “addictive sexual sensation” and 
describes Bunnies as “paid temptresses? 
(By the same token, Sisman, who pre- 
sumably curns money by expressing these 
opinions, might be termed a “paid propa- 
gandist.") It is quite true that pravvoy 
wants to be accepted by both readers and 


advertisers (we're more confident then 
desperate about this), and what of it? 
We admit to being an "unsubversive, 
overground publication that is part of 
the system,” and again, what of it? 
We've never claimed to be the voice of 
the Weathermen, even though we oppose 
many Government policies. The ma 
zine Sisman writes for is also unsubve 
sive and part of the system—and anyone 
who accepts assignments from it is hardly 
in a position to sneer at other publi- 
cations for being insufficienily revolu- 
tionary. The idea that pubic hair signifies 
“power” is the kind of laughable image 
likely to arise in the mind of one who 
views sex as a dangerous, overwhelming, 
somewhat magical force. It is not a view 
we share. And, indeed, as any regular 
reader knows, “pubic power" has been 
appearing for some lime in rLaxwoy. 
Certainly, much pornography is 
kitschy, insipid, infantile and silly, but 
we doubt that the public will be edu- 
cated to that fact by “makers of opinion" 
such as утап who consider excessive 
sexual arousal а menace to civilization, 


HETEROSEXUAL SODOMY 

Since The Playboy Forum has repeat- 
edly condemned laws forbidding people 
from privately engaging in certain kinds 
of sex acts. I'm sure you'll be interested 
in a case that occured in Denver, A 
man and а woman in a car parked in an 
apartment house carport were spied on 
nd arrested by two policemen. They 
were charged. with unnatural carnal cop- 

ion, а felony. Although they denied 
ge. a jury found them guilty 
and the judge gave them onc- to two- 
year suspended. sentences. Their lawyers 
appealed to the supreme court of Colo- 
rado on the ground that the cops had 
trespassed om private property to sce 
what the couple was doing, but the 
appeal was denied. End of case, as far as 
I know. 

According to loci gossip, the police 
were out to get this man because he is a 
gambler, and perhaps this 
out by the fact that after the 
arrest, but. befor | he was cor 
vieted on а gambling charge and is now 
in prison. If it’s true th in was 
prosecuted. for his sexual behavior only 
because the police were interested in him 
for other reasons, this makes the sodomy 
conviction all ihe more unjust. 

It disgusts me to think that my tax 
money is helping to pay policemen to 
engage in sordid Pecping Tom acti 
the knw gives courts the right 
on people's private 


sexual behavior, 
Robert Harris 

Denver, Colorado 

The acl in question was cunnilingus, 

which is, to be sure, а [orm of carnal cop- 

ulation but is about as unnatural as the 

Rocky Mountains. Why this particular 

instance of oral sex was singled ont for 


The best reason to buy our*200 camera is our ‘10,750 camera system. 


Ournew F-1 35mmSLR system 
is completely new, designed from 
the beginning asa total, fully inte- 
grated unit. The system consists of 
the newly designed F-1 camera and 
180 separate accessories. Among 
them are five interchangeable view- 
finders, a remarkable new motor 

and a 250-exposure film 
back. In addition, there are more 
than 40 different interchangeable 
lenses ranging from the 7.5mm 
fisheye to the 1200mm telephoto. 

The versatility of the F-1 system 
allows for automatic exposure 
control, completely unmanned 
photography, automatic calcula- 


tion-free electronic flash phot 
raphy, extremely low-light auto- 
matic time exposure settings from 
3 seconds to 60 seconds, and much 
more. 

Our $200 SLR camera is the 
TL. You can also get the FTb for 
$275, or the Canonet OL 17, а 
superb electric-eye and automatic 
flash camera for $165. 

Many of the new features devel- 
oped for the F-1 system have been 
incorporated into the new FTb 
camera. Anda complete new 
group of high fidelity lenses, the 
FD Series, developed for the F-1 
now offer additional advantages 


for all the Canon breech-lock 
mount SLR cameras. 

So you see, even if you don’t buy 
our $10,750 system, you have a lot 
of new reasons to buy one of our 
other Canon cameras. 

Your Bell & Howell/Canon 
dealercan give you all the infor- 
mation and help you make the 
right selection. 


Canon 
Bette HoweLL 


Cameras, made in Tokyo. Japan, by 
Caren. Ine. losively sold and serviced. 
"Canada by Fell A Номон. 
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prosecution is unclear. The trial Iran- 
script doesn't say anything about the 
male defendant's. being targeted by the 
police because of his gambling activities, 
but the only reason the arresting officers 
could give for following the couple was 
the rather flimsy опе that the woman 
“looked like a prostitute" (she wasn't). 
Subsequently, when questioned by the 
defense attorney, one officer described in 
detail how he and his partner. went 
about observing the couple. After stat 
ing that he saw the mate defendant's 
longue in the female defendant's. vagi 
nal area, he was asked: 


«ui You could we that [vom being a 
Тони and a half away from the—— 
As No, sir, at the time E saw that, 1 
as а lol closer. 

Q: Where was your head? 

Ал Looking in that windoze. 

Q: You had to get over her back to 
do that, didn't you? 

ла No, as E recall, she had her eyes 
clawed. 

aa: She had her eves closed? 

That's when she opened up her 
eyes and s 
the arrest. 

Ф And Н asit until she opened np 
her exes that you made the arrest, 
hu? 

: Night, 

What were you waiting for? 
Thad a new man with те. 

Oh, training, on-the-job training? 


us; that’s when we made 


Yes, sir. 


thy foolish laws. such as 
this one making oral. copulation illegal, 
have been kept on the books is that they 
make possible the persecution of indi- 
viduals who have cared the displeasur 


One reason 


of the local. establishment agents but 
against whom no crime сап be proved. 


This is unjust in itself and, furthermore, 
it makes criminals of all citizens whose 
sexual behavior includes this common- 
place acl. A new Colorado penal cade 
is dne to go into eflect in July 1972. 
making legal all private consensual sex 
acts between adults. the 
sorry spectacle of leo men creeping up 
lo a car parked in a private aren and 
observing a couple's sexual activity, then 
arresting them under an obsolescent lau 
we feel that liv-enforcement practices 
in Denver should have been put on trial, 
not the couple who were arrested. 


Envisioning 


SCREW AND THE A.C. L. U. 

The September Playboy Forum. pub 
lished a letter from AL Goldstein, ex 
cew tor ol Screw. in which he 
recounts the legal harassment of Screw 
id then states, “we have пос had one 
iota of help from the American Civil 
Liberties Union. In fact. they have even 
refused to file an amicus curiae niet 
because. as one of their lawyers told me, 


e od 


we bad 


‘give freedom of speech a 
ic. 

1 паке no idea which A. C. L.U. lawyer 
Goldstein is quoting, There is no way 1 
сап deny that anyone said anything li 
that to Goldstein, because there азс 
thousands of attorneys throughout the 
coumry who handle our cases and I 
can't check with all of them. I can 
that Goldstein never spoke to our legal 
director or to the director of the New 
York Civil Liberties Union or to me. И 
anybody did turn Goldstein down on the 
grounds he alleges, that person did not 
properly represent the A. C. L. U 

As а matter of fact, I recall а coupic 
of years ago when New York news d 
crs selling Screw were being harassed, 
the New York Civil Liberties Union 
action on behalf of Screw to end 
that harassment. One of the forms of 
harassment Goldstein says he suffered 
recently has been ended: As а result of a 
New York C.L. U. suit, the New York 
City Police nent has stopped 
sending no lords about the 
ir tenants. 

Aryeh Neier, Executive Director 
American Civil Liberties Union 
New York. New York 


PUBLICATION FOR PRISONERS 

I was in Iowa City, Iowa, recently 
met Penal Digest International's editor. 
Wes Graham, and publisher, Joe Grant. 
1 learned from them that P. D. 1. is pub- 
lished with the help of a grant from the 
Playboy Foundation, Much needs to be 
done to relorm the penal system, and 
PLAYuOY's generosity aud concern have 
given me much more respect for yo 
publication. 


Merrily Meglitsch 
Evanston, Illinois 
Penal Digest International is devoted 
to news for prisoners written by prison- 
ers and to advocacy of law and prison 
reforms. The publisher has started gath 
ering Junds to provide а college scholar- 
ship program Jor prison inmates. P.D. 1. 
is currently filing хий against the stale 
of Ohio for declaring the publication 
contraband. Any prisoner who is not 
allowed to receive P. D. L. should. notify 
the publisher (P.O. Box 89, Iowa City, 
Town 52240), so that a suit can be filed 
against the warden responsible. 


SLAVES OF THE WEED 

Our local county attorney 
speech about marijuana this ра 
and it was right out of the Thi 
following are some actual quotes: 


This country is experiencing an 
epidemic of drugrelated burg 
Lucenies and robbe: 

The user becomes € to that 
dreadful weed; his energies are di 
verted from wholesome pursuits so 
that he сап maintain his supply of 
“эташ”. 


The evidence thar marij is 
harmful is clear and convincing. 
M. is the source, the foun- 


tainhead of the ci 
1 am not 


ire problem. 
mindful of the need 
of the criminal. 
in good conscience 
take the position that rebabilitatio 
should come before punishment or 
in lieu of punishme 


Meanwhile, the police department has 
acquired a large German shepherd dog. 
rked police car and plainclothes 
men who snoop around the beach with 
cameras and tape recorders. 

I don't know how many pothcads 
we've got around here—'m a 48.yew- 
old Navy vete ad not part of the 
youth culture—but they've never been а 
problem. 


John R. Pope 
Portsmouth, New Hampshire 


POT AND STARVATION 


1 ofer you this aride from the 
“Wheeler Air Force Base Bulle 
Ding Abuse: Today we may bc 


noting more and more publicity as 
to the harmlesiness of mi ^ or 
pot. Bumper stickers state РОТ 15 
INNOCENT. Advertisements in our 
newspapers appeal for the "human 
zation of pot.” We may ако see 
from time to time am appeal for 
id to the starving people. of some 
underdeveloped country. Did you 
know that the use of “has bh" in 
some of these countries is wide 
spread, in fact commonplace? Please 
k yourself—does the use of this 
drug have bearing upon the 
Ше style and thus the poverty 
of the 
not have very much background on 
the effects of marijuana! But. there 


is one thoroughly 
proven. It is that 7 does tend to 
arene а "cuefrec? life style in dic 

user even when not wider 


Though you 
are not yet магу 
7 in this great country of ours, it 
could happen. No! Not tomorrow, 
lor Fm su the starvation, I 
denh of innoceut victims did 
come overnight in these drugaav- 
ed countries. Let us look to these 
countries who have legalized. or 
should we say hu hash-hish 
amd other drugs. Is poverty магуа- 
tion and death of iunocet i 
what you would call 
tion"? Think about it! 


(Name wi 
Wheeler 

We offer the foll 
the “Wheeler Air Force Base Bulletin.” 
Today re hearing more and more 
about the nutritional value 0| rice. We 
may aho see from lime 


theld by request) 
AFB. Haw 


ng comment to 


time do an 


Finally... 
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appeal for aid io the starving people 
of some underdeveloped country. Did 
you know that the use of rice in some of 
these countries is widespread, in fact 
commonplace? Please ask yourself —does 
the use of this food have any bearing 
upon the life style and thus the poverty 
of these starving people. We may not 
have very much background on the effects 
of rice! But there is one fact that has 
been thoroughly proved. It is that rice 
dors tend to create a “carefree” life style 
in the habitual user even. when not 
under its direct influence. Though 
young children are not yet starving “in 
mass” in this great country of ours (ош- 
side the ghettos), it could happen. No! 
Not tomorrow, for I'm sure the slarva- 
lion, and death of innocent victims did 
not come overnight in these rice-ravaged 
countries, Think about it! 


THE BIG DRUGSTORE 

In the avalanche of books, articles 
and public discussions of the drug prob. 
lem in the United States, there is little 
awareness of the direct and striking 
connection between the increase in the 
prescription of legal drugs and the stead 
and corresponding increase in the use 
and abuse of illegal drugs 

The per capita consumption of legal 


psychoactive drugs has been escalating, 
year by year, since the carly Fifties. 
More and more people use sedatives, 
sleeping pills, encigizers 


ad ts (not to mention alcohol). 
In 1970, there were 225,000,000 prescrip- 
tions for psychoactive drugs written by 
physicians; other such drugs are available 
without 


prescription amd we advertised 
resively on television. 


E 
there has also 
be nerease in the use of 
illegal drugs including h There 
has been much wriuen and spoken 
about this problem, but virtually no 
body has called attention to the source 
of the drug pollution of our inner and 
outer environments. That source is the 
Iegaldrug mystique—the at drugs 
are capable of producing virtual mira 
cles. Young and old alike have been 


Since the early Fifties, 
а notable 


that drugs сап make us calm and con 
tent, вап exert instant di ic changes 
and can relieve us of the unhappiness 


that used 10 be thought an inevitable 
part of life. This message has been pro- 
iod by the drug industry, the mass 
edia and, finally, by the apostles of thc 
youth culture such as Timothy Leary, 

It seems to me that things will get 
worse betore they get better. The medi- 
1 profession, in whose ranks are mi 
who have been offenders in 
scription of drugs, is now pi 
drug methadone as a panacea for heroin 
addiction. We should remember that 
heroin itself was once advocated by pl 
sicians as а сше for morphine addiction 


(and doctors once recommended opium 
in the treatment of alcoholism). Though, 
in 1968, there were only 3000 carefully 
selected addicts being treated by metha- 
done, by the end of 1971, there may well 
be more than 50,000; meanwhile, metha- 
done is becoming widely available on the 
streets of New York and other cities 
as the result of its widespread medical 
distribution. 

Unless we begin to see the imterrela- 
tionship between the legakdrug culture 
and the illegabdrug culture, we will 
continue to drift toward a disaster that 
might be comparable to the havoc 
caused by the overuse of DDT. Though 
there were unquestion 
DDT in the eradication of malui 

i mate use is 


now 


that the 


omide were ignored until thou 
children had been crippled. 
It is crucial, therclore, 1 


we 


now 
seriously consider the unintended but 
inevitable consequences of the ever in- 


ig use of psychoactive dru 
Henry L. Lennard, Ph.D. 

Associate Professor of Medical 
Sociology (Psychiatry) 

University of Californi 

San Francisco, Califor 

Dr. Lennard is senior author of the 

recently published book “Mystification 

and Drug Misuse.” 


ia 


POPULAR INITIATIVE ON POT 

1 am delighted to see the recuning 
discusion of marijuanataw reform in 
The Playboy Forum. 1 think that we of 
BLOSSOM (Basic Libe of 5 
em and Sympathizers of Marijuana) 
have something useful to add: A method 
for accomplishing the task of legalization 

Aft the futility of trying 
10 remove legal restrictions on. pot. use 
through legiskition (it is too hot an 
issue for legislators to touch). we decid 
ed that the next most logical. approach 
is that of the popular initiative. This 
simply requires obtaining the signatu 
of a certain percentage of a state's popu- 

ion—the percent varies from state to 
sate—on initiative petitions. Once this 
is done, the question is submitted 10 а 
aeferendum at the neat statewide elec 
n. Use of this procedu 
ors of the 


discoverin 


п most places. 

During the past six months, we 
contacted seve the 
state of Washington, in person. by mai 
and dough the media, and the re- 
sponse has been encouraging: we think 
that we will have the question on the 
ballot in November 1972. | thought 
І would pass the idea along to any 


we 


thousand people i 


other functioning legalization groups 

might want to take advantage of ii 
S. Thomsen Abbot, Editor 
From the BLOSSOM Patch 
Olympia, Washington 


CONSERVE OR DESTROY 

rtaywoy has done much to promote 
the cause of environmental protection, 
but T feel that you and your readers are 
neglecting one area of conservation tha 
aves а good deal more attention. I 
refer to the need to preserve wildlife 
before a particular species is so decimated 
that it earns a place on the "endangered 
ist. Two of the major threats to w 
animals are habitat distur E 
chiefly by the encroachments of popula 
tion, agriculture. and industry, and се 
in types of hun 
Tor the pet industry, which supplies the 
growing market for exotic or al 
animals. To some extent, the destruction 
of animal life is unavoidable, or at least 
unpreventable, given our present set of 
economic priorities, But it means that 
great many presently abundant specie 
will vanish. Today's children may even 
reach adulthood wondering what h: 
pened to the garter snakes that used to be 
so common. 

Unfortunately, too many people as- 
sume that the country’s zoos and natu- 
аһы are working on this problem, 
when, in fact, they're part of it. Lacking 
funde and enough need, dedicated 
personnel, many zoos choose to simply 
display animals until they die, because 
they're difficult to keep in captivity and 
it's cheaper to replace them than spend 
money on special care. 

An even greater thre 
the pet industry, which has 
content to peddle animals of any salable 
kind to novelty-secking customers on a 
nd-carry basis. Most of these animals 
die for lack of proper cate, sustaining 
certain market demand that leads deal- 
ers merely to continue their policy of 
depleting the natural supply with no 
thought of replenishment 

Wildlile extinction is of specia 
cern to me because my associates д 
supply unusual animals to zoos and the 
pet industry and we want to be part of 
the solution instead of part of the prob: 
lem. We are promoting a new approach 
that we hope will catch on among other 
animal dealers: Our animals are 
sold chiefly in pais (which means 10 a 
more serious and conscientious class of 
customer), and the customer is encour- 
aged to breed them. After purchase 
provide, at no additional cost, any needed 
advice and information, and we have a 
standing offer to buy any offspring as a 
means of replenishing our own supply 
For us, this system is working nicely; 
the past six months, our customers have 
bred over 600 reptiles and a number of 
primates, If other dealers would adopt 


now 


we 


Congratulations. You have more 
hair today than a year ago. You 
Bike it. She likes it. But you're finding 


you have to wash it more and dry 

it right—or the whole look falls flat. 

Because the secret of today's hair 

isn't just more hair. It's cleaner hair 

blown dry—to give it bulk and body it out. 

The fastest shape-up we know is the Air Brush*. 
Clairol's new styling dryer. It's faster because it 
generates more air and more heat. (It's got 
more watts. 500, if you're counting. 

Check it out against the competition.) 

It's light but tough. And besides two speeds, 
you get dual voltage. After all, a guy deserves 
to look great anywhere in the world. 
Styling combs are fine. But they're not really 
meant to handle a headful of wet hair. 
The new Clairol” Air Brush* is. 
Your hair never had it so good. Or so fast. 


». Clairol Air Brush 
ù Мап fastest hair dryer 
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such a policy, at least one threat to wild- 
lile survival soon would be reduced and, 
eventually, eliminated. 
Michael D. Jacobson, Zoologist 
Wild Kingdom 
vanston, Illinois 


BIRD-BRAINED SLOGAN 

I noted with amusement the lett 
the September Playboy Forum теїсттїп 
to the bumper sticker that describes the 
peace symbol as THE FOOIPRINT OF THE 
AMERICAN CHICKEN. In one of my favorite 
bars, there is а men's room рацо de- 
picting a swastika and captioned TRACK 
OF THE AMERICAN HAWK. 


MORE MORAL THAN THOU 
In the September Playboy 
George Brown 
such as the Ame Indians, 
irher more nor less moral than 
those who oppress them. In saying that 
it is fashionable to Iament "alleged i 
justices done to the American Indian, 
Brown gives it away that his game is to 
ty to salvage the bankrupt reputation 
of white Western civilizati 
The 


Forum, 
asserts that oppressed 


to live a 
simple life 10 mind 
their own business, nor forcing their life 
style on anyone. The European settlers 
kl their armies pushed the Indians to 
the verge of ex 
an alle 


ul were satished 


ction: this is a fact, not 
ion. Simply because awareness 
of this fact is now widespread (or fashion- 
able, if Brown prefers) does not make it 
less trix 

Brown ends his letter by wonde 
the people he calls revolutio 
more moral thai 
er now. If grow 
one's. fellow recognition of true 
nd calling for an end to wl 
a's injustice and intolerance are moral. 
п the answer must be yes. The young 
nera 


zes as never before 
trust and love our 


к ion today real 
that we must еті 
fellow man 
oppresing one another. 
Brown means by "revolution 
ity.” then Em all for ii 

Bill Barney 

Fort Worth, Te 


THE WINTER SOLDIER 
1 share John Forbes Kerry's concern 
bout war crimes and his abhorrence of 
the general public's apathy toward them 
("rhe Voice of the Winter Soldier." 
The Playboy Forum, August). But he 
missed the mark when he stated, "The 
were not isolated incidents but crimes 
committed on a day-to-day basis with the 
full awareness of officers at all levels of 
command,” 

ar crimes occur, 
of policy, as Kerry impli 


ot asa m 
but as a result. 


er 


of the American superiority complex 
that leads us to believe that there i 
something sicred about an American life, 
while the lives and welfare of the Viet 
пашезе are of no importance. The true 
winter soldiers are those who have the 
moral courage to intervene at the time of 
an incident or 10 report it and offer testi- 
mony in court. Those who prefer to 
п silent while in the Service and 
later don the cloak of pious recti- 
tude are tin soldiers, and they cert: 
should throw their medals aw 
liam K, Gregory, Jr. 
n Francisco, California 


THE GOOD GERMANS 
In the August Playboy Forum, while 
discussing the incidents at My Lai and 
Kent State, you remarked that "a пи 
nority of masscreapplauders do not 
make the U.S. into a lattrday Nazi 
Germany.” Is that really so? Have you 
forgotten ihe so-called good Germans 
who supposedly disliked Hier and the 
s and yet refused 10 defy them and 
who continued to do business as usual? 
Just because 73 percent of the American 
people want the troops out of Vietnam 
by the end of 1971 doesn’t mean they 
are willing to do something about it. In 
another 30 years, per parents will 
ng their children about the good 
ans who were afraid to вау any- 
y nd who continued 

doing business as usual, 


an Harnish 
Hamilton, Indiana 
Any claim that conditions in the U.S. 
today ате as bad as they were in Ger- 
many under Hitler is a rhetorical excess 
that only makes il harder for people to 
deal intelligently with current problen 
To draw one small case т point from 
that same August issue, consider “The 


Токе of the Winter Soldier? John 
Forbes. Kerry's antiwar testimony before 
the Senate Committee on Foreign. Re- 


lations, that was published т “The 
Playboy Forum," and then try to imag- 
ine that т Nazi-dominated Germany а 
group of veterans could have demon- 
strated in the streets of the national 
capital, testified against atrocities and 
war in the nation’s highest legislative 
body and had that testimony published 
in a masscirculalion magazine. 


MURDER AT KENT STATE 

Over 15 months alter a fu 
military gunfire felled 
versity students. killing four, Attorney 
General John N. Mitchell. announced 
there were no grounds to warrant con- 
vening à grand jury to investigate the 
shootings. Although he said. "The facts 
available to me support the conch 
reached hy the President’s Commission 
[on Campus Unrest] that the rille fire was. 
the words of the commission, ‘ur 
and 


lade of 
Kent State Unt 


ec 


essary, unwarranted inexcusable, 


Mitchell went on to daim that “there is 
no credible су 
National 


бо shoot 
t there is 
ul prosecutions 
of individual Guardsmen.” 

In June of this year, my 227-page 
report—the result of many months: re- 
1 conversations w 


t Kent Stare was submitted to 
Justice Department officials, including 
Mitchell. It was released by the Depar 
ment of Law, Justice and Community 
Relations of the Board of Chr à So- 
cial Concerns of The United Methodist 
Church. In the report, I contend. that 
the Justice Department. summary of th 
FBI investigation and other public doc- 
uments point to but one explanation for 
the shootings: а conspiracy on the part of 
several Guardsmen, mostly sergeants, to 
shoot at specific students. Congressman 
William Moorhead of Pennsylvania told 
the House of Representatives that my 
report made a prim case that. mur- 
der was committed at Kent State, 
Mitchell has copped out by deciding 
to deny witnesses in the Kent State case 
the protection of the immunity statutes, 
which only a Federal grand jury can 
utilize and that would prevent. subse- 
quent prosecution on the basis of thei 
testimony. This is the very instrument 
the Auorney General was so quick to 
the alleged Вет 


use in 
conspiracy, the leaking 
papers and the bombing of the U.S. 
Capitol. 

A letter to the editor in the Akron 
Beacon Joumal stated, “As a G 
man who was present at Kent 
cannot wholly dismiss the possibilities 
of a deadly collusion. Just as | know 
many fellow Guardsmen who were ap- 
palled by the murders, 1 know others 
who welcomed the deadly confrontation. 
Mitchell's decision has denied witnesses 
such as this the judi 
they could reveal all they know. He has 
barred us from discovering the truth. 
трі thus shown for the vic- 


as inexcusable as 


€ the shootings. This 
nothing short of obstruction of justice. 
the final analysis, the people must 
decide whether or not justice has been 
served in this national tragedy. 

Peter Davies 

New York. New York 


“The Playboy Forum” offers the 
opportunity for an extended dialog, be- 
tween readers and editors of this pub- 
lication on subjects and issues related to 
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all 
correspondence to The Playboy Forum, 
Playboy Building. 919 North Michi- 
Avenue, Chicago, Ilinois 60611 
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How Memorex 

Cassette Recording Tape 
shattered glass 

and why it will make 
your favorite music 
sound better. 


To shatter glass with the human voice a singer must \ SX 
reach and hold the pitch it takes to make a given 
glass vibrate. That pitch must then be projected | 
with enough volume to vibrate the glass 
to its shatter point. i 

We figured if we could capture | 
that precise pitch on our 
Memorex Cassette Recording = 
Tape and play it back at the same ^ 
volume, we'd dramatically E als 
the exactness with which our tape can 
reproduce music. 

So that's exactly what we did. 

Because we can capture and play back 
8 voice with such exacting precision, you can 
record and play back your favorite music 
with the same exacting precision. 

You should hear us. 


MEMOREX reconinatape 5 
Reproduction so true й can shatter glass, 
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THERE IS ONLY ONE JOY...THE COSTLIEST PERFUME IN THE WORLD 


nuvaor reeves: ROMAN POLANSKI 


a candid conversation with the brash, brilliant director of 
“knife in the water," “rosemary’s baby" and “macbet 


There was virtually no action, and the 
plot starkly simple: A successful 
middle-nged Polish journalist, his restless 
wife and a young hitchhiker they have 
picked up spend a weekend on a yacht, 
with subtle, potentially murderous. psy- 
chosexual tensions developing among 
them. But “Knife in the Water” Roman 
Polanski’s fast feature film (which he 
co-authored). won an Academy Award 
nomination for best foreign film of 1963 
and made its director internationally 
famous at the age of 30. 

All the violence in "Knife" was in the 
characters? minds, but Polanski's. next 
two films chich he alio. co-authored) 
revealed what some began to consider a 
morbid fascination with scenes of grue- 
death. In. “Repulsion,” the fren- 

ity of a beautiful young Belgian 
girl (Catherine Deneuve) drives her to 
murder her suitor, and "Cul-de-Sac" told 
а black-humor tale of two criminals who 
take refuge in the isolated island home 
of a weak transvestite and his tarty bri 
Polanski kept some of his allies among 
the critics who had heaped praise on 
“Knife,” but others couldn't stomach his 
taste for the macabre. Time saw “Cul-de- 
Sac" as “a jittery, titlery comedy of ter- 
rors... In frame after frame, the danger 


was 


“I'm a megalomaniac. You have 10 be one 
to make a good film. You have to believe 
that whatever decision you make, you're 
right. Even if Vin wrong. Pm right! Because 
it's my film. The decision has to be mine." 


lurks just out of sight until the onlooker 
feels like a man cooped up with a cobra 
he can't. really see.” But Judith Crist 
complained that the film was entertaining 


only “for those who can laugh while fight- 
ing off nausea.” 
fter a mildly amusing side step in 


The Fearless Vampire Killers.” a harm. 
less parody of old horror movies. Polar 
ski pushed on to somewhere near the 
outer limits of suspense with “Rosemary's 
Baby," his adapiation of Ба Lewin’s 
bestselling novel about a modern-day 
witcheraft cult in Manhattan. Starring 
Mia Farrow and John Cassavetes, the 
film was a spectacular success both with 
the critics and ai the box office. 
Polanski’s personal brushes with sus- 
pense and brutality in life began at an 
carly age. When he was eight, his mother 
dicd ina concentration camp and 
nat long after, he escaped from the in 
Jamous Jewish ghetto in Krakow and 
ved the by shunting among 
various families willing to iake him in. 
One day, he had to dash for cover as a 
German soldier decided on some casual 
larget practice and whizzed a bullet over 
Polanski’s head. Then, when he was 16, a 
thug nearly beat him to death. 
After he was graduated from Polund's 


srs 


“The reporting about Sharon and the 
murders virtually criminal. Reading 
the papers, 1 could not believe my eyes. 
1 could not believe my eyes! They blamed 
the victims for their own murders 


superlative State School of Filming in 
Lodz, Polanski scrabbled to make а liz- 
ing in Paris for a couple of years before 
the Polish government finally gave him 
a budget for his screenplay of “Knife in 
the Water” and sent him on his way ир 
in the world. He quickly established a 
reputation as one of the celebrity cir- 
cuits most successful bachelors; and in 
1968 he married Sharon Tate, a beanti- 
ful young American actress. Moving ut a 
fast pace between film sets and. their 
homes in London and Los Angeles, they 
were known as a jet-set couple until the 
night of August 9, 1969, when Sharon 
and three friends—Voyteck Frykowski, 
men's hair stylist Jay Sebring and coffer 
heiress Abigail Folger—plus ап 18-year 
old boy who was visiting the caretaker, 
were sadistically murdered. at Polanski's 
тетей house in Los Angeles. The press 
gave the case saturation publicity and 
made it one of the most sensational mass 
murders in the country's history. 

For months, the popular theory was 
that the murders committed by 
someone from the “rich hippie" crowd 
in which Miss Tate and Polanski were 
such popular figures. Eventually, the 
theory proved false, when police ap- 
prchended Charles Manson and his 


were 


“1 have a very firm theory about male and 
female intelligence. It causes an absolute 
outrage if you say that women on the 
average are less intelligent than men, but 
it happens to be true.” 
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bizarre “family” of young men and run- 
away girls who were living at an aban- 
doned ranch a few miles outside L.A. 
After a long and widely reported trial, 
Manson and two of his followers were 
sentenced to death for the murders and 
Polanshi’s name dropped out of the news 
and the gossip columns. Now, thee 
years after “Rosemary's Baby” and two 
yenrs after the murders, he has completed 
the filming of Shakespeare's “Macbeth,” 
adapted for the screen by Polanski and 
British author-critic (and Contributing 
Editor) Kenneth Tynan and produced by 
Playboy Productions, To explore Polan- 
ski's vision of himself, his films and his 
life today, PLAYBOY sent free-lance writer 
Larry DuBois to London for the first in- 
lerview he's granted in more than two 
тет. DuBois writes of his experiences: 

“Roman Polanski inspires strong, and 
often conflicting, feelings in people; and 
after you've been around his pals, wom 
en and professional associates for а 
while, you get used to a frustrating 
ambivalence about him that is most of- 
len expressed in remarks that go some- 
thing like: ‘God, how I like that little 
bastard” 1 couldn't say it any better 
myself. During the extended course of 
this interview, there were moments 
when I'd have fought for Polanski, mo- 
ments when I only wanted to fight with 
him—or with the editor responsible for 
the assignment—and moments when I 
pbasstonately wished Га never met either 
one of them. Afler most of two and a 
half months chasing Polanski to wrench 
[rom him the 20-004 honys of taped con- 
versation 1 finally acquired, T see that my 
own ambivalence fils neatly into four 
stages, which assumed an almost perfect 
symmetry as my affection and my irrita- 
tion decpened simullaneousby. 

“Stage one: You enjoy him as a glo- 
viously colorful figure, with a keen 
sense of humor, who takes great pleasure 
in entertaining whoever happens to be 
around him with anecdotes—vigorously 
re-enacted—or a showman’s monolog 
that can go on for an hour or more. 
But his ego is as unbending as a natural 
law, and he has a fierce suspicion of 
anyone, especially a journalist, whose 
goal is to penetrate the wall of emotion- 
al imulnerability he has constructed 
around himself. So you soon begin 10 feel 
this interview is going lo be difficult 

“Stage two: Endlessly following him 
around as he works, you begin to per- 
ceive his large talent and his tenacious 
determination to have any project he is 
concerned with done his way. I felt 
quile a sympathy for the technicians at 
Shepperton Studios who had to cope 
with Polanski’s relentless drive to get 
every frame of ‘Macbeth’ absolutely pe 
[ect for maximum dramatic effect. I also 
felt quite a sympathy for myself when 
Polanski either ended one of our ses 
sions abruptly because he didn’t feel in 
top form or ordered me to ‘turn that 


fucking recorder off’ while he paced, 
pulled at his hair, yelled, told jokes or 
whatever else he felt like doing while he 
searched for exactly the word or thought 
lo express what he meant. His Polish 
accent is thick and his grammar isn't 
perfect, but his vocabulary and his feel 
for the nuances of English are simply 
astonishing for somcone who learned it 
only а few years ago. This talent, and 
his striving jor perfection, makes him an 
artist to admire. But, as I now realized 
with a sinking heart, they make an in- 
terview степ more difficult than T had 
feared. 

“Stage three: Traveling with him, and 
staying jor a week at the lovely 1th 
Century farmhouse he rents in Ше coun- 
tryside a few kilometers from St-Tropez, 
you discover that he is а superb compan- 
ion. He likes to go there lo relax in 
privacy, but he also zooms through the 
resort's сајех, yachts, discotheques, penny 
arcades and dinner parties, and grad- 
ually a body of empirical evidence acen- 
mulates to indicate that he is more than 
gust a talented eccentric. Behind the 
charm is a remarkable grace, and he 
turns out to be a generous, considerate, 
even sentimental man, with real warmth 
for his friends and corn many of his 
casual acquaintances. By now, however, 
it is apparent that he is not difficult at 
all but nearly impossible to interview, 
being beyond reason about such niceties 
as schedules, deadlines and questions 
he can't get excited about. 

“Stage Jour: Unbelievably, you finish. 
And the sense of accomplishment and. 
relief can only be described as pure joy. 
because almost without realizing it, you'vr 
come lo agree with Polanshi's friends, 
who have the same high opinion of his 
worth that he does; but, as you explain 
to your editor, you would rather spend 
the next several months interviewing, say. 
an insurance salesman about actuarial 
charts for men over 50 than ask Polanski 
one more question. Ever. 

“My memory barely extends as far 
back as the beginning of this assign- 
ment, but I recall that from his films 
and the press after the murders of his 
wife and friends, 1 had the image of 
Polanski as а flaky, perhaps even. ma 
cabre character. On the contrary. He is 
as cavalier about his work as ап ambi. 
tious executive and about as macabre as 
a California beach boy. His disposition 
is cheery and optimistic. He is straight- 
forward to the point of discomfting 
bluntness. He tends to surround himself 
with intelligent, serious people and gets 
bored quickly with what he calls ‘the 
aimless, futile individuals’ he sometimes 
encounters in StoTrope: 

“His only genuine indulgence is wom 
en, which is what he docs with most of 
whatever free time he has in St-Tropez 
and elsewhere; and in that, he lives up 
to his image. At least superficially, his 
seductive style is roughly that of a wily 


street. urchin (he's. 95") faced wilh rich 
tourists, disarming them with a kind of 
youthful enthusiasm and naiveté. Tt 
works. In his other personal habits, he is 
almost depressingly disciplined. He ex 
His diet. includes wheat 
urt and other health foods 
He rarely drinks more than a glass of 
wine or beer and he is not above lectur- 
ing his friends about the evils of cigarette 


ow that the interview is over, only 
one of our many differences still bothers 
me: He is a most terrifying driver of 
automobiles, I find nothing endearing 
about having rocketed with him in an 
ХК-Е through the French holiday traffic 
around St-Tropez at 110-120 miles per 
hour. When I tried to explain my own 
concept of personal safety, he just said. 
‘You must understand: What seems lik 
a risk to you may not seem like a risk 10 
me? The uninitiated might read all sorts 
of meanings into that about his back 
ground, and some hidden fatalism. But 1 
dropped the subject, because T knew 
that, as usual, he meant exactly what he 
said and no more, He is, quite simply. 
so goddamn arrogant about his abilities 
that it's never occurred to him that such 
speeds might confront him with a situn- 
tion he can’t handle, And as for those who 
may be unhappy with his pace, well, 
re completely free to take a taxi. 

‘inally, 1 should note that there is 
one section of this intervtew that didn't 
require a struggle to extract, One Sun 
day evening, we sat on the porch of his 
farmhouse with nothing around for 
miles but the silent French countryside, 
and E hesitantly brought up the subject 
of Sharon and the murders. For 
straight hours, without any further coax 
ing, he told his story, simply and with 
none of his usual interruptions. He ob- 
viously wanted to go through it all 
once, let it all out; and when he was 
finished, 1 think he felt better. For ту 
self, E was unspeakably depressed. It was 
а couple of days before either of us 
mentioned the interview again, The 
hransition from thai subject to another 
was a difficult one then, as it is now. So 
just one last thing: All along, Polanski 
kept telling me, when the tape recorder 
was off. that it would be impossible to 
translate his personality onto paper. 
since he expresses so much of his irresist 
thly high-spirited and playful nature 
through antics rather than words. He's 
like a movie, he said; he has to be seen 
to be appreciated. E think he was wrong. 
I think readers will be able to develop 
in affectionate ambivalence about 


two 


PLAYBOY: Your films have earned you a 
ation as a master of the maca 
How do you explain your fascination 
with ir? 

POLANSKI: I don't know why I ike it. Why 


re. 
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do some people like boxir 
Ym a fil 
like to 


. or writing? 
maker; 1 make pictures, I don't 
alk about them and 1 don't think 
about why 1 make them. You're asking 
me (0 psvchoanalyze myself and this is 
not something that interests me at all. 
PLAYBOY: We're not really asking vou to 
psychoanalyze yourself—just to tell us 
about the personal vision you convey in 
your films. 

POLANSKI: All right. I'm not preoccu] 
with the macabre—I'm rather. mor 
terested in the behavior of people under 
stress, when the no longer in com- 
fortable, eve where they 
an alford to respect the conventional 


rules and morals of society. Vou сап 
n something about a person 

when hes put into circumstances in 
which civilized values place his own 
ty. even his very being. in jcop- 

In а way. Knife in the Water was 


my minute example of this. 1 100k three 
people and put the a situation that 
subjected th 
confine 
petition betwee 
жау, 


i 
" ro stress, due to their 
ent on the yacht and the com 


the (wo males, In a 
Cul-de-Sac was the same situation. 
where the people coukl not react the 
way they were accustomed to. Before the 
death of my wife, I was working on 
a film about the Donner Pass group. 

h got stranded in the Sierra Nevada 
Fountains in 1817. Ws an extremely 
interesting story, because besides being 
symptomatic of the problems the pio. 
neers faced in 
count 
duced to circumstances where they have 
to decide on the most drastic moral 
issues, like eating each other. in order to 


survive. 1 don't know what Т would do 
in that situation. But I don't think I 
would cat your flesh. 1 think 1 would 


Not because I would think 
there was something morally wrong with 
ting you after you were dead. I simply 
don’t think I would be willing to swallow 
your flesh. Would you swallow mine? 
PLAYBOY: Who Knows? Our cultural aver- 
sion to the ide: would probably make us 
throw up, anyway. 

POLANSKI: Only in the beginning, my 
friend. 

PLAYBOY: Do you film characters. under 
stress in order to find 
secking for yourself or to force the 
ence to confront problems you t 


rather di 


you already understand? 
POLANSKI: Neither. It simply fascinates 
me. When something fascinates you, you. 


talk about it, and making films is my 
way of talking about 
PLAYBOY: Why are you more fascinated 
by characters under stress than by those 
who aren't? 

POLANSKI: I somctimes surprise myself 
that T don't ask myself these questions, 
but I don't. Perhaps if I did, I would 
now the answers, but T don't feel any 
ed for that, Thats the way I am. 


ne 


it's bec: 
of opportunities t0 
people behave under stress. I of 
How would a friend with whom you've 
drunk a lot of vodka and had a lot of 
fun respond when one morning vou 
plant. yourself on his doorstep and зау 
Hide me. Fm being chased by the 
Nazis" And now he то decidi 


se as а 


whether or not to risk his life for you 
friendship. But it’s difficult for me to 
judge how much part the war plays in 


what I create. T don't think Tm obsessed 
by what I lived through. I was а child 
ing the war, and children are resil 
Whatever vou creat » accu 


vou go through as 
young man, of what you re 
the cinema, of the people you 
know. АЙ these have alfected my сто: 
tional life. I remember, for instance, 
that one of the profound experiences of 
my youth was secing Of Mice and Men. 
That has stayed with me. 1 couldn't stop 
thinking about this big, lovely man and 
his friend, and their friendship, and I 
thought that if T were ever a film maker, 
I would certainly try to do something 


those lines. something against in 
justice and intolerance and prejudice 
amd superstition. And 1 have. These 


clements are weaved through my films. 
PLAYBOY: Why. then, did vou decide to 
make Rosemary's Baby, which could be 
said to have celebrated, or at least popu- 
lavized, superstition? 

POLANSKI: You don't have to be super- 
Stiitious to enjoy a fantasy. If yon an 
‘ound me for long, you will see that 
1 have no belief at all in the supernatural 
of any kind. I's just a fashionable dis 
traction for people seeking саву expl 
tions to certain phenomes 
otherwise incapable of 
Myself, T am down to earth in my philoso 
phy of life, very rationally and material 
istically oriented, with no interest in the 
occult. The only obsession that compelled 
c to make 


at 
When Bob Evans, the head 
roduction for Paramount, called me 


jab for 
terrifically suspensclul plot. 

PLAYBOY: Suspense is another of the 1 
marks of your films. What makes 


nd suspense 
y films, I'm conca 


ievable believable 
wi control what w 
эре ‘t live my life 
suspensefully, but in cinema I like the 
constant. unexpected because that’s what 
makes а story interesting, The esential is 
not to allow the audience to be able to 
g to happen next. 


Life is 


c what is go 


when Twas six. some 
dE made this skull out of clay 
nd put these pieces of glass in it for 
eyes and hung it on the wall, thinking 
that anyone who walked by would be 


so remember making 


with a red tongue 
out of a candy wrapper, then 
putting a flashlight behind it. These are 


the things tha 
Tor any supernatural € 
only because | already l 
business aspect. of this mask making. My 
fondness for the dramatic and the unex 
pected has always been so obvious to me 
Ihat E never stopped to ask why, E must 
have been born with it 

PLAYBOY: Your past films have been con 
temporary suspense stories, Now you've 
chosen 10 direct a medieval Shakespear 
can tragedy, Why? 

POLANSKI: After the murders, everthing 
Г was considering seemed futile 10 me. ] 
couldn't think of a subject that seemed 
worth while or dignified enough to 
spend a year or more on it. in view of 
what happened to me, That may sound 
tremely pompons, but 1 coul 
another suspense могу. And I certa 
couldn't make a comedy: 1 couldn't 
make a сазна film. In the state of mind 
I found myself, this type of project 
scemed most acceptable. А» a kid, 1 loved 
Shakespeare, and when 1 was a teenager 
1 saw Laurence Olivier’s Hamlet 20 times 
desire to make 
someday, and 


intrigued me—but not 


I thought to mysell 
ng 1 could do, that's something I could 
give myself to. That's worth the effort.” 
PLAYBOY: From all of Shakespeare's plays 
what made you choose Macbeth? 
POLANSKI: Macbeth was the most. seduc 
tive because there are a lot of lines and 
descriptions that ane verbal but. сан be 
casily translated into great action scenes, 
and because there is à great character in 
Macbeth, who can be developed and 
shown a new way on the screen. 
PLAYBOY: Macheth is also a tragedy full 
lence and murder. In view of your 
personal memories, wasn’t it dillicult for 
you to film those scenes? 

POLANSKI: 


о. When you're aqu 

staging such scenes, it's amusing. It h 

nothing to do with r You never 
i with reality, Их all 


iab effects, A knife is not a 


play with it, and we al and 
behaved like childr ag those 
scenes, Its only when you pur it togeth 
er Later and show dience that 
you realize there's something horrific 
in Bur certainly not during the 


filming. 


PLAYBOY: Some critics amd movie 
ay feel that you chose Macbeth as a 
kind of catharsis, to purge yourself of 


the Кї 


чї of violence you had so recently 
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experienced in your own Ше. What 
would you say to them? 

POLANSKI: | would say they ше full of 
shit. because it’s not so. Гус told you 
why I decided to make this film, and 
once I decided to do it. 1 had to do it 
according to my own standards. If you 
make a film about a murder, you have 
to show the murder, or do a film about 
something else. If you use the sereen as 
а medium. then what you tell has to be 
told by visual means. Of course, you 
could put a guy in front of a camera 
nd have him read the play and th 
same story would he told to your aud 
сисе in а different, perhaps more gentle 
way. I happen to think it would also be 
а very bor When you're te] 
а могу about a man who kills 
state to take his place. you 
ly obligated to show the act that is the 
culmination of the whole pla 
LAYBOY: There's still the question of 
aste and finesse. Some critics have 
that you've indulged in excessive violen 
on the scic 


POLANSKI: The way I've done it is with 
finesse. Others do it euphemistically. 
They 1 to show what is essential 
to the story. I will never forget a grow- 
ng tension in the churchyard scene of 
Zorba the Greck, which culminates with 


a throat cutting that unfortunately hap- 
pens just below the bottom edge of the 
screen. That was the end of the movie 
for me, because the director had copped 
out. He showed his cowardice. If you 
tell а joke that requires the use of 
four-letter words. then you have to say 
them. It's not good to say. “He grabbed 
her and . . . dot. dot, dot, dot.” Its better 
to tell another story. Showing the vio- 
lence is an analogous situation, isn't it? 
PLAYBOY: But critics might argue that the 
graphic portrayal of violence alo- 
gous to pornography. not only with no 
redeeming soe value but with harmful 
effects on those who sce it. 

POLANSKI: These people delude them- 
selves that violence cin be caused by 
what is on the sacen. They should ask 
litle children on the street what causes 
violence and they would become more 
enlightened. For me. when I see some- 
g Violent happening on the screen, 1 
ct against is most 
people's reaction. И there is violence on 
the screen that cam make people act 
violently in their lives, it’s the steril 
Hollywood conception of violence. 
the Western where the bad guy aggra- 
vates you so much for 90 minutes that 
finally, when the good guy gets rid of 
him in a t you [eel relieved and 
happy. So what develops їп young 


minds is that when somebody is bad 
enough. уо 
without а mes. This is murder commit. 


"clca 
lorsed by movie 
miss its real meaniu 
immorality. 


г murder that can be 
ing authorities who 
To me, this is 


ad people dying slowly and horri- 
t is reality, because very rarely 
man die instant ad to witness 
that on the screen сап do nothing hut 
repel you from engaging in it in real 
life, Look at literature. The Bible is 
enough to make you faint. And when 
Sholokhov tells you about the atrocities 
in Russia in Amd Quiet Flows the Don, 
he describes them with utmost detail 
nd nobody would ever think of criticiz- 
ing it, because thats how literature 
evolved. wher ema is something 
young. something much more co 

L and boundaries were forced upon 
at least in the Anglo- 
so it couldn't evolve in the proper way. 
Instead, the cinema has tended to draw 
hypocritical, gilded pictures of life and 
death. 

But even if Macbeth weren't а pla 
about murder, the critics would be ask- 
ing why I chose to make it after. Shar- 
on's death. WI Thad made a scene 
with Macbeth, dagger in hand, going to 
the king's chambers, and then dot, 
dot, dot, dot? They would say, “After 


what happened to him. he lost his 
balls.” Or what if I had decided to make 
а comedy? They would say. "After the 
murders, he has the bad taste to do a 
comedy." 


PLAYBOY. For the past two years, you've 
remained silent about the murder of 
your wife and friends, despite the enor- 
mous and lurid exposure it has received 
the press, Are you willing to tell your 
side of the story now? 
POLANSKI: Из not 

about with friends, but I would like 
to go through it once from beginning to 
ad. 1 have terrific difficulty in trying to 


something 1 talk 


reconstruct that period. but I have some 
definite things to say about it. | lost 
something most precious to me, and I'm 


sure that the people who were close to 


us fecl the same way. But when it hap- 
pened, the press a unison, "Yes, of 
course, thats the way he lived. thars 


the first outburst. 
lr was a scene as 


cter.” 1 was 
baflled, to siy the least, by the cheap- 
titude of such writing. I re- 


member their headline: 
вових." It w 
press sensation 


“NOTHING nUr 
. the way the 
thing that was 


lized soi 
already sensational. 


This was a subject I knew more about 
than anybody else. a subject very near to 
my heart. 1 had long known that it was 
npossible for a journalist to convey 100 
percent of the truth, but T didn't realize 
to what extent the truth is distorted, 
both by the intentions of the journalist 
and by neglect. E don’t mean just the 
interpretations of what happened; I also 


mean the facts. The reporting about 
Sharon and th rders was virtually 
criminal Reading the papers, I could 
not believe my eyes. Г could not believe 
my eyes! They blamed the victims for 
their own murders. I. really despise the 
press. E didn't always. The press made 
me despise it. 

Some of those art 
Those Sharon 


les! 
e Orgie 


From Pag- 
Sex. 
Panic 
fact that a woman 
mths pregnant has 
res for orgies. It was like the 
press suddenly had а new dictio 
with words like masochism, 


Incredible! 


sod- 


omy, suicide, witcher drug 
abuse and пе in 
everything they could i One 


ne ran а 
the four 


photograph of Sharon 
Other victims. floating 
like champagne bub- 
bles while she is dancing. Goddamn 
than! The victims were "assassinated 
two times: once by the murderers, the 
second time by the press. 

PLAYBOY: Wlis, do you think? 

POLANSKI: I don't know. I really don't 
know. I think because of some resent- 
ment, some bitterness, some jealousy: 
and let me tell you. a lot of jou 
and nonjowmalists who wrote 
sonal” accounts of wi 


with 
around behind her 


“per- 
imed to 
know made a lot of money off the case. 1 


wonder to myself: Were the people who 
wrote those slanderous articles апу bet- 
ter than the murd I don't think so. 
They just use different forms of expres- 
nakes the press so 


PLAYBOY: There's no question that. cer- 
tain elements of the press had a field 
day exploiting the murders, but the Ie- 
gitimate press made a more serious and 
responsible effort to find ош if there 
was Some connection between the vic- 


tims and the murderei st that both 
logical and understand: 
POLANSKI: Yes. Т suppose. But they all 


groped for the "irony" in the murders, 
which was nonsense, and then turned 
пу films into a metaphor for the mur- 
Il believed there had to 
logical motive, so they slandered us 
with articles about “the wild parties that 
led to the massacre"—whidh is an exact 
title of one newspaper story—and the 


connections of [ay Sebring and Voyteck 


These articles r 
bout the guy who says 
“Ima Püté de foie 
steak. with spinach and 
olate pudding and collec, all for сму 
five cenis" and his friend says, 
impossible. Where?" And he 
didn't say where. T said, Imagi 

Th couple who live 
wood, Joe Hyams and Elke 
He's supposed to be а w 
supposed to be an actress, yet they were 


both out there peddling articles sa 


gras, 
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we lived and the 
people we hung around with, and so 
they knew that tragedy would happen to 
us sooner or liter. Astonishing! I met 
them once in my life. Once! But. there. 
is something magical about che printed 
word. so the average reader says, "Well, 
if they print it, it must be truc,” and the 
press was booming about this sort of 
thing so often and with such assurance 
that even. some of our friends were al- 
fected by it. They would read somethin 
and say. "We didn't know about that.” 
And D would say, “E didu't either." 

"What people read about us after the 
murders would make them ask one ques- 


tion: When did they have the time to 
work, between their orgies and rituals 
and drug taking? How did I have time 


to make four films in three and a half 
years? How did Sharon have the time to 
make even morc? How did Jay Sebring 
run a business? Abigail Folger was a 
social worker who got up at six in the 
morning to go to Watis to work. then to 
а speed-reading class after work, and she 
would co: ack at 1H at night, utterly 
exhausted and hardly able to perform 
rituals and orgies before getting up at 
six again the next morning, And Vov- 
teck was desperately trying to get some 
thing together in films, T had promised 
him a job on a film about dolphins I 
was preparing, and he was very excited 
about that and doing his own research 
on the subject, Time magazine said he 
кі “sinister Connections to which even 
nt Polanski objected.” Where 
get this stuff? Task you, Where 
do they get i? 

PLAYBOY: Perhaps from the reputation 
vou and many of vour friends had 
around Angeles for being sort of 
" whose life style revolved 
tround parties, drugs, casual sex and the 
like. 

POLANSKI: АП us sinful hedonists. eh? 
Should that have made the tragedy seem 
understandable 10 people? How could 
the press accept that as the explanation? 
Vhese were all very good. people. and 
this was a happy, blameless period of 


Tos 


my life. There were lots of parties at 
people's houses, on the beach or in the 
mountains. and often Sharon would 


make dinner, and. there was this magnifi- 
cent group of friends who would come 
to our house, and we would sit outside 
where it was warm, with the sky [ull of 
stus, and listen to music or talk for hours 
—films, sex, politics or whatever. We ail 
nied to help cach other, we were all 
happy at cach other's successes, and it was 
beautiful, and so new to me, never knew 
life could be a luxury. It had always been 
hotel rooms and struggle, and now 1 
loved this life, T loved the place, 1 loved 
the people, 1 loved my work, I was 
paying my maid over S900 a week, 
which is probably what a Polish worker 
a six months. I could not believe 
such affluence and comfort, Sharon and 


carns 


I had great prospects. We wanted to 
settle for good in Los Angeles, We had 
big plans It seemed to be a kind of 
peculiar, happy dream. But there was 
nothing freaked out, sinister or immoral 
about it. 

PLAYBOY: There were stories that Sebri 
and Frykowski were into a drug-dea 
scene. 

POLANSKI: Those stories were nonsense. 
The most they would ever do was buy 
pot [rom someone for their own use. 
PLAYBOY: At the time, the press stressed 
that Frykowski and Abigail Folger had 
living in your house for several 
months, even while you were away, and 
that Sebring always scemed to be 
around. The implication was that this 
was evidence of bizarre goings on. 
POLANSKI: Jay was а frequent visitor, bur 
he never stayed at the house. It seemed 
reasonable to have Voyteck and Gibby 
slay there to watch the house while we 
were gone, and when Sharon returned 
from London to Los Angeles before I 
did, we both felt better that she would 
have someone there with her. So it could 
hardly be considered some bizarre scene. 
You've scen how people come and go 
from my house in St-Tropez, You've also 
seen that it's pretty innocent, in a college- 
fraternity sort of way. 

PLAYBOY: What about the occult. riti 
that stories said were taking place 
that gained momentum from the fact that 
you had directed Rosemary's Baby? 
POLANSKI: Do you want me to be rude 
with you? As T said before, not only do 
I not endorse the occult but it is some 
thing so foreign to my rational, m: 
alistic philosophy of lile that 1 protest 
against those implications. And Sharon 

in was fantastic what they were attribu 
to her. In death, th made a monster 
out of her. A monster out of the sweetest, 
most innocent, lovable human being, She 
kindness isell to everybody and. 
g around her— people, animals. 
ng. She just didn't have а bad 
hone in her body. She was a unique 
person. It's difficult to describe her char 
acter. She was just utterly good. the 
Kindest human being Гус ever met, with 
am extreme patience. To live with me was 
proof of her patience, because to be 
near me must be an ordeal. She never 
had а bad temper, she was never moody. 
She enjoyed being a wile, The press 
and the public knew of her physical 
beauty, but she also had a beautiful soul, 
aud this is something that only her 
friends knew about, Belore 1 met Sharon 
n 1966. my love life, as opposed to my 
sex life. had been u УМ and рай 


stories. 


mec 


ful, and I guarded my freedom. My first 
marriage had been a very traumatic 
experience, 

PLAYBOY: In what way? 

POLANSKI: After I left. Poland and was 


wandering around Paris in circles, 
young and full of enthusiasm, I was 


married briefly to a Polish acicess—but I 


really hate talking about it for some 
reason. Not because it's painful to talk 
about but because it’s so futile. So lers 
not talk about it. Oi 
PLAYBOY. OK. You were saying you met 
Sharon in 1966. 

POLANSKI; The Fearless 
Vampire Killers, in which she had a 
role, 1 was living what you would call the 
life of а playboy, and marriage was the 
last thing in my mind. Except lor the few 
months of my first v 
I my Ше 
on suitcases in 


ad. I grew up sittin: 
midst of My 


the 
mother was taken to the concentiarion 


war 


сатр when 1 was eight and my father 
was taken a few months later. 1 felt that 
ny type of family tic, anything dd 
means nest, ends in tragedy. But seeing 
Sharon more and more often. 1 knew a 
sentimental relationship was developing. 
At the beginning, T was afraid of this 
But she was so extremely understanding, 
тасш! and clever, Being around me, she 
still made me feel absolutely free. and 
she made it clear that she was not goi 
to engulf me, 1 remember once her 
words. “I am not one of those ladies 
who swallow a man.” And it was truc 
Finally. she moved to my house in Lon- 
don n 1o live together. and 
new "une started, Aft- 
er two years, Г realized. that she would 
like to get married. She never asked ne. 


r said a word about it. So finally I 

‘Tm sure you would like to get 

L^ and she sud she would, So I 

1 "Well get married, then,” and we 

did. By that time, I wast nervous 
about it at all. 

Sharon was the first woman in my life 

who really made me feel happy. 1 mean 

literally aware of being happy. That's a 


very rare state, Strangely enough, about 
a week or 


two before her death. 1 re- 
à instant when I was thinking 
and E way actually thinking: “E am 
a happy man!” And it was a sentiment 
that L hadn't known before, because there 
had always been something n 
my happiness, some litte thing that al- 
ways needed. adjusting. T also remember 
thinking—and here is my middle-Euro- 
pean background. probably—I remem- 
ber thin “This cannot. possibly last 
ICs impossible to Lust" And 1 suddenly 
got seared. 1 was thinking that you can't 
tain such a машу quo. 1 didn't 
have anything tragi nd. but E was 
afraid. being q tha 


sing from 


such a 


PLAYBOY: How did the 
ders come to yor 
POLANSKI: | was in our house in London, 
working on a script for The Day of the 
Dolphin. with my friends Andy Brauns 
berg and Michael Brown, 1 was walking 
around the room talking about one 
scene and the phone Te was my 
agent in Los Angeles. He said, "Roman 
there was a disaster in I said 
“Which house?” “Your house, 


ews of the mur 


а house. 
and then 
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Þe quickly, in one go. he said, "Sharon is 
© dead, and Voyteck and Jay and Abigail. 
PLAYBOY: What then? 
M POLANSKI: 1 just kept say "No, no, 
Dt по, no.” My first reaction was thar there 
muse have been a hill slide, with the 
mountains sliding down or something. 1 
FF sid. "How?" He said. "I don't know, 1 
P dont know." He was crying on the 


other end of the line. and I was crying. 
and T just kept saying it was insane, and 
finally he told me they had been mur- 
dered. A liter, another 
friend came to our house and we went 
ош and walked the sucets for a while. 
When we came back. they called а doc- 
tor, who gave me a shot, and I slept. 
PLAYBOY: How did you happen to be in 
London just then. when Sharon was 
cight and a half months pre; 
er than with her? 

POLANSKI: I had been working on that 
script for several months. while Sl 
was doing a film in London. She was 
quite pregnant. but. working until the 
last possible moment. We w anning 
that I could finish the script and we 
would return to Los Angeles together, 
but the script kept dragging on. By this 
time, Sharon couldn't. fly anymore, be- 
cause the airlines don't allow vou to 
after a certain. period of pregnancy, so 
she decided to take the boat home, 1 
couldn't таке the boat, because it took so 
long. so Т was supposed to take а planc 
as soon as I finished the script, and this 
was to he just days after she arrived 
Los Angeles. 

When she left London 
10 the boat, the QE. IT, and we һай 
Iunch. When they asked visitors to leave 
the boat came the moment when we had 
to say goodbye to cach other—the sad- 
dest moment of my life. because we were 
secing cach other for the List time and 
didn't know it. I remember T called her 
‹ ship later that afternoon. She was 
telling me the news about our new dog, 
med Prudence. She told me the dog was 
very happy on the boat because her rub- 
Ler ball never stopped rolling around the 
cabin, After that, we talked daily on the 
phone. The bill was astronomical. On 
the last call, just ren hours before it hap- 
pened—it was a Friday—she told me that 
they had found a wild kitten and they 
were tying to feed it with an cyedropper, 
they were keeping him in the bath- 
because he was absolutely wild. | 
ing on people, etc. Funny how 
weaved out of these little banal moments 
make it worth while, At the end of 
" call, T said, “I'm coming Monday." 
T was annoyed that I had to say Monday, 
because she couldn't wait lor me to come, 
and I couldn't wait to leave, but the 
ходати script kept dragging on. So 

T told her, "I'm coming Monday. whether 

Tim duough or not” That was our kot 

conversation. 

PLAYEOY- How long did it 
102 accept the fact of her death? 


T took Sharon 


ke you to 


POLANSKI: Л long time. At first al Ic 
tion is panic. Completely disjointed, yo 
can't concentrate, you can't put thing: 
together to realize what has actually 
happened. You can't believe. You can't 
conceive of the the 
others are no | not 


nger alive. T could 


grasp this very thin moment that sepa 
nothingness. 
icf 


ated their existence fro 
After that сате a period of utter g 
at lasted as long as the investigation 
Somehow, those two things were paral 
lel For months, I thought of noth 
else and then, all af once, whi 
crime was solved. my obsession stopped 
hen came the period of dismissal. of 
hdrawal. I moved to Switzerland and. 
ted skiing myself silly with a bunch 
of friends. hedonists you would call 
them. They were wonderful to me. Kind 
and gentle and tactful. but T was able to 
do it all only for the dismissal. 

And after the period of extensive 
skiing amd social life, 1 decided to go 
back to work. Right after the murders. 
veryone kept pitting me on the shoul- 
der and saying 1 must go back to work 
nd work would make me forget, make 
ife worth while. But I couldn't even 
ve tried to pull myself together at 
that point, and T remember talking to 
Stanley Kubrick and he said, “I'm sure 
that everybody tells you to work. You 
curt work in this state of mind. but 
there will come à moment when you feel 
suddenly, T have to go out and work. 
And that is exactly what happened alte 
the period in Switverland. I have 
worked for over а year on Macbeth and 
now, two years after it happened. vou 
talk to me. ask me questions, and it 
seems as though it all happened two 
weeks ago. So it’s a kind of trial for me. 
PLAYBOY: Do you want to go though 
with it? 

POLANSKI: Absolutely. 

PLAYBOY: When your period of gricf scc 
in. how you feel about not having 
Leen there that night? 

POLANSKI: I had, amd still have, a tre- 
mendous feeling of gui 
f P had been there, 
happened, contrary to what our fric 
thought. They thought if I had been 
there. T wouldnt be here now. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think you could have 
defended Sharon. and the others from 
the murderers? 
POLANSKI: I thi 


k T would have been 
able to prevent it. I don't think I would 
let myself be intimidated or overcome 
by anybody. E think I could have pre- 
vented it. 

PLAYBOY: Dining the investigation of the 
murders, were you questioned by the 
police? 

POLANSKI: Extensively. T stayed їп Los 
Angeles because I thought my presence 
could be useful to them. As а matier of 
fact, along with our hiends, the cops 
were the best people of all in this siimi- 
tion. Unlike the press, the police were 


listie, but human and with genuine 
fecling. They were devoted to their job 
nd T had occasion to sec all sides of 
their personalities and their own per 
sonal problems. They were great people. 
1 think of them with а Jot of sentiment 
PLAYBOY: How did vou think you night 
be useful to them? 
POLANSKI: 1 thought ybe there would 
he some minute due they һай over 
looked. And I thought T could think al 
people, people who had come to our 
house, for instance, who wouldn't ocan 
to the police. The press was writing so 
much about Jay and Voyteck being the 
able motives, or essential persons 
lly started to believe there 
could be someone Г didn't know about. 
So I tried to establish step by step what 
body who knew us was doing at the 
me. It was quite difficult without stem 
ag 100 obvious, and 1 didn't want any: 
one to know I was in constant tonch 
with the police. T never believed it was 
some drug supplier of Jay's. T thought it 
was the work of some insane peno 
terribly jealous of one of us for some 
reason, but I couldn't give myself any 
plausible answer. | just kept listening 
xd looking. 
Irs very difficult for me to tilk about 
There ате things Fm not sure we 
should even talk about. T was under t 
tremendous illusion that by solving the 


crime, it would be casicr on me, so 
how. Only after months did I under 
stand that I was just chasing rabbits, 


running around in circles, that finding 
the murderers wouldn't bring her back 
And T had to explain this хо 5 


haron 


nts. who I felt were under the sa 
illusion, Colonel Tate, Sharon's father. 
was also seeing the police every day, for 


the same reasons I was. Thank Gol 
Shiron's parents never allowed them 
selves 10 believe the trash the pres was 
printing about us 

PLAYBOY: You never felt ihe T 
how blamed you? 

POLANSKI: No. They were with me all 
the time. They knew the people whe 
were our friends and they knew the 
press was hing about the way we lived. 
PLAYBOY. As it turned ош, did you do 
anything during the investig; that 
now seems to have been helpful? 


les some, 


POLANSKI: How coukl I? No one I knew 
lid anything to do with it. | remembe 

at the very beginning. Lieutenant Bob 
Helder told me about this group ol 
hippies living at that ranch with this 
guy they called Jesus Christ. Bob said 


volved in 
musician and writin 
а more on his body. and there was a 
possibility that these people had some 
thing to do with it 1 said. “Come on. 
Bob. you're prejudiced against hippies. 
And I remember his words: "You she 
suspect everyone. Don't dismiss 
sily.” But E didn't think much about 
it, became D could see no connection 


they w 1 of bei 


so 
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and I had not! 
them as 


ng instinctively against 
> with their 
и” philosophy, were 
sympathetic figures to me. 
PLAYBOY: Belore you knew who was 
guilty. didn't you fear for your own life? 
POLANSKI: In such a state, you don't give 
а damn for your own life. I was hoping 
that he, or they, would show up. T was 
living on the beach with a dear friend 
of mine, Dick Sylbert, the art director of 
Rosemary's Baby. He was mother and 
father and brother—I won't say wife—to 
me for three months, with me being 
tly preoccupied. Poor guy. "The 
e all up in arms about me 
They believed what they 
read in the papers and thought they 
might have a scandal or a murder, in 
their neighborhood. But I was prepared 
to defend myself il anyth opened. 
PLAYBOY: Were you carrying a g 
POLANSKI: T asked the police 
said E shouldn't, because if soi 
appened and I used a weapon, 
would be all sorts of trouble. 


PLAYBOY 


being there. 


nd 
veihing 
there 


they 


anyway. it 


її maner, because 1 obsessed 
with finding who was responsible. Then 
suddenly. when the police announced to 
the press that they had the murderers, 
the press had to somehow pretend they 
had known it was something like this 
1 along, something totally unconnected 
with us and with my films. and 1 remem- 
ber the policemen Lunghing sarcastically 
about how the press had new decided 
that the victims were not actually the 
guilty ones after all. Suddenly. it was 
obvious to them that it had been 
bunch of crazy hippies. and. people 
Mr. Elke Sommer promptly foreot. that 
he "saw the murder coming." The vic- 
tims were now dismissed within 21 hours 
ad new things started appearing —phony 
and quotes thar [was 
news. Л word 
mat һм 


е 


“overjoyed 
hardly describes my 


|. 1 lost 


going 
PLAYBOY: Why? 
POLANSKI: I fi 


Пу realized th 


way t0 get over it was (0 dismiss 
completely, and also E Кием T could 
change anything. I's like the only way 


10 Cope with the stress was to dismiss 
everything, to erase that part of the tape 
from my memory bank, Ht just disap- 
peared in my head. T had no reson to 
follow what the press said about. Man- 
son, because Т had. по reason to believe 
ny more accurate about 
1 they were about Sharon and 
me, so T didn't read ar all about him. 
АП that D do know about Manson I 
new from the police in those days 
before they broke the news to the press 

For my own good, 1 completely ignored 

him and that trial, particularly because 
104 the press made а real circus out of it, 


The way they handled it was as deploi 
ble as the way they handled the report- 
ing of the murders. Belore you ask how 
Т know if T didn’t read about it, PII tell 


you: ‘There are headlines you can’t 
avoid. and the radio. Yo 

knowing certain things. ] can't recon- 
struct the trial period for vou at all. but 


1 suspect that the rit 
the crazy sect was grossly exaggerated by 
the press and ihar the s willingly 
ized on aware that 
ura would give him more chance 
of publicity. which would render the 
plicated. 

PLAYBOY: What makes you suspect 0 
POLANSKI: One of the jx told me 
pont one of Manson's friends being 
jail—this was before the 
Manson was trying то get the money 
somewhere to bail him out. and they 
went 10 Terry Melcher, who had been 
renting the house before we moved in. 
I don't know the details and I dow't even 
now if this was ever brought up at the 
al, but in any сазе, I 
ter money that night 
dever enough to ky 
came to be viewed 
wouldn't seem such a mystifying. figure, 
becuse materialistic motives are. alway 
egarded as more casily understandable. 
and therefore dismissed, than any kind of 
ideological mo nif the ideologi- 
al motives are pure evil, people will pay 
much more artention to them th 
bery by an ordinary c 
then they have to contest the ideology. 
nson knew il he was seen as a false 
god. not only would he get more attention 
but he would even force the middle-class 
hypocrites he hated. so much to look at 
more closely and compare his у 
with theirs. But his idcol 
motives for the m 
ly exagge 
PLAYBOY: From wh 
how would 
Charles. Manson? 

POLANSKI: In апу hippie area, you see 
wetimes ап older guy, maybe even 
ed, maybe with a fat stomach. 
hout the cover of hippicdom 
only be a fat, ре: netic 
v he is with the long hair 
flowery shirts. and he seems 
to be an entirely different. individual. 
nd he enjoys the promiscuity of this 
type of life. and he becomes an. attrac 
ке person to the hippies, who may be 
nd ignorant, Now, this guy 
the same as he was in 
society, with all the same im 
ons he had developed 
there, whatever those may be, but he 
becomes a part of the hippies and. mas 
quer e of them. Christ, it’s so 
difficult to explain what 1 mean. Fm not 
t. E express myself. every way 
ds. 1 want to tell 


rders—and 


"w money 


as the motive, hc 


lues 
ical, ritualistic 
ders were tremendous 


of him. 
man like 


t you know 


you analyze a 


ШИ 
who wi 
would 


ps 


straight 
pulscs and motiva 


les as 


you a 
what 1 mean, 


PLAYBOY: Go ahead. 
POLANSKI: When E. 
nd tremendously 


16 


was 


acing, P met a guy im his 20s, and I 
ng around with him a little bit and 
kind of liked him. He was what you 


would call now a groovy guy. He offered 
to sell me a racing bicycle for a very 


cheap price and 1 got greedy. I had this 
appointment to meet him in an old 

man bunker near the park, and 1 
went down to meet him and he gor me 
alone and hit on the head with a 
stone five times. 1 still have the sers on 


my scalp. 1 lost consciousness for a few 
seconds, and then I siw him standing 
above me aski 
He took it and my м; 
1 couldn't understand why he had done 
that, A few minutes Liter, he was cà 
by some truck drivers, and a week la 
tectives Gime to the hospital to ask 
w details. 1 said, “Will he get a long 
semena?” They laughed “He's 
ng to be hanged.” one m said 
He killed three people before thi 


Tt was the first time 1 way acquainted 
with this type of individual. People 
seem to dismiss the fact that Manso, 
had a criminal track record, too, He 
spent a great deal of his life in prison. 
He had a record long before he tried to 


with 


be a hippie. This man who hit m 
the stone was another Manson. 
Manson was lucky to live in 

autributes are conside 
1 wear long hair and а 
opie masque: 


when certain 


de, while 
2 philosophy that was basical- 


This other guy, who was 

to murder me. he was just a 
murderer. and no one would view him 
ng but a criminal. No oni 


would have mistaken hin for a Jesus 


PLAYBOY: You mentioned carlier that the 


hippies were sympathetic figures for vou 
Are they si 

POLANSKI: Remember the first be-ins i 
Cental Park, when they would throw 


lowers at the policemen? How bla 
less, E think these people were sincere at 


that time, But the hippies don't. really 
exist anymore. The hippie movement 
has degenerated. but the de 

came from the top. not fiom the bot- 
tom. When the kids be ing 
new values. the Government tried. to 
beat their ideas out of them, The reac- 


n. from Berkeley on, was only why 
you could expect: violenc 
PLAYBOY- Critics feel that dii 
integral рат of the hippie philosophy 
and à principal reason for the psycho 
los; generation. of some of them 
including the girls who d out. Man- 
son's ordes 
POLANSKI: 1 don't have a professional 
knowledge about drags to say ауп 
really sound about it, but I do know 
pijuana and the other hallucino- 
drugs are rather a source of indo- 
пе dropout drugs. They 
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make people passive. In this respect, you 
could siy that these drugs make people 
moie easily influenced: but, on the other 
hand. they would not incite you to take 
any action, any active enterprise, and 
ainly not murderous drugs 
know what marijuana does to 
They want to lay about and do 
le and listen to music. So 
decide which way you want 
You can't blame these drugs for mak- 
ing people indolent and also for inciting 
them to violent crime. 

PLAYBOY: But weren't — hallucino: 
drugs а part of the whole pathology that 
ned Manson from a common crimi- 
into a Jesus Christ figure in the eyes 
is followers—a pathology that would 
require a certain. passivity on the part of 
those being mai E 

POLANSKI: I think тиеу thar 
people who are submitted to this k 
of life are more vulnerable than regular 
members of society: but. whatever the 
drugs do, they don't make you lose the 
bility 10 distinguish betw ht and 
wrong. Do you think you could commit 

murder under the influence of drugs? 

PLAYBOY. No. But we're talking now 
about those emotionally crippled young 
s who, without exposure to a cult of 
ind-bending drugs, slavelike promi: 
у and the rimak of a would-be J 


they are cei 
You 
people 


PLAYBOY 


the 
1 


sus 


Christ. would almost certainly nev 
have been galvanized into committing 
murder. 

POLANSKI: Don't forget that certain indi- 
viduals have a talent to draw masses 
behind them. Hitler did the same thing 
with normal, straight, square German 
society. 

PLAYBOY: Even given the historical 


of Hitler, aren't you willing to admit diat 

least de- 
happened? 
think 


drugs, which von accept or a 
fend, played some role in wh. 
POLANSKI: No. Which drugs? 1 
there is nothing wrong with m 
There are millions of people smoking 
pot, but there is no parallel of Manson's 
story within any other group of people 
that E could speak of. ] cin think of 
more similarities between Manson and 
In Gold Bood il id 
of this world. People are just looking for 
pla 

the murders. Personally. 1 don't think it 
had anything to do with smoking m: 


bout LSD? 
POLANSKI: I have never endorsed LSD. 1 
bout three tips on acid several 
s ago. and they were all bad and I 
off. Bur that’s still an answer that's 
too easy. How about those people 
West Pakistan, who maybe in their ordi- 
i st quiet peasants or of- 
fice clerks before they were sent off with 
the army on its binges of murder? How 
uing 
urocities during the war, who might 
ve been an ordin with a fam- 
106 ily and children? Were these people 


under the influence of LSD? How abou 
Charles Whitman. and Rich: 
How about Licutenant C; 
seems to me a very straight. person by 
conventional standards. I just think that 
certain. people nced very little excuse to 
commit Giminal acts, and maybe the 


drugs were an excuse for Manson. and 
these girls to vem their murderous 
instincts. 


PLAYBOY: How did you react to the death 
sentences they received? 
FOLANSKI: In principle. l'm against capi 
tal punishment. I think the world would 
be a better place if it were abolished, 1 
don't think capital punishment is moral, 
because we should not presume to termi- 
nate somebody's life. 
PLAYBOY: Then you oppose the sentences? 
POLANSKI: You're asking а very difficult 
question. A very dificult question. Re- 
cause 1 really don't know, I feel very 
often a need for revenge. I suspect. re 
venge may be one of the most impor 
tant motives in human progress and in 
seeking justice, But it remains to be de 
termined how the revenge should be per- 
formed. If the criminal kills eight people 
and is captured and tied, is 
or immoral to take his life? T il 
immoral. Capital punishment is just 
other brutalizing aspect of modern life 

I don't know if I'm being cl If you 
ask me should there be capital punish- 
ment, I say no. But if you ask me about 
sc of someone who engi- 
murder—and remember, my 
iotional state is involved —in a jurisdic 
tion where capital punishment exists with- 
in the system ich he was judged. 
then I would say to give him anything less 
than the maximum that exists is immor 
al. Who should be given morc? T think 
Manson did the utmost. and within the 
set of rules that exists, he should be given 
the utmost sentence. He committed his 
crime while capital punishment was still 
the maximum sentence that could be 
aded out in California. At one point, I 


was asked to make the gesture of asking 
for demency for him and ] said T 
wouldn't do that. E think that would be 


n act of hypocrisy on my part; but I do 
sk lor abolition of capital punishment 
for everyone, not just for Manson. 
PLAYBOY. V act of hypocrisy for 
Ted Kennedy to ask demency for Si 
han Sirhan? 

POLANSKI: Yes, I think so. That's precis 
ly what 1 was thinking of when I said 
І wouldn't be willing to do that I 
wouldn't be against si with Ted 
Kennedy, saying that we are against capi 
tal punishment as part of the system of 
Taw. But I think it’s phony nobility to go 
to bat, as it were, for your "pet" mur- 
derer, the one who caused you so much 
suffering. 

PLAYBOY: You said earlier that your ex- 
periences during the war had taught you 
that family ties end in tragedy. After a 
lie more than two years since the 


a 


murders, do you feel they we 
other leson that one's happ 
always be snatched away? 
POLANSKI: You mention the word lesson. 
Unfortunately. there is no lesson to be 
m. There is just nothing. It's abso- 
Jutely senseless. stupid, cruel and insane 
Im not it’s even worth talking 
nd the others are dead. 1 
t was. 


sure 


can't restore wl 
PLAYBOY: But ha 
your vision of life? 
POLANSKi: Т don't know. T wouldn't call 
myself a fatalist, because those are people 
who just sit and wait for whatever. will 
happen to them, and Tm not like that. 
I have always been sentimental and. not 
a cynic, and that hasn't changed. but 
these are wounds that don't leave you 
without sews. 1 think I was probably 
better human being before. Its dificul 
to define, but T think I was more gentle 
with people before. I don't think my 
emotional state now would permit me 10 
develop serious new emotional ties with 


nce changed 


PLAYBOY: Yet vou appear to have fecling 
d ties with, those around you. 
POLANSKI: You don't change your cha 
drastically. 15 only a note that 
nges. There was more youth in my 
fecling for people, more naiveté, I don't 
even know if the change is visible to my 
riends. I think it is. 
PLAYBOY: Yet you give the 
adjusted. You sec 
enough ma 
POLANSKI: How could vou even suspect 
me of such How could Т be 


pression of 
a а happy 


n. 


happy? There must be some that 
makes you 
PLAYBOY: You scem to enjoy your friends, 


and vour women 
POLANSKI: These are 0 ive me 
pleasure, even make me content. But 
there’s nothing that re 
happy. Not anymore. 

PLAYBOY: 
POLANSKI: 'm asking myself that ques 
tion. What is it in the human being th: 
makes him overcome. practically 
thing and keep going? I don't know. 
There are endless people with t 
morc atrocious il mine, and 
keep plowing away. too. After а ре 
of mou they somehow restore their 
way of life. But I tell you, 1 know 
myself and I feel there's something 
have the same desires. the 
ns I used to have. I doi 
know why. Ws something that's troubled 
me for quite some time now. It must he 
connected somehow with the death of 
Sharon. but also I think it's partly th 


nd your work 


agedies 
they 


fact that 1 have already achieved what I 
always dreamed of. 
PLAYBOY: You mean that having achieved 


jor success 
as driven аз you once were? 

POLANSKI: Precisely. Throughout the 
ars, my basic engine was the desire 
to make films, D dreamed of doin 


a film maker, you're not 


This Christmas 
give him the Bold NOW Look of color 


films, and somchow I don't feel this 
overpowering urge anymore. I first noticed 
the symptoms of my loss of enthusiasm 
when 1 went to Hollywood to make 
Rosemary’s Baby. The first day 1 went 
onstage with 70 people waiting for m 
I remembered the day I had first gone 
on location to shoot Knife in the Water. 
Then, Га had butterflies in my stom: 
d that incredible feeling of anti 
" that prevents you from g 
sleep the whole night before. Now, here 
I was in Hollywood, in the place that 
belonged more to my dreams than to my 
reality, at the threshold of where every- 
thing would be handed to me, and I 
felt absolutely no thrill. T felt I was just 
going to work for the day—work I loved 
doing, but there was no thrill in it. Do 
you understand? 
PLAYBOY: Yes. But how, then, did you 
rk? Or did vou? 
POLANSKI: I did a good job, but not my 
best work. Maybe it’s just pride in craft. 
Maybe that is the way to achieve the 
naximum in what you do. I care about 
what I make. It’s a dear thing t0 me and 
T think it rer so because it's a part 
of human nature to want to do something 
dii the Pharaoh who built 
the biggest of the pyramids? He must 
have been quite persistent, making these 
people put one stone on top of another 
lor years in order to create something 
that would last. 
self, only lately T 
mes: "Why bothe 
T am more sure of myself and m 
Maybe that's it. Or maybe I'm just more 
relaxed, But, on the other hand, а cow is 
ybe I should ask some ma- 
ybe he would tell me that T 
become wiser. I would hate to 
but I think that, in a way, 
that’s what has happened. 
PLAYBOY: Why do you resist wisdom? 
POLANSKI: Because wise people are bor- 
ing and they usually lack the enthusiasm 
and spontaneity to m дэ come 
Together. I'm afraid it's inevitable that 
the more experience you acquire. the 
more you lose your desires, your dreams, 
your fantasies. It's the same thing in sex 
I just don't enjoy it as much as I used 
to. It’s getting а bit repetitions. It's very 
much like making films; your wisdom 
and security and experience bring you 
craft up to a high standard, but you get 
less thrill out of it as а lual. 
PLAYBOY: Maybe your ordained role is to 
serve as а craftsman, bringing pleasure 
to moviegoers and women, 
POLANSKI: T like that id 
truc. They say that happiness is secking 
the fulfillment of our desires, and usu- 
ally people spend their lives sccking that 
fulfillment. But 1 am at a stage where 
I'm secking the desires. Have you got 
any ideas? Help me. Tell me what is the 
problem here. If not for the sake of the 
interview, then least maybe ГИ get 
108 something out of ir. 


PLAYBOY 


have 
hecome wise: 


I wish it were 


PLAYBOY. Perhaps you're just suffering 
from the onsct of middle age. 

POLANSKI: I do start feeling that now, and. 
I'm very surprised, because I thought 
it would never happen. Being а born 
optimist, who never thinks he’s going to 
fail in anything he undertakes, I'm 
caught off guard by it. But I don't think 
it's going to last long. It’s just a passing 
stage that will go away as I grow younger. 
PLAYBOY: In the meantime, you scem to 
be doing a successful, if not inspircd. 
job of living the life of what you would 


call a hedonist. 
POLANSKI: I don't know whether I'm a 
hedonist. Ts just my reputation. If T 


am, [ work harder than any other he- 
donist I've ever met, I'm quite spar 
in some ways. I get up carly, I exercise 
to keep myself in shape: T rather like 
the hoy scout, sportive way of life. Yet I 
do love everything life has to offer; so I 
don't г ject luxury if I can afford it, and 
I don't re je ct any source of j joy thi t you 


timc—particularly sex. 

PLAYBOY: Would one be correct to ait 
ute your refusal to deny yourself any of 
life's luxuries or ple: to your child- 
hood during the war, when you were 
deprived of them? 
POLANSKI; No. What if I had had a 
marvelous childhood with rows of lack- 
cys and nannies bringing me hot choco 


late and chaufleurs driving me to the 
cinema? Then you would say T am this 
way because T Jd suh a luxurious 


childhood, The truth is I am just thi 
way. Period. But [ will tell you, I did 
have sexual problems as a youth. 
PLAYBOY: What kind? 

POLANSKI: I had an absolute patent on 
masturbation when I was 12. T thought I 
invented it. But it made me feel terri 
ty, and cach time I was doing 
ng myself it was the last 
t time I 
Until the next morning. 
Чал make it with a chick until I was 

which I think is very late. 


POLANSKI: I found out I 1 
bout that? 1 like fucking. You remember 
Kafka's story about the man who fasts 


professionally in a circus? He was break- 
ing his own records, fasting longer and 
longer, and finally he fasts so long d 


everybody forgets all about him. They 
even forget to mark on his little black- 
board ihe number of days of his f 
which аһсайу was incredible. 
deaning mau comes and fi 
nizing under a pile of straw. 
and asks, "Why did you do iU 
And with his dry lips and his 
faster says, “I hated 
food!” Из beautiful. here no 
other reason for lasting, I'm the oppo 
site. D screw because 1 like screwing, 
‘That's all there is to it. 


dow! 
Why? 
ding voice, th 


PLAYBOY: Do you concern yourself with 
the moral issues involved with sex? 
POLANSKI: ОГ course. I don't want to 
sound pompous, but in a I'm ас 
tually a moralist. I cherish certain quali 
ties of a civilized mind. qualities that 
are very difficult to measure or describe, 
because they have quite flimsy names 
like nobility, loyalty, ete. This applies, 
for to my friends, Friendship 
to me is a very Sicilian thing. Из a 
matter of life and death. T would do 
absolutely anything for my friends, and 
T demand the same in return. Because 
friendship is a form of love. I separate 
love from sex. For many people, for 
tion is immoral. gely enough. 
seems supremely moral to me to have 
sex with a girl I've met in the harbor at 
Si. Tropez. Sex is | tiful. No one gets 
hurt. Just the opposite. It’s simple, isn’t 
it? So if true that a playboy, it 
only in this respect. The rest of being 
playboy doesn't have much attraction 
for me. 

PLAYBOY: Docs it ever 
some people are more n your 
image as a playboy than in your films? 
POLANSKI: I think it's great. 

PLAYBOY: Wouldn't you rather be known 
as a film director whose personal life is 
of little curiosity? 
POLANSKI: Do you mean like V 
ney? Му only 
people created this conception of me as 
a decadent man of excess without my 
active ра оп. In the beginning. I 
resented it, but finally E thought, so 
what? People never know the truth 
bout an. individual. anyway. Among all 
the movies I've seen, I like Citizen 
Kane the most, not only for the way it's 
done but for what it says. Tt says th 
you never know the real truth about 
anyone. So who cares? This image of a 
rd worker laboring all day docsn't go 
well with me. It doesn’t help me in my 
У I life. People would get 
И I told them, “Hey, listen, guys, I 
really work very hard. T get up at seven 
in the morning and | rush from one 
place to another on. business and 1 don't 
e a spare minute to take a holid. 
I only tell people I'm a busy man when 


Valt Dis- 
ds thar 


me 


I want to get rid of them. Like a 
PLAYBOY interviewer, you underst; 
Otherwise, I prefer to seem frivolow: 


guy who soci 


helps me 
T've noticed that as my reputation gro 
worse, my success with women increases 
PLAYBOY: How do you account for this? 
POLANSKI: When I meet a new girl, she's 
already prejudiced against me. She's put 
off by my image and she thinks, “I'll 
never make it with Min She wants to 
prove something to herself. She doesn't 
nt to lower herself to the Кус] of, 
her predecessors. But she's in- 
ts to know mc as an 
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and underncath there is somc- 
ind of curi- 
osity about me. People are intrigued by 
the Devil and attracted when they dis- 
cover that on top of having horns and a 
tail, he’s also charming, So you sce, she 
meets me and she's tremendously sur- 
prisel that Fm not at all the way she 
thought T was, and already she begins to 
switch her attitude. She's thrown oft 
guard. I know all this talk about women 
sounds pretentious and arrogant and 
megalomaniac. Jesus. it begins 10 sound 
Пин way even 10 me. 
PLAYBOY: Are you а megalom 
POLANSKI: Of course. Haven't you 
ticed? But 1 do have some good qu 
PLAYBOY: Such as 

POLANSKI: I don't smoke tobacco. In fact. 
1 am more admirable than our friend 
Doug Rader, the Houston. Astros’ third 
baseman, who says he is better at smok- 
ing than anything else. "I smoke good 
and Т smoke consistent," he says. 


no- 
tics. 


PLAYBOY. What have you got against 
smokers? 

POLANSKI: They don't bother me if they 
want to ruin their own health, Is their 


problem, and I'm not one to force the 
issue, but what bothers me is that they 
stick their cigarette bunts everywhere. 
You find them in the washbasin, in the 
toilet, all over the house, in the back 
yard, burns in the curtains, the smell of 
oke in your own hair. They take some 
perverted please in uglilying thei 


Own Closest surroundings by sucking 
these butts even imo their food—into 
eggshells, їп the cucumbers, in the 


mashed potatoes, in the hallempty bot 
tle of beer, everywhere, Sometimes I'm 
fraid to screw 

PLAYBOY. Sony we asked, So n 
smokers. Lers get back to women, Ке 
neth Tynan, your friend and co-write 
of the scrcenpliy for Macbeth, implied 
m a recent article that your attitude to- 
ward women approaches the feudalistic. 
POLANSKI: Ken, who is a good friend, 
knows absolutely nothing 
tional-sexual relationships with women, 
He is а left-wing intelicctual 
he must support liberation. movements, 
including the one by wo so lw 
often tease him by saying someth 
ibout how reactionary I am on the sub 
ject. This causes complete outrage on | 
part, so you shouldn't eat seriously wl 


uch for 


about my emo- 


who feels 


Ken says about my fee! 

women 

PLAYBOY: In what way are you reaction- 
ary about them? 

POLANSKI; Well, you must admit that 


most women one meets do not have the 
brain of Einstein, I have a very firm 
theory about male and female indl 
gence. Tt сањез an absoluie outrage 
you say that women on the average 
less intelligent than men, but it happi 
to be true. Since society is becom 
more a democratic about id 


(d morc 


d better not mention 


things, though, 
that, 

PLAYBOY: That's a highly debatable alle- 
gation, but in any case, Tynan wrote 
that you also dislike bright women. His 
exact as we recall, were that 
aki feels the only two acceptable 


words, 


positions for a woman are sitting down 
and Ding down. 
POLANSKI: "Thats a marvelous line, but 


it’s complete crap. First of all, my wife, 
although people may not know it, wa 
an extremely bright. person, But 
would never be pushy about her intelli 
gence dn order do show people how 
dever she was. She knew it's feminine to 
not try 10 compete with men and сет 
dominating. But I must admit that I 
nucly find an intelligent. female com- 


panion with whom I can get along, for 
the 


reason that most women who are 
г try to compete with the man, and 
t stand the competition of a female. 
PLAYBOY: Why? 

POLANSKI: Because that brings our reki 
tionship onto the wrong level. It be- 
comes like between a man and a m 
masculine relationship. Fm 100 sens 


bout à wom ior, and there 
too miny things that can put mc ой. 
Sometimes the most beautiful wor 

сап put me о completely by doing 
something ungraceful I'm by 
the way. that a sensitive wo Is the 
ame toward men. I think even more so. 


ometimes I'm charmed by the fact that 
there are women with whom vou can 
discuss the molecular theory of light all 
evening and at the cud, they will ask you 
what is your birth sign, But there is 
nothing more enjoyable than a genuinely 
brilliant female companion who doesn't 
turn the relationship into а contest of 
cgo. 

PLAYBOY: In short. y 
dominate them. 
POLANSKI: I do 
they like it! I 
regarded tod: 
But I know one women's 
who, friends tell me, is a great cock- 
sucker, By the way, what exactly is the 
women's lib position on felinio? Thar 
's OK, but only on an equal-time basis? 
And why do women sometimes use words 
like, “He's a real man”? Tt doesn’t mean 
that he knits well or that he looks alter 
the kids well, It has always m 
who is more creative, more aggressive 
than a woman, because these ihe 
qualities that have always been essent 
for the survival of our kind. 
PLAYBOY: Is there anything about wom- 
5 lib with which you would agre 
POLANSKI: Anyone with a civilized mind 
endorsed the concept of equal pay for 
equal results long before women’s lib, 
and I endorse that concept. ‘The prob- 


simply prefer to 


dominate them, 


на man 


are 


What if the 
if the man is better 


results are 


not the same? WI 


ar the job? He should be paid more. 
And vice versa, On abortion, however, I 
ce absolutely with women's lib. They 
should have control of their own bodics. 
That's obvious. But I hive noticed that 
y of these women who want to con- 
trol their own bodies dont even like 
their bodies. They are women who don't 
ke being women. Or at least they don't 
ike being feminine 

The basic premise of women's libera. 
tion is that they are in some kind of 
slavery or subservient position. Even the 


name of the movement. implies they are 
enskived. Well, this premise sounds 
quite absurd to me, because sex isn’t a 


social class; it divides humanity horizon 
tally, not vertically. A woman prolet 
become а woman capitalist. but a 
cannot become а 
The women's libbers 
t they weren't qual op 
. but what T want to know is 
were they doing when the oppor 
tunities were given? Were they just 
passed ont one fine day? Or did it hap- 
men have dominated women for 
centuries because they were superior in 


the E пу to don e the 
other s Tr ist by accident that we 
аге called Homo sapiens. If you look а 


ihe history of our species through sci 
ence, you realize that in order to sur- 
vive, we had to divide imo iwo paris, 
one that brings the offspring. the other 
that brings the means of survival, And 
once the luncuons were divided, it was 
inevitable that the abilities would come 
to be divided, and I see this as the 
source of the differences. 

PLAYBOY: Women's lib the would 
maintain that the social structure of 
prehistoric man is hardly relevant any- 
more, since times and sex roles have 
changed along with the nature of society. 
POLANSKI: I think men and women ai 
sill and will always be fundamentally 
different. even though they belong to 
the same species. Just look at men and 
women: They are physically. different, 
their organs are 


erent, their muscles 
ave different, their behavior—even as in- 
р different. How can their brains 
also not be different? If you saw another 
species in which the female role was one 
of stony dependence, you wouldn't. say 
that something was wrong with the spe 
cies, would you? If you observed the 
female spider cat the male after сори 
tion, you wouldn't say there was some: 
thing fundamentally unjust about tha 
species. That's the nature of some spidi 
You wouldn't try to "improve" their rcl. 
tionship. Somewhere along the linc, it be 
came necessuy for their survival to evolve 
this way, It is a built-in characteristic. 

PLAYBOY: Some readers may be conclud 
ing that T) ght about y 
feud the 
POLANSKI: Listen, I'm 
more progressive than а lot of libera! 


— 


s. 


ways, 
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intellectuals. I give women complete free- 
dom to come and go as they please, and 
I don't make them do anything they don't 
want to do. I want it to be clear that even 
though 1 don't say all the things I know 
I'm supposed to about this subject, I'm 
in some ways a greater admirer of wom- 
en than those who do. I love women! I 
really love them. As people, 1 hasten to 
add, not as playthings. 

PLAYBOY: Does it frustrate you, or offend 
your male ego, when you meet a woman 
jou want who seems to take no interest 
in you? Or has that ever happened? 
POLANSKI; Once, І think, it happened, 
many years ago. No. it doesn't bother 
me at all, as long as she docsu't uy to 
play games with me. 

PLAYBOY. For example. 

POLANSKI: To give ex; for me, is 
more or less like the effort of writing a 
screenplay. 1 have to sit and think, but 
if I were doing а screenplay, people 
would pay me for i 

PLAYBOY: No deal. You меге talking 
about games people play. 

POLANSKI: Let's say 1 meet a girl and she 
tries to give me the impression that she 
desires 10 go 10 bed with me that same 
evening, although 1 can sense immed 
ately that it’s not her intention. That's 
what I call games, and it lasts about ten 
minutes, Then T simply lose interest. I 
don't mind if she doesn’t want to have 
sexual relations with me. Here you must 
believe me, because most males say that. 
Hy don’t mind as long as she 
states it clearly by her behavior. 

PLAYBOY: Why do you see yourself as 
different pus most malc: 
POLANSKI: 


PLAYBOY 


bout it. Or maybe it's because enous 
of them do want me that I don’t [cel 
ected in general. 

PLAYBOY: When you tell people things 
like tha, do they consider it arrogant? 

ly. But it’s really just а 
ind of op belief in. yourself, 
which in itself seems an arrogance to 


ir that he was the greatest, the fast- 
est, etc. But this is essential to success, at 
least in certain endeavors, like film mak- 


ing or seduction. It’s like а war. Its 
necessary when you attack to be con- 
vinced that you're going to take the 


town, to be convinced that you're supe- 
rior to the foe and that food a 
and women in the town. It's incoi 
ake the town when your 
officer tells you that. you 

may take it, but then again, you m 

not, and even if you do, you may have 
112 to go on to the next town before you 


find something to eat. So, especially 
when Fm making a film, I have to pre- 
pare myself for victory. 

PLAYBOY: How do you do that? 

POLANSKI: ] run around shout 
like a butterfly, st 


пр, "Float 
ike a bee.” Unfor- 
tunately, I end up different not only to 
the people 1 work with but t my 
friends as well. 1 don't think E could do 
it any other way. | go through a con 
plete state of mental prepa из 
not a deliberate thing. as though 1 said, 
“OK, now 1 change mysi.” It's auto- 
matic. and the moment I start а film, I 
develop this certainty in myself, 1 boost 
my спо. I warm myself up by telling 
myself that I'm the best, the most tale 
ed. the genius of film making. [ believe 
the film is going to be a success, and this 
changes my attitude toward people. 1 
ask of them things T would n sk 
otherwise, Tt. projects to a!l areas of my 
life—"Do this, give me thar.” And Гуе 
learned that it must be said without the 


slightest hesitation in your attitude. or 
they won't put up with it. They'll tell 
you. “Go fuck yourself 


The problem with that it’s 
impossible to shift s 


eight 


this is 


so it’s an attitude І must live with for a 
or more at a time, and when 1 
finish a film and 1 have to become 
normal again, the withdrawal symptoms 
awe painful, and I'm undergoing them 
ight now. People are starting to hate 
me by this time. Toward the end of the 
film. I have so many enemies that 1 
consider whether I should flee the coun- 
try. But this ballsiness that everybody is 
accusing you of is necessary to deflect all 
the vicious attacks that people will make 
on your fi rt to its finish. 
If you're e of mind, you 
may find yourself yielding. so you hi 
10 make yourself psycholo; 
nerable. If I've learned one thing about 
film mak s that it requ 
tent but the sta а LO resist all these 
ker 

PLAYBOY: Who are all these attackers? 


POLANSKI: Everybody. The actors have 
their own ideas of what thei arts are 
about, the prop man has his own prob- 
Jems, the producers have their financial 
statements 10 worry about. Then comes 
the interviewer, who wants you to 

around aswer questions like this, 
and youre in the middle of these vicious, 
inhuman attacks, sometimes for a year. 
They all stubborn, 


narrow-minded bastard who doesrt ac- 
cept any criticism. They're 
told you I'm а megalom: 
to be one to mak 

cause you ha 
decision you 1 
Im wrong, I'm right Because йз my 
film. And the decision has to be minc. 
When a painter is painting a picture, 
whatever he does, it’s his picture. You can 


« it or not, but you can't s 
aying, 


nd behind 
“Хо, you shouldn't make this 
a liule more to 
the left and put some red in i 

You must understand: You 
in goal when you ma movie. 
goal is to n a of 
the film, which is somewhere visualized 


have a 


cinema of one person, and I'm the only 
one who knows how to bring this vision 
into reality. If you allow yourself to be 
vulnerable to what these people suggest, 
the movie will end up as а mongrel, or 
you'll simply abandon it and drop out 
with an ulcer. Both these solutions are 
not in my ch: Tm afraid 1 have 
acter in that sense, 
When it grabs something, there ain't no 
going back. Incidentally, the sh one 
of the oldest spe th and most 
perlectly suited to sur Il teeth and 
no brains, That's why, when ай of these 
people transform themselves into obsta- 
cles, I don’t let them interfere with the 
route I'm taking. I can't 

PLAYBOY: But surely some of these people 
have good ideas, perhaps worth listen- 
ло and incorporating into the film 
POLANSKI: 105 very difficult to be so 
narrow-minded as to stick to your own 
ideas and at the sume time to be an 
objective critic of your own work. This 
doesn’t me don't accept criti 
cism. Often I listen to somebody and it 
occurs to me that he's right, and 1 
accept the criticism, but 1 accept it be 
use J think it's right, because his er 
cism improves the film by my standards, 
not by anybody else's. 

1 really think that people seriously 
suspect there is an clement of malice in 
the way I insist on everything being 
done exacly the way 1 want i but if 
there were malice, 1 ci е you. it 
would be an acute case of masochist 
because nobody sullers more than the 
director im his struggle to get what he 
wants. Often. you know that something 
is not as it should be. You can't put 
your finger on it: you just know there is 


tiny detail, but you know it's wrong and 
won't fit with the entirety of the movie 
Yet the people around you can't under 
and why you keep repeating а see 
and more takes. Som 
ake, they start gett 
ated and nervous. І don't want 
to tell you what happens when you get 
to 55 takes. 

PLAYBOY: When did that happen? 
POLANSKI: It’s happened to me on, well, 
I think several occasions. It’s not that 
Im cavalier at other people's. expense. 
The reason for it is th 
turn out with better potenti, 
anticipated, and. that causes them to be 
more expensive, Say you necd to film a 
brief insert of a cigarette held between 
man’s fingers. Some directors would stick 


more 
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а cigarette between а man's fingers and 
film it, and that would be that, апа this 
would take a few minutes. But maybe 
the shot could be made more interestin; 
if the cigarette had a long piece of ash 
that fell at the right moment, and you 
could see the smoke better if you lit the 
scene differently, and maybe there is a 
table in the background, and maybe you 
could get something to happen аг that 
able—a_ woman's hand toying with a 
glass—and maybe there is a picce of 
floor visible behind chat hand, with 
maybe a dog playing on it. Both these 
things, the woman's hand and the dog. 
the goddamn dog, may be connected 
with the rest of the action and make it 
more intciesting. You сап increase the 
tension by having all these things hap- 
pen within the one second, or one and a 
half feet of film, of that insert, But the 
odds ave that these will not all coincide 
on the first 50 takes, so the scene is 
much more involved and time«onsum. 
ing. And who foots the tab? Hefner! 
Everyone says what a perfectionist I am, 
but Tm not a perfectionist. I just de 
nd the minimum. You know what T 


This minimalism of yours al 
ke you unnervingly over 


budget. 
POLANSKI: Billy Wilder once said, "D 


id 
you ever hear of someone s: "Lets 
go to the Roxy. The ving a 
movie ihat was made within its sched- 
ule?" The Polish proverb is: “The bet- 
ter you make your bed, the longer you 
sleep.” There's something in my charac 
ter that appears to all my financiers as 
something bad—which is that D care. 
Whereas some other directors, the ones 
who give up and yield to these attack 

do not care. The other guys who make 
pod films, as God is my witness, go over 
budget as much as I do. Only they don’t 
feel bad about it. With me, i » 
ma, Т don't sleep, I'm sick, I'm tired, I'm 
nervous wreck. You should ask my 
friends, because what I'm say may- 
ve a reputation 
as а nut casc, anyway, but ask people 
who work with me. I wish I could say I 
don't give a damn, but 1 can't, D just 
refuse to maim my films. The pressure T 
d on. Rosemary's Baby was so tremen- 
dous that T had my usual dilemma about 
over with and produce 
something mediocre or to withstand the 
ssure and produce something very 


be not plausible, as I h 


whether to get 


good. 
PLAYBOY: Tell us 

POLANSKI: Bob Evans, the creative head 
of Paramount, and Bernie Donnenfeld. 
who тап the business end of their pro- 
ductions. were receiving unbelievable 


New York, where they were 
all panicky, In corporate headqu 
they did't know what was going on and 
hey couldn't understand what the film 
all about, anyway. Already, they 


тег», 


was 


said, “Listen, Roman, we can't tike it 
any longer. The rushes are terrific, w 
couldn't be more pleased, Mia is doing a 
plastic job, it's going to be a great film 
bur what сап we do to go faster?" 
And I said. “You think you can't ta 
10 I can't either. Lers not talk about 
more. You want me to go laste 
OK. I go faster. 1 know how to finish 
last fourth of the script in about 
c days. If you go onto the back lot, 
they re shooting a television series, and 
you watch for just fifteen minutes, you'll 
realize how easy it is to go fast. I know 
how they do it. They say, ‘OK, guys. Set 
it up. Lights. Act fast. One take, In the 
cm’ We cin do a whole bunch ol 
scenes every day that way. Then what 


do vou do with it when it’s finished? 
point, Bob turned to Bernie and 


“We're masturbating.” He said, 
"Roman, why don't you go back ons 
nd do what you've been doing 
make a good movie. 
last time we talked 
his neck out for me and showed himscll 
to have quite a courage. You know 
when they all scream "Faster, laster,” it 
reminds me of the story about the gu 
who comes to a resort for a 
nd wants to seduce this 
with. He says, "Miss, I don't have 
ime. I only came for the weekend.” And 
she says. "Well. I'm dancing as fast as 
WEE 

PLAYBOY: As Tynan tells the story, у 
brazened out an episode during the film- 
ng of Macbeth when the 
ance company was ready 10 jerk you for 
being so slow. What would you have 
done if they had shut you down? 
POLANSKI: I would go home. 1 thought 
you were going to ask me what if the 
ood as a result, 
what if it hadn't been 


Jus 
And that was the 


bout it, He stuck 


weekend 
] he's danci 


going 


picture had not been 
PLAYBOY: OK, 
good, as a result? 
POLANSKI: 


l's аз if you were asking 
r Columbus what il there 
been land after flogging and 
starving all those seamen who were 
afraid of falling olf the end of the 
world. What kind of question is this? 
PLAYBOY: You make up your own ques- 
tion, pur it in our mouth and then 
complain because we ask it. 

POLANSKI: You know how to do an inter- 
view. I don’t. To express my ideas about 
life is not my profession. I'm a dilet 
me at it, so it’s not easy for me. Tve 
never given a good interview in my life, 
although I did literally hundreds of 
them before E learned how simple it is 
t0 say no to most of them, As I told you 
hefore—but you won't listen Гап not 
verbalist, 1 never was and. never will be, 
1 never tried to develop my speech, and 
the way 1 commun is rather by 


suggesting something, some atmosphere, 
some feeling. Рус always had rather v 
ual and graphic talents, and it was these 
that I developed. I don't speak well, 
although when Im with fiends and 
there is mated conversation, I 
have no difficulty in conveying my argu 
ment, you know, by gestures and m y. 
But you asked what would | do il 
they һай thrown off Macbeth. 1 
would have made another movie. There 
are people who know how to run corpo- 
ions and others who know how to 
паке films. I am one of the latter. It 
they took a film away fom me, I 
wouldnt be crushed, because 1 believe 1 
could do dozens of others just as well or 
bener, because when 1 do something 
good, it isn't a fluke, 1 don't think most 
people have any idea how much work 
and effort are being pur imo а fi 
You go to the cinema and sec a film Tike 
Macbeth set in medieval times and yo 
just assume that certain things were 
there all along. You're not aware that 
every single thing you see on that screen 
has been devised, starting with the ac 
tions of the characters. going through the 
costumes they wear, the set where they 
move about, the lights with which they're 
lit, the sound they produce, the music 
the wind that whispers in the trees. Even 
the titles, And it’s not just one long scene 
but hundreds of pieces stuck together and 
printed in color. 
directors, people with тае 
documentary or Nomvelle. Vague or un- 
derground backgrounds, resent all. these 
crews and equipment, 1 don't. 1 know 
how to deal with it. It's like one of thos: 
big yellow machines larger th: 
evs that look like gigantic 
have this sort of daw that сап fumble 
through tons of earth and pick up two 
lide stones. When you watch one of 
those, you understand about film making 
1 wouldn't know where is the end and 
the beginning of such a piece of machin 
but when you watch the ope 


an 


tor 
who sits behind all those levers with 
the urmost virtuosity and speed picks up 
these two litle stones [ 
th, you know how I feel runni 
1 know how to use this 
sform a 


tons of 


machinery 10 tr vision of my 


own into à film. I know how to deal 
with the technical problems. 
PLAYBOY: Tell us about the 
POLANSKI: More examples right 
One of my favorite ones that 1 


always had great difficulties setting onto 
film exactly what E had seen through my 
view finder before the camera has bec 
set up. E always had these problems with 
my camera operators. АН directors who 
hive firm visual, graphic views 
se problems, but I had it especi 
L Besides explaining exactly what I 
in mind and uying (0 convey it 
to the operator and per our ideas con 
formed, there always something 
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missing, and I couldn't find out what it 


was, Finally, on Rosemary's Baby, it was 
working v 


this 
mer 


and I realized 


follow my ideas, he was hardly 
than I am. And then I understood: 
was on the same altitude above sca level 
as I am. I's important that his camera 
sees exactly what I sec. On Macbeth, 
you can know that I have a camera 
operator exactly my size, and that works 
wonders, because it means he secs the 
world the way I see the world. 
PLAYBOY: Is there any larger, metaphori- 
cal point to that? 
POLANSKI: T don't th of any, but 
you're a journalist, so Im sure you 
would be able to make опе. 
PLAYBOY: Now why do you have to say 
that? 
POLANSKI: Just a  wisecrack. because 
people who write are usually inspired to 
think of metaphors on their own terms, 
not on the terms of the person telling 
the story. The fact that you asked if 
there is a metaphor implies that there is 
a strong possibility you will be insp 
to find onc. 
PLAYBOY: All right, lers ask the questi 
a different way. Is there anything of the 
Napoleonic about you—of the short man 
proving himsel 
POLANSKI: My height must have some 
effect on me, but again, I dont psy- 
choanalyze myself to disco 
tually look smaller than 1 am. How tall 
do you think Tam? 
PLAYBOY: Five fect, six? 
POLANSKI: Incredible! You are the first 
сост to give me exta. height. T five 
feet, five, which is a good size for a 
female. Maybe [ should have been born 
a girl Newsmen usually describe 
even shorter ih 
four fect in these articles they write. 
Little do they know that from my point 
of view, it doesn't seem that I'm small. 
In fact, it seems to me as if I'm a gi 
The terrible thing is that if people didi 
tell me T was short, I would never notice. 
T once had this Yorkshire te 
derful Ише dog, 
—the largest dog i 
Yorkshire absolutely terrorized the wolf- 
hound. I'm quite sure the terrier did 
realize he was smaller. 
PLAYBOY: You're also something of а 
physical-firness nut, with your exercises 
and karate kicks, and wheat germ and 
yoghurt, How did that begin? 
POLANSKI; Опе day when I was 14, Г 
looked at myself in the nd E 
said 10 myself, "Jesus, what is this?" So 
1 took a pillowcase and went down to 
where they were building a road and 
filled it up with cobblestones and 
ed exercising. І wanted to make some- 
thing of myself, so I wanted to be 
strong. At the same time, I started bicycle 
lig racing and skiing. Any kind of indi- 
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i wolfhou 


mirror 


vidual competition. I was totally unin- 
terested in any kind of team cllort like 
football. T like the drama and the glory 


s. To me, an appealing charac- 
ter iy Jackie Stewart, because he has a 
lust for glory and he fulfills 

You sec sometimes men in their 205 
who have let their bodies deteriorate 
nd they look like they're 4), and they 
look extremely tired and bored. These 
е the people who probably never had 
dreams they believed could be fulfilled. 
As a representative of a capitalist. socie- 
ty, you must forgive me for quoting 


Lenin, but he said that the essential 
qu onary is to be able to 
fantasize. To create revolution, you must 


ne its success. The same 
nd 1 was always dream- 


be able to 
is tru 


ing of n great films. 
PLAYBOY: п you were a boy, you 
mean? 


POLANSKI: Yes. Even as a child, I alwa 
loved cinema and was thrilled when my 
parents would take me before the war. 
Then we were put into the ghetto in 
Kraków and there was no cinema. but 
the Germans often showed newsreels to 
the people outside the ghetto, on a 
screen in the market place. And there 
was one partic 
could sce the scre 
е. I remember 
Gon, although all they were showing was 
the Ger rmy and German tanks, 
with occasional Jewish slogans in- 
мей оп curds. When 1 escaped from 
the ghetto, the first thing I looked for- 
wad to was the cinema. Jt was very 
cheap, since the Germans wanted people 
to go see German films, and 1 made the 
ticket money selling newspapers. It was 
regarded as something very low to go to 
the cinema, and the audience was mostly 
youngsters who weren't aware of their 
patriotic duty not го go. You could read 
slogans on the wall—oxLy 
Movies, etc. But I didn't really 
much about being called a pig as long 
as I could go. 

PLAYBOY: How do you expl. 
ation? 

POLANSKI: ] don't know why, bu 
loved it, Maybe the liking for c 
no more mysterious than my 
suspense; the show business and di 
of cinema thrilled me as much as the 
purely technical aspect of lanterna 
magica—heing able to project a pi 
on the wall and make it move. 
you set abour getting 


corner where you 
through the barbed 


job broadcasting on the child 
actor and, through that, 1 got a lead in 
a successful play in the theater. lt was 
ind of a big splash for a kid. Liter, Т 
tied to get into acting school, bur I 
didn't make it. Some of the professors. 
were actors who knew ad they 


me, 


thought 1 was too cocky. Already I was 
quite different from a majority of the 
pplicints, who were scared run- 
ning around the corridors of the drama 
school with diarrhea and show 1 the 
symptoms of submission ty. I 
didn't have any of those symptoms, so 
they thought T wouldn't be good materi- 
al to mold, and, thank God, I wasn't. 
because I would have ended up in some 
provincial theater in Poland making 
2000 оуу a month. At the time, I 
wasn’t secing much future in films, be- 


cause my father ran a small plastics 
ny, which the government consid- 
“private initiative.” That 


my political background was not the 
best, so the State School of Filn i 
Lodz seemed an imposible dre: 
cause there was a tremendous number 
of applicants, and your political back- 
ground was terribly important. 
PLAYBOY. But you did get into Lodz, 
h had the reputation at that time of 
probably the finest film school i 
the world. How did Poland, with a dr 
ical regime and а poor economy, 
come to have such a school? 
POLANSKI: І suspect that the school ha 
lost its quality, but from a few years be- 
fore I went until two or three years 
after I left, it was definitely the best film 
school in the world. I think it was just a 
happy conjunction of certain elements. 
There was a group of progressive, ex- 
tremely talented film makers in Poland 
who were in terrible diliculties before 
the war, when Polish 


to make, Some of these film makers went 
to the Soviet Union during the war to 
work on the propagand: which 
had a high priority, n they 
me back they were asked by the gov- 
"ment to start a center, because this 


there is another 
ng that among all 
is the most important 
for the Communist state. And since the 
Com m clings to dogma, they 
gave big resources to these men to create 
an institute. 

PLAYBOY. The curriculum at Lodz re- 
quired five years for a diploma. Was it 
worth while to spend that much time 
studying 
training? 
POLANSKI: When you analyze it, you sce 
how advantageous it is t0 study ci 
for five years. Resides all the pr 
training, like editing, camera of 
etc, you had courses in the history of 
art, literature, history of music, optics, 
theory of film directing—if such a chi 
exists—and so forth. The first year was 
very general and theoretical, and уоп 
got to know intimately the techniques of 
still photography, which is essential, | 
think, for anyone who later wants to be 


line in Lenin sa 
the arts, cine 


instead of getting onthe job 


new 
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an expert in cinematography. The scc 
ond year. the students made two one- 
minute films of their own. The third 
year, a documentary of cight to filteen 
minutes, The fourth year, a short fictional 
film of the same length; and then in the 
filth year. you made your diploma film, 
which could go up to 20 minutes. Mine 

s over budget; 
were scicaming at me to 
Tt was called When Angels 
all, а kind of fantasy about an old lady 
who is a public-toilet attendant, And on 
top of everything else at the school, we 
о saw an incredible number of films— 


PLAYBOY 


and not only each other's. 
PLAYEO ig films from the West? 
POLANSKI: Almost anything. The school 


was tightly connected with the Polish 
film archives and we could see anything 
we wanted. An important. part of our 
education was а baroque wooden st 
where we would sit for hours argu- 
out films, which sometimes we 
all day and all night. 
ally, the discussions became rath- 
er heated. In fact, I have а scar un- 
der my eye from one of them. There 
were schools of cinema within the 
school. My school was Citizen Kane, and 
the school of the older students, the 
ones who were about to graduate when 
1 was a cocky beginner, was The Bicycle 
Thief, and the postgraduates who wer 
sill hanging around were the Soviet 
Socialist. Realism school—films like Po- 
temkin. Ww i 

t with very fu 


films. 
PLAYBOY: Can you express them in words? 
POLANSKI: ГЇЇ try. For me, а film ha 


to have a definite dr: md visual 
shape, as opposed to a rather flimsy 
shape that a lot of films were being 
given by the Nouvelle Vague, for exam 
ple, which happened in more or less the 
same period. It has to be something 
finished. like a sculpture, alinost. some- 
thing you cam touch, that you can roll 
on the floor. Ir has to be rigorous and 
disciplined—that’s Citizen Kane vs. The 
Bicycle Thief. 

PLAYBOY: When did you n 
the Water? 

POLANSKI: In 1960. But it took a long 
time. After we wrote the screenplay, it 
was rejected by the government film 
bureau, so 1 went to France, and when I 
сате back iwo years larer, it was a 
better period politically, so I submitted 
it d they accepted it and gave 
me a very limited budget—which I went 
over, of course. 

PlAYEOY: Knife in the Water was 
original, and u l, screenplay. Where 
did you get the idea for it? 


ke Knife im 


in a 


POLANSKE Jt was the sum of several 
desires in me. I loved the lake arca of 
Poland and 1 thought it would make а 


great setting for a Мт. 1 was thinking 
118 of a film with a limited number of 


people in it as a form of challenge. T 
hadn't ever scen a film with only three 
characters, where no onc сїзє even ap- 
peared in the background. The chal- 
lenge was to make it in a мау that the 
udience wouldn't be aware of the fact 
that no one else had appeared even in 
the background. As for the idea, all I 
had in mind when I begin the script 
was a scene where two men were on а 
boat and one fell overboard. But that 
ing point, wouldn't you agree? 
PLAYBOY: Certainly, but a strange one. 
Why were you thinking about a man 
falling out of a sailboat? 

POLANSKI: There you go, asking me to 
shrink my head again. I don't know 
why. I was interested in creating a 
mood, an atmosphere, and after the film 
came ош. a lot of critics found all sorts 
of symbols and hidden mcanings in it 
that P hadn't even thought of. It made 
ic sick. 

PLAYBOY: You went back to Paris and 
stayed оп there for a couple of years— 
even after Knife had its big success in 
America. Why? 

POLANSKI: The fact that the біп was a 
success didn't make me in such great 
demand by Ameri 
did make me think that 1 should s 
the Anglo-Saxon world rather than 
main forever in France, where the fitm 
was a total flop. But those were good 
years I was writing with my 
friend Gerard Brach, and we wrote Re- 
Фоп and Cul-de-Sac dwing this pe 
od, though we couldn't find anyone to 
produce them. In France, they aren't 
looking so much for new talent аз for 
established figures. So Gerard and I 
were living in miserable conditions, I 
didn't make any money on Knife in the 
Water and we were penniless and living, 
n little hotels and places like that. 
Once we were stuffed together in a 
broom-closet sort of room where in the 
18th Century, E think, they used to stash 
one domestic—because two wouldn't 
have fit. It was virtually a cupboard, But 
I think of those years with tremendous 
nostalgia, Whenever we got together 100 
francs, we were as happy as kings. The 
rst thing was to run to the cinema to 


sec a movie. The second thing was to 
have dinner in one of the little restau 
. Germain des Prés. And the 


third thi 


was to try to pull some girls. 
nd 


Whenever I return to those cafés 
see 


the sa 
пе tables in the identical positions— 
only much older—I have а very mixed 
sensation, and these are moments of 
fear, because 1 think, * st, Z could 
ave been sitting here still. 
PLAYBOY: Was it more difficult for you to 
"pull" the girls then, before you had 
celebrity as well as notoriety, not to 
mention money? 

POLANSKI: It was much harder, not only 
because of the lack of notoriety but also 


because T didn’t have the necessary expe- 
rience. T wasn't so cool. 1 was too cage 
and I think that’s the case with every 
young ma 

PLAYBOY: What made voi 

Paris and go to the U.S 
POLANSKI: Events precipitated themselves 
suddenly. In late 1963, I was invited 
to the New York Film Festival, where 
Knife in the Water was being shown. 
The United States used to be a very 
popular country in Europe, so it way i 

my dreams to go there. 

PLAYBOY: What was your first impression 
of New York? 

POLANSKI: T had somehow imagined the 
streets of New York to be very wide. 
усту clean, with a very even surface, and 
surrounded by bright, shiny buildings. T 
found it dense and dirty and nor smooth 
at all. Ar the time, that felt familiar and 
stimulating. The theaters, the restaurants 
all seemed exciting, aud a lot of the 


decide to lea 


New York intellectuals, who didn't seem 


so left-wi 


g and tiresome at the time, T 


found very exciting—maybe because T 
didn't speak a word of English. As you 
may have noticed. Т still don't. 1 alo 


the constant competition 
v. you call it—very excit 
now it’s to an extreme that is unbe: 
ble. In those days, the vats were still 
cating cach other; now they're cating 
themselves. That makes it less exciting. 
Anyway, not long after that wip I 
was called by Gutowski, kwer my 
Iusiness partner, and he suggested t 1 
go to England to try something there. So 
I made Repulsion in London. It wa 
quickly a financial and critical success. 
You know the rest 

ptavsoy: After Repulsion and Culde- 
Sac. you drew extraordinarily strong. 
comment from the reviewers, who either 
loved you or hated you. Do you pay 
much attention to them? 

POLANSKI: In all honesty, I must say they 
were he'pful to me in the begin 
because of their sympathetic tr 
of Knife in the Water. But a co 
thing among critics, many of whom are 
frustrated fiim makers, is that they like 
to discover тан people, and if 
when the you son becomes popi 
ithe ана. def ийа Br puts 
him down. So now, when someone I 
regard as good writes a favorable review, 


found 


1 it. Orherwise, n ly 

do I read а critic оп somebody 

s film when I agree with what he 
and T think the man 


n imbecile who didn't und 
4 the film, and how could he not 
like i? Or vice versa. Then later, if I 
ad а review of my own film by the 
same man, there are only two alterna- 
tives. Either he ie a good review. 
which means Im really in trouble and T 
wonder where I've gone wrong. or h 
gives me а bad review, w а good 
sign, but it's not pleasant reading. So I 
(concluded on pag 
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fiction 
By VLADIMIR NABOKOV 
say what you will, 
the mainspring of 
life is robust romance 


UR surtease is carefully embel- 
lished with bright-colored stick- 
ers: Nürnberg. t, Kaln 


—and even Lido (but that one is 
fraudulent), We have a swarthy com- 
plexion, a network of purpleaed veins, 
а black mustache, Uimly clipped, 
and hairy nostrils. We breathe hard 
through our nose as we try to solv 
а aosword риле in ап «підт 
We are alone in a third-dass 
ome and, therefore, 


lite town. Freedom of action! Fra- 
grance of commercial travels! A golden 
hair on the sleeve of one's с Dh, 
woman, thy name is Goldie! That's 
how we called Momma and, later, our 
муа. Psychoanalytic fact; Every 
man is Oedipus. During the last wip, 
we were unfaithful to Katya three 
times, and that cost us 30 reichsmarks. 
Funny—they all Jook a fright in 
the place one lives in, but in a strange 
town they ine as lovely as antique 
hetaerac, Even more delicious, how- 
ever, might be the elegancies of a 
chance encounter: Your profile re 
minds me of the girl for whose sake 
- After one single night 
part like ships. 
possibility: She might turn out to be 
Russian. Allow me to introduce my- 
sdf: Konstantin, . .. Bener omit the 

ily name—or maybe invent one? 
Yes, relatives 

We do not know any famous Turk- 
ish general and can guess neither the 
father of aviation nor an A 
rodent. It is also not very а 
to look at the view. Fields, A road 
Birchessmirches. Cottage and cabbage 
patch, County lass, not bad, young. 

Katya is the very type of a good 
wife. Lacks amy sort of passion, cooks 
beautifully, washes her arms as far as 


He noticed с girl-sun-tanned, laughing, 
her bust enclosed in white wocl—on the 
stotion plotform and ogled her fixedly. 
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the shoulders every moi 
overbright; therefore, not jealou: 
the sterling breadth of her pelvis, one is 
surprised that for the second time now, 
she has produced a stillborn babiki 
Laborious years. Uphill all the 
Absolut marasmus in b 
ics before persuadin 
squeezing out the commission 
drop by drop. God. how one longs to 
tangle with a graceful gold-bright little 
devil in a fantastically lit hotel room! 
Mirrors, orgies, a couple of drinks. An- 
other five hours of twavel. Railroad 
ing. it is proclaimed, disposes one to this 
kind of thing. Am extremely disposed. 
Айет all, say what you will, but the 
mainspring of life is robust romance. 
Can't concentrate on business unless [ 
ke cue first of my romantic interests. 
So here is the plan: starting point, the 
fé that Lange told me about. Now, if I 
don't find anything there — 
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Crossing gate, warehouse, big station. 
Our 


traveler let down the window and 
it, elbows wide apart. Be 
tform. steam was issuing fra 
some sleeping cars, One could 
vaguely make out the pigeons changing 
perches under the lofty glass dome. Ho 
dogs cried out in treble, beer їп bari- 
tone. A girl, her bust enclosed in white 
wool, stood talking to a man, now join- 
ing her bare arms behind her back, 
swaying slightly and beating her but 
toeks with her handbag, now folding h 
arms on her chest g with onc 
foot upon the other, or else, holding he 
ndbag under her arm and with a 
all snapping sound thrusting nimble 
gers under her glossy black belt; thus 
she stood, and laughed, and sometimes 
touched her companion in a valedictory 
gesture, only to resume at once her 
twisting and turning: a sun-tanned girl 
ped-up hairdo that left h 
md а quite ravishing scratch 
her honey-hued upper arm. She does 
not look at us, but never mind, let us 
ogle her fixedly. In the beam of the 
gloating tense glance. she starts to shim- 
mer and seems 
moment, the 


a pl 


unde 


will 
through her—a refuse bin, а poste 


background 


bench: but here, unfortun: 
talline lens had to return to normality, 
for evi ng shifted; the m 
into the next carriage, the train j 
into motion and the girl took a handker- 
chief out of her handbag. Wh the 
course of her receding glide, she came 
exactly in front of his window, Kon 
tin, Kostya, Kostenka thrice kissed with 
gusto the palm of his hand, but his 
salute passed unnoticed: With rhythmical 


ely, our e 
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floated 


she 


waves of her handkerchief. 
away. 

He shut the wi 
around, saw wi 
g his mesn 


ric activities the com- 
aged to fill u 
a with their newspapers 
corner, a brunette with a powdered 
face. Her shiny coat was of gelatindike 
nan g rain, mayb 
. Decorous humor and 
our motto. 

minutes he was deep in 
ion with the passenger in the 
opposite window seat, a 
old gentleman; the 


three 


correct eye 
Ten 


theme 
factory 
ne to be 


selves with melancholic irony regarding 
industrial trends; meanwhile, the white- 
faced woman dismissed a sickly bouquet 
ne-nots to the b; e rack 
produced a magazine from 
her traveling bag, became engrossed 
the transparent process. of reading: 
Through it comes our caressive voice, 
our commonsensical speech. The 
ale passenger joined in: He w: 
gagingly fat, wore checked knickerbockers 
stuck into green stockings and talked 
about pig breeding. What a good si 
she adjusts every part you look at. The 
third man, rogant recluse, hid be- 
hind his paper. At the next stop, the 
industrialist and the expert an hogs gat 
out, the recluse retired to the dining car 
and the lady moved to the window seat. 
Let us appraise her point by point. 
expression. of eyes, lascivious 
е legs, artificial silk. What 
is better—ihe experience of a sexy 30- 
avold brunette or the silly young 
bloom of a bright-curled romp? Today 
the former is better, and tomorrow we 
point: Through the gela- 
tin of her raincoat glimmers a beautiful 
nude, seen through the 
yellow waves of the Rhir 
ly rising. she shed her coat but rev 
only a beige dress with a piqué collaret. 
Arrange it. That's right. 
“May weather," affably 
tin, “and yet the trains are still heated. 
Her left eyebrow went up and she 
swered; "Yes, it is w here, and I'm 
ally tired. My contract is finished, 
going home now. They all toasted 
me, the station bullet there is tops, I 
drank too much, but I never get 
just a heaviness in my stomach. Life 
í ard, I receive more flowers tha 


Kostya followed her 
о little?” she asked, 


anything by. The potbellied chap. who 
just left, behaved obscenely. How he 
stared at me! I feel as if 1 had been on 
this train for a long, long time, and 1 

m so very anxious to return to my cozy 
lite apartment. far from all that. flurry 

nd daptrap and rot.” 

"Allow me to offer you," said Kostya. 
"something to palliate the offense 

He pulled from under his backside a 
square pneumatic cushion, its rubber 
covered in speckled satin: He alw 
had it under him during his flat, hard, 
hemorrhoidal trips. 

And what about yourself? 
red. 

“Well manage, we'll manage. 1 must 

ask you 10 rise a little. Excuse me. Now 
sit down. Soft, isn't i? That part is 
especially sensitive on the road." 
k you," she said. "Not all men 
are so considerate. I've lost quite a bit 
of fesh lately. Oh, how nice! Just like 
traveling second-class.” 

“Galanterie, Cnádigste," 


she in- 


Kosten. 
h us. Yes, 


ther had gone for 
ds of his manor 
h ап old раї, а well-known general. 
‘They happened to meet a peasant wom- 
little old h; you know, with a 
ick—and my 
father took off his hat. Th prised 
the general, and then my father said: 
‘Would your Excellency really want a 
simple p to be more courous 
than a member of the gentry?” 

“I know a Russian—I'm sure you've 
heard his name, too—let me see, what 
was it? Baretski . .. Baratski, . . . From 
Warsaw. He now owns a drugstore in 
Chemnitz. Baratski . . . Baritski, I'm sure 
you know him? 

"D do Russia is a big country. 
Our family estate was about as large 
as your Saxony. And all has bcen lost, all 
has been burned down. The glow of the 
fire could be seen at a distance of seventy 
ilometers. My parents were butchered 
in my presence. I owe my life to a 
faithful retainer, a veteran of the T 
ish campaign. 

“How terrible.” she said, “how very 
terrible! 

"Yes, but it inures one. I escaped, 
disguised as a country girl. In those days, 
I made a very cute little maiden. Sol- 
diers pestered me, Especially one beastly 
fellow. . . . And thereby hangs а most 
comic tale. 

He told his tale. “Pfui! she uttered, 


not. 


after that came the era of 


ito the kitchen. 
le! те go, 


"Goodness me, соп?! you wait 
's indecent.” However, when 


he pressed her against the toble, she started to giggle helplessly. 


wanderings and a multitude of trades. 
At onc time I even used to shine shoes 
—and would scc in my dreams the pre- 
cise spot in the garden where the old 
butler, by torchlight, had buried our 
icestral jewels, There was, I remember, 
a sword, studded with diamond«——" 
“TI be back in a minute,” said the lady. 
The resilient cushion had not yet had 
time to cool when she again sit down 
upon it and with mellow grace recrossed 
her legs. 
nd, moreover, two rubies, that big, 
then stocks in а golden casket, my father's 
epaulets, a string of black pearls —” 
es, many people are ruined at pres- 
em,” she remarked with a sigh, and 
continued, again raising that left eye- 
brow: “I. too, have experienced all sorts 
of hardships. E had a husband, it was a 
dreadful marriage, and 1 said to myself: 
nough! I'm going to live my own 
way. For almost a ycar now, I'm not on 
speaking terms with my parents—old 
people, you know, don't understand the 
young—ind it affects me deeply—some- 
es I pass by their house and sort of 
dream of dropping in—and my second 
husband is now goodness, in Ar- 
к he writes me absolutely marvel- 
ous letters, but I will never return to 
another m the direc- 
„ a very sedate gentle- 
he adored me, nted me to bear 
him a child, and his wife was also such a 
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dear, so warmhearted—much older than 
he—oh, we three were such friends, 
went boating on the lake in summer, 


but then they moved to Frankfurt. Or 
take actors—such good, gay people—and 
affairs with them are зо kameradschaft- 
lich, there's no pouncing upon you, at 
once, at once, at once. . . .” 

In the meantime Кому 
know all those parents 
he’s making up everything. Very attrac- 
tive, though. Breasts like a pair of pig- 
gies, slim hips. Likes to tipple, apparently. 
Let's order some beer from the diner. 

‘Well, some time later, there was 2 
lucky break, brought me heaps of mon- 
с L had four apartment houses in Ber- 
lin. But the man whom I wusted, my 
friend, my partner, deceived me, . . . 
Painful recollections. I lost a fortune 
but not my optimism; and now, 
sod, despite the Depres 
Apropos, let me show you something, 


refleced: We 
nd directors. 


se with the swanky stickers 
ined (among other meretricious ar- 
ticles) samples of a highly fashionable 
kind of vanity-bag looking gle 
things neither round nor squar 
Phantasie—shaped, say, like a daisy or a 
butterily or a heart. Meanwhile came the 
beer. She examined the litle mirrors 
and looked in them at herself; blinks of 
light shot across the compartment. 
downed the beer like a trooper and with 
the back of her hand removed the foam 
124 from her orange-red lips. Kosienka fondly 


ise and 
ht, let's 


replaced the samples in the vi 
put it back on the shelf. All r 
“Do you know—I keep looking at you 
and imagining that w 
о. You resemble to à 


absurd degree a 
gitl—she died of consumprion—whom 1 
loved so much that 1 almost shot myself, 


Yes, we Russians are 1 eccen 
tics, but believe me, we can love with 
the passion of a Rasputin and ihe naïveté 
of a child. You are lonely and I am lone- 
ly. You are free and I am tree. Who, 
then, cm forbid us to spend several 
pleasant hours in а sheltered love пем 

Her silence was enticing. He left his 

eat and sat next to her, He leered. and 
rolled his eyes, and knocked bis knees 
together, and rubbed his hands, as he 
gaped at her profile. 

"What is your destination 

Kostenka told her 

“And I am returning to——" 

She named a city famous for its cheese 
production. 

ТАП right, ГЇЇ accompany you and 
tomorrow continue my journey. Though 
I dare not predict anything, madam, I 
have all grounds to believe that neither 
you nor I will regret it.” 

The smile, the eycbrow. 

“You don’t even know my name vet.” 


i?" she asked. 


“Oh, who cares, who cares? Why 
should one have a name?" 
"Here's mine,” she said and produced 


g card: Sonja Bergman 
“And I'm just Kostya, Kost 


nonsense. Call me Kostya, right?" 
An end " А nervous, 
supple interesting al Well be 


there in half an hour. Long live 
happiness, ruddy health! A long night 
of double-edged pleasures. Sec our com- 
plete collection of caresses! Amorous 
Hercules! 

The person we nicknamed the recluse 
returned from the diner and flirtation 
had to be suspended. She took several 
snapshots out of her handbag and pro- 
ceeded to show them: "This girl's just a 


friend. Here's а very sweet boy, his 
brother works for the radio station. In 
this one 1 came out appallingly. That's 
my leg. And here—do you recognize this 
person? Гус put spectacles on and a 
bowler- cute, is 

We are on the point of arriving. The 
little cushion has been returned with 
many thanks. Kostya deflated it and 

pped it The train 


began braking. 
"Well, so long.” said the lady. 
Energetically and gaily he c 
both suitcases—hers, a small fi 


er one, 
«b his, of a nobler make, The glass- 


topped station was shot through by three 
us of dusty sunlight. The sleepy re- 
cuse and the forgotten forget-me-nots 
rode away. 

© completely mad; 


she 


Before checking his bag, he extracted 
from it a pair of fat folding slippers. At 
the taxi stand there remained onc cab. 

“Where are we going?" she asked. 
“To a restauran 

“We'll fix something to eat at your 
place,” said terribly impatient’ Kostya. 
“That will be much cozier, Get in. Its а 
better idea. I suppose he'll be able to 
fifty marks? Гуе got only big 
No, wait a sec, here's some small 
Come on, come on, tell him where 
to go." 

The inside of the cab smelled of kero- 
sene. We must not spoil our fun with 
the small fry of osculatory contacts 
Shall we get there soon? What a dreary 
town. Soon? Urge becoming intolerable. 
That firm 1 know. Ah, we've arrived. 
pulled up in front of an old, 
k house with green shutters. 
They climbed to the fourth landing and 
there she stopped and sai ad what 
if there's somebody else there? How do 
you know that ГЇЇ let you in? What's 
that on your lip?" 

“A cold sore,” said Kostya, “just а cold 
sore. Hurry up. Open. Lers dismiss the 


whole world and its troubles. Quick. 
Open.” 
They entered. A hallway with a large 


drobe, a kitchen and a small bed- 


room. 


o, please май. Fm hungry, We 
shall first have supper. Give me that 
fifty-mark note, I'll take the occasion to 


change it for you. 

“AIL right, but for God's sake, hurry,” 
sid Kostya, rummaging in his wallet 
here's no need to change anything, 
here's a nice tenner.” 

"What would you like me to bu 
hing you want. I only be 
seech you to make haste. 

She left. She locked him in, using 
both keys, Taking no chances. But what 
loot could one have found here? None. 
In the middle of the kitchen floor, a 
dead cockroach kiy on its back, brow 
legs stretched out. The bedroom con- 
tained one chair and а lace-covered 
wooden bed. Above it, the photograph of 
a man with fat checks and. waved | 
was nailed to the spotty м: 
down on the chair and in a twinkle 
substituted the morocco slippers for h 
mahogany-red street shoes. Then he shed 
his No-folk. jacket, unbuttoned his lilac 
braces and took off his starched collar. 
There was no toilet, so he quickly used 
the kitchen sink, then washed his hands 
and examined his lip. The doorbell rang. 

He tiptoed fast to the door, placed his 
eye to the peephole but could see noth- 
The person behind the doo 
and the copper ring was he: 
knock. No matter—we can't det 1 
n if we wish to. 
asked Кому 
i the door 

(concluded on page 30 


insinuat- 


“The talk around Bethlehem is that we're Jesus freaks.” 
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


don't bother, The breaking point for me 
was Cul-de-Sac, which in my opi is 
the best thing I've ever done. If I'm 


remembered for something Гуе done in 
the cinema, it will be for this film, But 
it got terrible reviews. 

PLAYBOY: How do you expla 


n that? 


POLANSKI t, because it was ahead of 
iis time й у. like Dr. Strangelove, 
which is one of the cinema's classics but 


came out two or three years too soon. 
And second, because critics are in gen- 
eral dumb and didn't understand the 
film. And third, because the more а r 
s own piece and 
v he is. He's more 
interested in showing his own brilliance 
than in seriously assessing a film for the 
reader. 
PLAYBOY: You said Cul-de-Sac is your best 
work, Why do you think so? 
POLANSKI: I think it is the most cincmat- 
ic of all my films. and remember that in 
a way, T sce myself as а techn 
thats very important to me. 
most cinematic because it's a piece that's 
virtually untranslatable other 
medium. Popularity and reviews mean 
thing in this judgment. The films that 
are considered masterpieces, like Citizen 
Kane or L'Avveniura or A Space Odyssey, 
when you look back and start going 
through the reviews to find out how they 
‚ you're often 
surprised to find th; was not that well. 
Somchow certain films make their reputa- 
tion throughout the history of cinema 
despite the critics and often despite the 
public, and sometimes despite both. I 
think Cul-de-Sac is already on the way, 
from what I hear about it whenever T 
talk to young people or cinema buffs. 
Cul-de-Sac is going to be a very durable 
movie. 
PLAYBOY: For all those who've panned 
you, there are some writers in the film 
journals, especially in Europe, who rank 
you among the handful of the world’s 
great directors, Would you agree w 
them? 
POLANSKI: Сис! There aren't very 
many great directors. 1 think about five 
ог vw like Fellini, Kubrick —- No, 
wait a minute. 1 can cither say that I'm 
one of the five or six best directors 
without naming the rest or T can name 
my five or six favorites without telling 
you that I think Pm a part of this 
group, because to do that would seem 
too presumptuous. Which do you prefer? 
PLAYBOY: Both. Before we finish this i 
terview, there's one subject we haven't 
even touched on: politics. Though you 
crossed the fron Curtain to live and work 
in the capitalist West, nothing you've 
id has indicated even а passing interest 


were received at the tin 


don't think a knowledge of it is essent 


(continued from page 118) 


to lead an intellectually satisfying life. 
You сап be involved with society with 
out being at all interested in politics. 1 
used to be quite political, but I quit 
when I understood that I couldn't do 
much about the situation. ГИ tell you 
exactly my motivations. because this one 
I know the answer to. You know already 
my dharacter. You know that Um deter- 
mined when T set out to do something, 
and when Fm determined, T do it. T set 
а goal and T desperately try to achieve 
it, When I'm not able to achieve what I 
want to. T become desperately angry and 
frustrated, and that's the feeling 1 have 
for politics. When 1 was in my 20s and 
1 Poland, I was concerned, and 
gradually 1 understood that a'l my cf- 
forts were so futile that T was reduced to 
ome kind of mental masturbation. So I 
just stopped trying. I think that if I had 
chosen politics for a full-time career, I 
would certainly not only talk about it 
but I would do a lot about it. In gener- 
al. though, I think that people who go 
into politics are a pretty stupid, unin- 
cd race. I suspect that politics is 
quite easy, and the fact that the results are 
so poor everywhere is primarily because 
mostly second-rate people so into it 
Really talented and ambitious people are 
usually interested in other fields of life. 
My perceptions of this occured. about 
the same time I understood one other 
thing that I think also kept me away 
from politics, and that is the essential 
problem of human character, as e; 
ined so well by Oscar Hammerstei 
— ihat too many people аге too early in 
their lives too certain of too many 
things. So they are ready to die or kill 
for these things. You gradually come to 
understand that whichever side thev're 
on, it's only by accident. The same baby 
who grew up as a Protestant in Ireland 
could just as easily have grown up as a 
Catholic in Ireland, so this man is fighi 
ing against someone he could have very 
easily been himself, My point i 
what fucks up the world is idealism. 
Tdealism is usually associated with th 
good guys, but TH tell you, whoever is 
ard of the Ku Klux 
Klan is as much an idealist in his mind 
as anyone che who believes deeply 
his convictions and is willing to die for 
them or have others killed for th 
These people don't expose their. preju- 
dices to а healthy doubt. 
PLAYBOY: You hardly seem one to cr 
cize others for lack of self-doubt. 
POLANSKI: My self-confidence has to do 
not political activ- 
ity. These political idealists Fm. talking 
about are the do-gooders who want to 
do their number for the best interests of 
other people, not themselves. I do it for 
myself, not for some ideal of what I 
think is best for other people and for 


ng 


future generations, There is a whole 
world of difference. 
PLAYBOY: Before we leave the subject, 


сап we persuade you to give us some 
general idea, using at least broad con- 
labels, about whether you con- 
elf on the left or the righ 
1 definitely don't identify with 
n America. but that 
I have any nostalgia (0: 


doesn't 
communism. Come to think of it. 1 do 


mean nos 


know one certainty about politics: Com 
munism is a system that doesn't work. 
Terrible things happen when you start 
going against bum: 
lived under communism, I c 
this is exactly what it does. It's basically 
structured on the assumption that every 
body will be performing according to 
good will, according to the needs of 
the society, which is absolutely divorced 
from any conception of human nature. 
The result is expressed in another con- 
temporary Polish proverb: “Czy sie stoi 
czy sie lezy 2000 sie nalezy"—which Tl 
bet is the first Polish senten that 
PLAYBOY has ever published [It is—Ed.] 
—so don’t misspell it. It means; "Wheth 
er you're standing up or lying down, they 
still pay you your 9000 zlotys” Most 
people are lying down. 

Tm more sympathetic to capitalism. 
because it's not an artificial system that 
was invented by a group of brilliant 
people. It’s a stage to which people 
naturally evolved. It's пог the ideal sys. 
tem. Far from it. Anyone with any feel 
ing has to be outraged by things like 
Vietnam, but I don't think there is 
ing about it that’s peculiar to capi- 
talism. I always hear that this war made 
America lose her virginity, but the truth 
is chat this war buggered America. If the 
Soviet Union found herself in a similar 
situation, I can assure you she would 
deal with the problem the same way— 
only faster, as it happened in Hungary, 
Poland and Czechoslovakia. God, poli 
tics is so vague. I don't want to talk poli 
tics. E really only do it when it’s thrust 
upon me, mostly by intellectual. friends, 
ad I end up spending my energy 
unnecessary arguments, So let's talk about 
something els: i 
PLAYBOY: One more question; What are 
your plans, now that you've finished 
Macbeth? 
POLANSKI: T don’t 


ike to make plans, T 
don't know what ГЇЇ be doing. TIL make 
another film. but I don't know what 
There's only one thing for sure: There 
will be no castles, no crowd scenes, no 
special cflects, no horses, no costumes— 
preferably no clothes at all Just wo 
people on the 1 «А perhaps nor so 
much dialog as interview. As T 
told. yo t a man of words, and 
I've run completely out of them. I'm 
drained. Enough said, гілувот, OK? 
PLAYBOY: OK. 
Bü 


“So you wanna 
tie me to the 
bedposts and do 
the trick with 
the frozen scampi? 
So what 
else is new?” 


n 


NEW YORK—ATOWN WITHOUT FOREPLAY 


it's all there, anything you like, and forget about the please and thank you 


article By BRUCE JAY FRIEDMAN 


Y Looks more or less the same. Approaching, say, 

from the Queensboro Bridge at 59th Street, the 
buildings still appear majestic, confident, imperious, 
like players in some magnificent backfield or, for 
the more extravagant, like sentries at the gates of 
Olympus. The much«alkedabout pollutive scree 
hangs above the city; but since there is no wa 
actually to sec it at work on the lungs, the effect 
muted and cinematic, the work of an ambitious new 
film director, shaky on character, secure when it 
comes to giving his picture a "look." From a dis- 
tance, it is all quite safe and manageable; but closer 
in, when the view becomes hot and stupendous and 

s dear you're not dealing with a picture postcard, 
even the cool customer sucks in his breath а bit. 
Coming in on steerage, the immigrants felt it, of 
course, and the local who has been wandering i 
foreign lands experiences it more sharply than 
one, But even the commuter, struggling bumper to 
bumper from Hicksville, exhausted before the day 
has begun, has been known to revive somewhat, as 
though slapped by а M. Avenue skin bracer, 
on catching that first exhilarative shock of the cit 
There is much of this in the approach to San Juan, 
the look of Rome from the Hills, the first sight 
of the Pacific and even dropping down over St. Louis 
—a sense of new and dangerous possibilities—but 


in the case of New York City, there scems to be a 
higher ante, more wild cards to the deck. Making 
first contact with this town, that elevator dropping 
junkie's rush of excitement has to do with the fact 
that no matter how many times a visitor has been 
elbowed away from the table or come home tapioca 
city, there are more chances in New York that the 
dice will pass his way again; the list is long of those 
who've rolled their way back to a piece of the casino. 

The man who has been away for a decade or two 
would still find New York City in 1971 recognizable. 
Great stecland glass towers, boxlike, geometric, have 
been thrown up at what often seems like the rate of 
опе a day. Enormous hooker squadrons patrol the 
center of the city. At each midtown corner, men in 
undershirts sell dollar belts (Who wears all those 
belts?) Cops confusingly wear beards and Wild West 
mustaches and very tough Irish barroom types, even 
more confusingly, have taken on the skinny, bare 
armed poignant hippie look. Women snippily prance 
along, managing in their hot shorts to show more ass 
от, more accurately, more toochis, than all the nudes 
in Calcutta, all assuming the arrogant New York 
look, which says it's your problem, buddy, not theirs. 
Black dudes in tilted hats, floorlength coats and 
pants that seem painted to their legs hop along 
Third Avenue as though they alone know thc 


~ons and is wili 


ut have others 
зе people don't ex 

оа healthy doubt. 
ardly seem с 


You 


for lack af self? 
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ultimate secrets of the city, which they 
probably do. Pimpmobiles, priced at 
$18,000, lead the trathe parade, Henry 
Ford's dream as seen by Fellini. Yet it is 
still recognizably New York. Lindy's is 
gone and the Latin Quarter has been 
interred, but the park is untouched and 
the Plaza still holds court at 59th and 
Fifth like an elegant old lady. There is a 
sold-out show at the Winter Garden and 
you can still get a bag of hot chestnuts on 
any Broadway corner. (Three are good, 
12 are lousy.) You can't meet someone at 
the Astor, but you can join forces at the 
Algonquin. To the man who has been 
away for a while, what slowly begins to 
seem unusual is not the look of the city so 
much as the balance sheet of it, a little 
weird, a little tilted. An clderly woman, 
sitting alone at an East Side restaurant, 
suddenly flings bottles and glasses at а 
wall mirror. To the one diner who takes 
exception to her behavior, the head- 
waiter explains, “She comes from a very 
well-to-do fa A well-dressed gentle- 
п walks briskly into the emergency 
ward at Bellevue Hospital and tips his 
hat to the reception clerk. He has an ice 
pick in his head. To catch his new date 
by surpi n actor, successful with 
women, sure of his moves, reaches be- 
neath the table to fondle her toes and 
finds one missing. "My lover," she says 
with a bored drag of her cigarette. 
seem to attract the wrong kind of men, 
In restaurants, people who get a 
choice sit with their backs to the wall, 
the way they once did in Laredo. An 
accidentally dropped plate has diners 
clutching their chairs expecting the 
worst. In New York City, 1971. paranoi 
is the new reality. There really are 12 
people waiting on а corner to get you. 
Ata St. Mar foods shop, a 
man with dead eyes asks а young guitar- 
for onc of his tempura shrimps is 
rejected. and docs a series of Oriental 
attack gestures at the heavens, an ob- 
vious loony. But then he systematically 
chops the youth to the floor while the 
other patrons stare at their food, all of 
it muffled, soundless, TV entertainment 
in a glass booth. A man is staked out 
and trapped in a car lot by his girl- 
friend's husband, an айтап, puffy, out of 
shape. "Go near my wife again and ГЇЇ 
kill you." says the husband, a respecta- 
ble, time-honored warning. But instead 
of a clenched fist, he produces a yard- 
long blade, balances it on one finger, 
flings it up in the air, catches it on the 
tip of another finger, passing it along 
from finger to finger in that style. The 
cused gets the message and will not 
approach the woman again. But where 
did the айтап learn such violent artist 

ry? Two old friends meet, after many 
wears. Each notices a bulge in the other's 
hip. Both admit to carrying weapons. 
They are not cops, they don't have dan- 
gerous jobs. They are not on their way 

130 to do something tricky. But they live in 


PLAYBOY 


the city of New York, “Somebody starts 
says one of them, “and he's carrying 
his shit, I want to be carrying my shit.” 
A tall yellow-haired model, perhaps 
Swedish, approaches a black man at a 
cabaret in the West Village as though 
she is going to embrace him. She does. 
with a glass water pitcher, сгасі 
across his head, The black man, his 


ace 


an intricately stenciled map of blood, 
walks inside to the Chinese chef, who is 
being blown by a pretty neighborhood 
thday. 


freak 10 commemorate his 
(Chefs get a lot of unsolicited 
New York. Girls are always saying let's 
ро in and do something nice for Ming.) 
rhe chef exuricates himself. moment 
ily, treats the wound with towels 


nd 


the black man returns to finish his din- 


ner. An entire city, chopping, tearing, 
slashing, clawing itself to shreds, all of it 
muffled, soundless, the stuff of dreams, 
covered over by a thin, cocained veil. 
"You're afraid to goddamn fight in this 
city,” says "Inspector" Pat Doyle, 26 
years a suspenders-wearing Front Page— 
style crime reporter for the tabloid Dai- 
ly News. “The day when two gentlemen 
could hang up their coats amd go о 
side to seule their differences in а manly 
way is long gone. One will be a speed 
freak with a stiletto. One of the combat- 
ants’ eyes will be gouged out. Your top 
mobsters don't condone 1 incidental- 
ly. When I broke in, crime had some 
class to it, You'd have your occasional 
garrouing or find a guy in a trunk or 
there'd be a shotgun killing. But today, 
a mother in Queens gets mad at her son 
and chops his head off. Now, what is 
that? The police have to have guys 
dressing up like women. with balloons 
for tits. They're shooting cops right in 
the detective squad room. You cant go 
to the zoo. 

“Do you realize.” 
near tears on this one, 
of New York, a man h 
into police headquarters" 

Late at night. apart from а few spar- 
kled dusters of “singles” outside the 
ast Side bars and some sightless junkies 
who slip through the streets like dazed 
moths, the city has an occupied look to 
Footsteps from behind sound like bombs 
dropping. Strangers pass one another 
heads down, 2s though eye contact would 
mean electrocution. An clevator ride with 
someone unknown becomes а combat 
mission in the dark. A man goes to the 
South Bronx to visit his 70-year-old 
father, who is grateful that his apartment 
has been knocked over only twice. There 
are 35 tenants in the bu ig and 27 
keep German shepherds. These people 
are not pet lovers. Only near morning. 
when the newspaper delivery trucks hurl 
their wired paper bundles up onto the 
sidewalk and the garbage grinders begin 
to whine and grumbl there some 
break in the tension. The sun smacks 


says Doyle, and he's 
“thar in the city 
to be buzzed 


against the giant glass towers with feroci 
ty, as though it would prefer to tear it 
all down 


come about? Once, 
nt being sm. 
ing outside Yanke 
y Keller, delicious р 
ed milk shakes that the drugstore owner 
let you make yourself, terrific, towering 
stickball flies. Everybody had а 
name—Doodle, Doggie, Мый, Half-Ass, 
Pickles; each fellow, with a separate 
style, was a little traveling show unto 
himself, one famous for going into sew 
ers for los balls, another for a cute 
move he made at first base, another for 
allegedly being able to suck himself off. 
for being deaf, for outrageously being a 
Phillies fan with the Polo Grounds and 
the New York Giants only six blocks 
away. Irish kids were tough, Polish guys 
were strong, Italian kids were tough, col 
огей guys had fast hands, some Jewish 
kids were tough, although most tended 
to wrestle and not punch in the face. 
Come to think of it, everyone was a 
litle tough, but knives were something 
that occurred only in Mexican bandit 
movies. Every class had a refugee from 
Germany (usually called "Ref"). who 
had poor bladder control. The wildest 
event in the world was a girl getting 
her period, and even wilder was when 
a teenager, after а lot of arguments 
with her sick father, went downtown to 
become a whore (pronounced who-a). 
Only one girl per block "put out," usu 
ally the super's daughter, and а sex club 
had to do with a wild Jewish girl tal 
four guys up to her apartment and flash 
ing her panties; if the crowd on hand 
was really fast. she would take a shower, 
Later, she would be sent to a special 
school. Fags had not been invented 
quite yet, and if there was one around, 
he wore enough make-up for the kabuki 
theater. Do n was the magic word, 
ihe pearl of the New York oyster. 
Greenwich Village was very cute (bunch 
of "bohemians" lived down there); the 
black folks strutted their stuff up in 
Harlem, Brooklyn was more of what you 
had in the Bronx, people probably lived 
on Park Avenue, although you didn't 
know any. and your father's boss had a 
house out on Long Island —bur. down- 
town, that slab of grown-up fun and 
mystery tha from 42nd Street on 
the West Side to the edge of Central 


this 


Park on 59th. was where the jewels were 
stashed, Above 59th, you might as well 
be . Getting there was a big 


dressing up in a sports jack 
€t, delicious one-cent subway gum, t 
ing the wheel in the front car of the 
express train as though you were the 
опе negotiating the lonely curves, Hot 
pretzels, shows with Jack Haley, Bobby 
Clark, Martha Raye and 20 hotrumped 
cals picked for tits and ass—since this 
(continued on page 336) 
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ILLUSTRATION BY JAMES GRASHOW 


oasis 


in-flight movies take a back seat when the mxaxsxh maniacs offer jet passengers а live fertility rite 


fiction By RICHARD HOOKER  naviNc мове or ress outlasted the enemy, the Korean War and the U.S. 
Army, the men of M*A*S*H put on civilian clothes and went their separate ways. From the 4077 Mobile Army 
Surgical Hospital, Dr. “Trapper” John McIntyre went to New York to practice cardiac surgery; Dr. "Duke" Forrest 
went south; Dr. Oliver Wendell ("Spearchucker") Jones became chief of neurosurgery at University Hospital in 
Philadelphia; and Dr. Benjamin Franklin (“Hawkeye”) Pierce went home to Maine. They all seemed to have found 
what they'd wanted—except for Hawkeye. He was restless. There was something missing from life at the Spruce Har- 
bor VA Hospital. He went to the big city for a couple of years of training in thoracic surgery; then, when he went back 
to Spruce Harbor to start his own practice, a devious scheme began to form in his mind. But how do you lure, entice, 
decoy or seduce three eminent physicians to the rustic shores of the Pine Tree State? Only (continued on page 158) 


S*E*X COMES TO THIEF ISLAND 
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humor By DAVID STEVENS and ALFRED DEBAT a puppy-kicking з 


twenty-question quiz designed to measure your scroogeworthiness 


GEORGE BERNARD SHAW put it rather nicely when he called Christmas "an in- 
decent subject; a cruel, gluttonous subject; a drunken, disorderly subject; 
a wasteful, disastrous subject; a wicked, cadging, lying, filthy, blaspl 
and demoralizing subject,” concluding that if he had his way, “anyone who 
looked back to it would be turned into a pillar of greasy saus " Ebenezer 
Scrooge, however, was a bit more succinct. ** If I could work my will,” said 
Scrooge indignantly, ‘every idiot who goes about with “Merry Christm 
on his lips should be boiled with his own pudding, and buried with a stake 
of holly through his heart.” So now that the holidays are once again upon 
us, here's a quiz designed to plumb the depths of your own acid content. 
Simply take a pencil and mark your answers to the following 20 questions 
(only one answer per question, please). Then check the scoring box at the 
And if you don't like what you learn, don't call us; we'll 


mous 


end of the qui 


be busy evicting deadbeat paraplegics while the snow's still on the ground. 5 


1 OK, so you've settled back in your 
favorite easy chair, fixed yourself a 
drink and are ready to Бе 
take a look at the four pictures on this 
page—really study them, noting all the 
details—then choose which, in your 
opinion, most graphically portrays the 

of Christmas: 


2 Now choose which of the following 
four objects you would be most in- 
clined 10 decorate your house or aparı 
men's front door with at Cl 


a. A holly wreath trimmed with an- 
tique ornamens 

b. The Virgin 
glitters 

с. A scarletfever quarantine card 

d. А pressuretype Claymore mine 


le out of 


‘Think back to Charles Dickens’ im 
mortal tale A Christmas Carol for а 
moment, then select which of the four 
you most closely identify with 

а. Tiny 
b. Tiny 
c€ Tiny Tim's crutch 

d. Tiny Tim's tombstone 


Assuming that you could i 
sported by magic carpet а 
in the world on Christmas morning, 
you would choose: 

Your own warm bed 


b. The Ү. М.С. А. steam room on 
Fast 47th Street in Ma an 

c Barracks B, Pa Island, South 
Carolina 


d. Месса 


Christmas Eve at the Vice 

house and Santa's up on 

the roof, about to come down the 

chimney. In his bag for Agnew is: 

Spiro's first wide tie 

A David Eisenhower doll that si 

the first cight bars of Г Got Plenty 

of Nothing 

с A year's supply of Prepar: 
and a whoopee cushion 

4. Twenty 1.0. points 


Which of the aromas listed below 
would you most likely identify with 
your childhood Ci 
а. Chestnuts roasting on 
b. Jack Frost roasting on an open fire 
с. А wet Bulgarian dancing bear 

d. A brimming bowl of Bon Vivant 

vichyssoise 


Assuming that you have no other 
choice, which of the following would 
you pick to play Santa Claus? 

a. Orson Welles 

b. Orson Bean 

c. Kate Smith, in drag 

d. Kate Millett, not in drag 


Let's suppose that you'w 

down for a long winter's nap, when 

suddenly, out on the Iawn, there's a 

tremendous clatter—eight tiny carol 

ets singing /t Came upon a Midnight 

Clear and shaking sleigh bells. Under 

these conditions, you would be most 

prone to: 

a. Light up your plastic Rudolph, the 
Red-nosed Reindeer 

b. Light up your plastic Rudolph 
Valentino 

c. Light up your plastic Rudolf Friml 

d. Light up your plastic Rudolf Hess 


Imagine that youre sitting in your 
living room on the night of December 
24, when a pair of shiny black boots 


appears in your fireplace. You'd most 
likely think: 


. Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa 
Claus. 
b. Those damn Hendersons never 
phone ahead. 
c ls that sonof janitor 


rocked again? 
d. Quick, flush the s 


101! you were to spy your neighbors 
across the street setting up a H-piece 
cardboard Nativity, complete with 
motorized nodding camels and rocking 
manger, your first thought would be: 
a. At least they remember his birthday. 
b. At least it hides that godawful 

birdbath. 
c. 1 always thought they were assholes. 
d. 1 always thought they were Jewish. 


Ц In your opinion, which statement best 
conveys the spirit of the Thomas Nast 
illustration above? 

a. “Another stocking to fill.” 

b. “I told them IUDs work better 
than the pill." 

© “This kid ought to be worth at 
least 20 grand!” 

d. “The аг asleep. Now for that 

horny baby sitter.” 


12 The picture above inspires you to per 
form which of these actions: 
a. Cry a little 


b, Laugh a little 
€. Puke a little 
d. Puke a lot 


13 Which of the following Christmas 
presents would you be most likely to 
give 10 а former girlfriend? 

а. A round-trip ticket to Christmas 
Island 
b. А one- 
Island 
c A сап of feminine-hygiene spray 

filled with Elmer's glue 
d. A wet Bulgarian dancing bear 


to Christmas 


y ticket 


you could come downstairs on 

stmas morning and find one of 

the following items under your tree, 
which wonld you select? 

a. Life memberships in the Wayne 
King, Wayne Newton and Wayne 
Morris fan dubs 

b. A six-hour tape of Allen Ginsberg 

chanting "Om" 

А certificate to ten Greck-type mas 

sages at Ready Eddie's masseuse 

parlor 

d. Two Seconals and a glass of water 


ми 
a 


15 In the familiar carol The Twelve Days 
of Christmas, a true love presents his 
beloved with a series of colorful gifts. 
Of the four gifts listed below, which 
one is incorrect? 

а. Ten lords laying 

b. Six geese a-goosing 

c. Eleven pipers popping 

4. Twelve drummers drooling 


16 Think carefully for а moment, then 
pick the quote that best sums up your 
attitude toward Christmas 
a. “Deck the halls with boughs of 

holly, 

Fn la la la la, la la la la. 

"Tis the season to be jolly, 

Fa la la la la, la la la la. 

Don we now our gay apparel, 

Fa la la, la la la, la la la 

Troll the ancient yuletide carol, 

Fa la la la la, la la la la. 

Sce the blazing yule before us, 

Fa la la la la, la la la la. 

Strike the harp and join the chorus, 

Fa la la la la, la la la la. 

Follow me in merry measure, 

Fa la la, la la ta, la la la, 

While I tell of Christmas treasure, 

Fa la la la la, la la la la." 

—OLD WELSH FOLK TUNE 

b. "Christmas has two Ss in it—and 

theyre both signs" беа 

Freberg 

hristmas: A day set apart and 
consecrated to gluttony, drunken- 
ness, maudlin sentiment, gift tak. 
ng, public dullness and domestic 
behavior” —Ambrose Bierce 

4. “Hark, the herald angels sing, 
Beecham's pills are just the thing. 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
Two for man and one for child.” 

SIR THOMAS BEECHAM 


dollar 


17 At your annual ofice Christmas party, 
you would prefer that the refreshment 
committee serve: 

a. Fruit cockta 
b. Shrimp cocki 
c. Cocktails 

d. Molotov cocktails 


ids 


18 Looking back to your childhood. 
which itcm below might evoke the 
fondest yuletide memory? 

a. Mr. Cuddles, your favorite Teddy 
bear 

b. Mr. Cuddles, your pet platypus 

c. Mr. Cuddles, your pet piranha 

d. Mr. Cuddles, your kindly old scout 
master 


19 Christmas. morning approaches and 
every Christmas tree in town has been 
sold. Which of the following substi 
tutes would you choose to hang your 
ornaments on? 

a. A giant rubber plant 
b. A giant cactus 

c. A hall tree 

d. A gallows tree 


20 Study the picture above, then check 


which caption most closely fits the 

circumstances shown. 

a. Santa Claus is coming to town. 

b. One shopping day till Christmas! 

с. Those damn reindeer are worse 
than pigeons! 

d. Look who just hit the high-tension 
lines! 
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nine noted photographers dramatically interpret their private fantasies of the ultimate stimulant 


PERSONAL VISIONS СЕ THE EROTIC 


WITH макү A TWINGE of self-doubt, Webster's succinctly defines erotic as “tending to arouse sexual love or desire.” 
We've always thought that definition left a great deal to be desired concerning what actually is erotic. Since one man's 
turn-on could be another's turnoff, the term remains open to wide interpretation. As a result, PLAYBOY asked a number 
of leading photographers to visually define what erotic means to them. While we had certainly expected the creativity 
and imagination of these premier lensmen to produce a broad spectrum of powerful pictures, the range and variety 
of their efforts proved a captivating surprise. We think you'll agree that eroticism is in the eye of the beholder. 


SKREBNESKI: "First of all, I do not feel that very much is ‘erotic.’ The erotogenesis occurs in the 
viewer's imagination—the questions: wanting to know more about the photography, what happened 
during the shooting, what was said, what the couple did, etc, So I suppose being there is what is erotic." 
ROSE: "It has been a lifelong ambition of mine to perform the sex act on a horse or, as in this illustra- 
tion, on a zebra, because the action of a rider on a horse that is galloping is exactly that of screwing: 
Consequently, since the horse is taking all the physical work out of the act, why not take advantage of it?" 


BEN ROSE 


WILL MC BRIDE 


MCBRIDE: "Here I was 
simply trying to make a 
beautiful photograph—not 
sensual but sensory—to 
show a man and a woman in 
the cold and the rain keep- 
ing each other warm. But 
perhaps that feeling of 
warmth against the ccld 
makes this picture erotic." 
SCAVULLO: "I really can- 
not define in words what 
in art is erotic to me nor 
what is erotic to others. 
Maybe Michelangelo's Da- 
vid is erotic to some. But 
Im an artist, not a writer, 
so my photograph will have 
to stand alone as my ex- 
pression of the erotic." 
TURNER: "Eroticism is a 
personal thing; it's what- 
ever turns you on as an 
individual. While my pholo- 
graph of a women pulling 
another woman's nipple 
affects some viewers emo- 
tionally, I like it more 
because the design is 
graphically exciting." 


PETE TURNER 


A 


KANE: "At first glance, one questions what it is he's looking at. Its the uncertainty of identification 
and the suggestion of what it might be that provides the viewer with an erotic response to the image. In 
reality, the photograph captures a woman's cheek, the lobe of her ear and the soft creases of her curved neck." 
SMITH: "Eroticism exists in every animate and every inanimate object, depending on the attitude and 
the eye of the beholder. For the photograph of the superblack dog with the superwhite lady acting out her 
fantasies in a private world, I played the vcyeur—end the aroma and vision of eroticism literally exploded.” 


J. FREDERICK SMITH 


DOUGLAS KIRKLAND 


KIRKLAND: "To me, eroticism is in the mind's eye, rather than a literal thing you can reach out and 
touch. Here I tried to bring those two things together, to give a sense of being in an erotic atmosphere 
and a feeling of actual participation. In fact, I participated in the picture—the man’s arm is my own." 
BALDWIN: “A sensual photograph cannot be planned; it simply must happen. While shooting this photo, 
I don't think I was consciously trying to create an erotic picture but, rather, an image that was inher- 
ently dramatic and visually arousing, with а men and a woman who together were graphically exciting." 


JOEL BALDWIN 


OLD-TIME 
ABORTIONIST 


Enlightenment is near. 


[| So maybe you should think about 
A change in your career. 
For fertile ladies in distress 
Can beat the back-street bummer; 
į But don't despair—with skills like yours, 
You'd make a perfect plumber. 


PLATOS UM Mo CARI 


The times they change, and laws do, too. 
| 


TO THE "QUIE 


God rest ye, famed 

| Majority. 

| Let nothing you 
dismay, 

Though malcontent 
and dissident 

| And student shout 

away. 

| Let underfed and 

| antiwar 

Protest their causes 

|| violently, 

While you folk go 
a-caroling, 

Polite, refined and 

Silently. 


"PEOPLE 


DG Cac: 


E TOA 
$ FUN CITY 
| HOOKER 


We have noted, with 

distress, 
are getting lousy press. 
murders and 


t on your 


fessic 
bring back tha 


EEEE mn c m ns 


missives and missiles 
Jor the jolly season 


VERGE BY JUDITH WAX 


You spurn what's new and with it; 
For Good Old Days you pine. 
You've built into your living room 
A Busby Berkeley shrine. 

You prowl the shops for old-time junk, 
The rare, the hard to find. 
Those dim mementos of the past, 
They really blow your mind. 
You found aTom Mix secret ring. 
You've bought a vintage car. 

But now you seek a virgin; 
Don't you think you've gone too far? 


USC € 


CAN THE REAL 
HOWARD HUGHES... 


through the years, history’s richest recluse has 
always come out ahead—in spite of himself 


article By EDWIN FADIMAN, JR. 


Houston courtroom to make an unusual request. Under an obscure 
Texas law, a minor who could prove that he was competent to handle 
his own affairs was entitled to inherit a business and run it. 

Howard Robard Hughes was in court to invoke that law. The cards 
were partially stacked in his favor. An old family triend, Judge Walter 
Monteith, was presiding. Big Howard, young Howard's father, had died that 
year of a heart attack. Howard's mother, dark-haired, beautiful, aristocratic, 
Allene Hughes, had been dead for two years. The Hughes Tool Company, 
which made drill bits and leased them to wildcatters and the oil-well industry 
throughout the world. had been started by Howard's father and a partner, 
Walter D. Sharp. Under the provisions of his father's will, Howard, an only 
child, was the majority stockholder. 

"The boy was six feet, three inches tall, underweight, deferential, self- 
possessed, He had done his homework for that occasion, which was unusual, 
for Howard Hughes had never been much of a student, racking up A’s in 
the mathematical science and politely ignoring the rest of his education 
Nevertheless, he astonished Judge Monteith with his knowledge of the Hughes 
Tool Company, its financial prospects, what it did and how. 

The judge asked Howard if he would go back to school, to Houston's 
Rice Institute, and complete his education. Howard promised to consider it 
and the judge made his decision. When Howard Hughes walked out of the 
courtroom, he was in control of the Hughes Tool Company. 

What he had collected was the Hughes drill bit, with its 166 cutting 
edges, incomparably superior to all other instruments of its kind. It had been 
designed, patented and put into production by big Howard, who had in- 
vented it on his dining-room table. Now, at the time of his son's take-over, 
Hughes Tool Company stock was estimated to be worth almost $10,000,000. 
Shortly thereafter, young Howard bought out the remaining stock in Hughes 
Тоо! from members of the family. 

Forty-seven years later, at the age of 65, Howard Robard Hughes is per- 
haps the wealthiest individual in the world. His fortune totals—give or take 
3100,000,000—over two billion dollars. His empire employs more than 65,000 
people. 

During those 47 years, Howard Hughes did a number of things: He 
produced highly innovative films. He became a pilot and collected a number 
of speed and long-distance records. (He flew around the world faster than 
man ever had before and consumed ten pounds of lettuce-and-tomato sand: 
wiches during the flight) He designed airplanes апа (continued on page 244) 


т THE LATTER PART of 1924, a lanky 18-year-old walked into a 


«STILL STAND UP? 


a keen-eyed hughes walcher offers the conclusion 
that when the elusive billionaire makes a move 
today, his mormon aides are pulling the strings 


article By JAMES PHELAN 


Davis, Wall Street lawyer, Harvard Law School graduate and New York 
country squire. 

It was a bizarre tableau, even for Las Vegas, where the extraordinary 
tends to be commonplace. For one thing, Davis was directing his threats to- 
ward the blank ceiling of a plush Sands Hotel suite, as some sudden, irrational 
suspicion told him someone with a microphone was hiding up there. Davis’ 
suite, however, was on the top floor of the Sands. If anyone were there, he 
would have been crouching on the roof under a cold December moon, 18 
dizzying floors above the neonlit Las Vegas Strip. 

What's more, the man Davis feared might be eavesdropping from the roof 
was Bob Maheu, his longtime business ally. For years, the two men had moved 
at the top of Howard Hughes's empire. Maheu was the $500,000-a-year execu- 
tive director of Hughes's vast Nevada properties and his authorized spokesman. 
Davis was the most powerful Hughes attorney. Together, Maheu and Davis 
had hurried across the country in executive jets, huddled for momentous hotel- 
room conferences at the Regency in New York or the Bel Air in Los Angeles, 
had drunk nervesettling liquor during long evenings of strategy and generally 
supported, counseled and admired each other. 

But no more. Now lines were drawn and paranoia flickered like heat 
lightning over the Las Vegas Strip. Maheu, acting in the name of Howard 
Hughes, had removed Davis from any further handling of a portentous suit 
brought by TWA that threatens to cost Hughes more than $145,000,000. 
[Hughes's long involvement with TWA is detailed in the accompanying 
article by Edwin Fadiman, Jr.] Davis, also acting in the name of Howard 
Hughes, had countered by firing Maheu. Now, each surrounded by security 
guards, they were settled into Hughes hotels—Davis at the Sands, Maheu at the 
Frontier—to fight one of the ugliest internal battles in U. S, corporate history. 

That was in December 1970, and since then events have become even 
more entangled, actions openly ruthless. Maheu has sued Hughes for 
$50,000,000, while an army of Hughes investigators prowls the country —so 
far in vain—for an error in Maheu's management that might put him in jail. 
Hughes has long since fled or been removed from Nevada, but the fallout from. 
Maheu blowup continues. It has broken Hughes's most precious 
his passionately guarded privacy. Many of his confidential memo- 
randums have been published for eager newspaper readers. Levar Myler—one 
of the squad of personal assistants, most of them Mormons, who are the only 
people who get to see Hughes—has been forced to submit to public question: 
ing. The billionaire himself, hidden from view for 15 years, faces the 
of returning to Nevada, plunking his spare frame down in a ch 
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submitting himself to the questioning of 
Maheu’s lawyer, who is an intense, im- 
placable Nevadan named Morton Са- 
lane. "I have quite a few questions that 
I am most eager to put to him,” Calane 
says with manifest anticipation. "Yes, sir, 
I have, indeed.” 

There are other dreadful conse- 
quences of the bloodletting and open 
brawling that have scuffed much of the 
gloss from Hughes's Nevada venture. 
When Hughes went to Las Vegas in 
1966, he was hailed as the faithful greet 
the Aga Khan. “Our Father who art in 
the penthouse,” said the lounge comedi- 
ans, “Howard be thy name" County 
and state officials unhesitatingly approved 
his purchase of seven hotel-casinos—one 
in a midnight session convened by tele- 
phone when he was in a hurry; and they 
somehow failed to demand a recent photo 
for the gaming files, as their rules 
provide. 

Now the state officials ignore his re- 
layed requests and treat him like anyone 
else, as if he were a bar owner asking 
permission to install slot machines next 
to his jukebox. For months they held up 
the gaming license of Chester Davis, 
newly named to the Hughes Tool board 
after Maheu's ouster, and then shocked 
Hughes executives last August by vot- 
ing five to zero against sanctioning the 
attorney. The gaming commission also 
turned down a plan for reorganization of 
Ше Hughes casino suutture, despite dic 
anguished assurances of another Hughes 
attorney that that was what Howard 
wanted. ("How unfortunate,” purred 
Maheu with delighted sarcasm, "that the 
present Hughes management is unable to 
come up with a plan that meets the 
approval of even one member of the 
five-man board.”) 

It was on this occasion that the com- 
mission, chaired by Jack Diehl, had the 
lese majesty to suggest that Hughes select 
à site, sit down with Nevada authorities 
and present a dean outline of the Hughes 
organization, showing where myriad re- 
sponsibilities fell, The gaming chief 
added that his commission also wanted to 
see a financial statement from Hughes 
"Tool Company. In the 47 years Hughes 
has owned Toolco, he has never shown 
that hole card to anyone. But early last 
September, as a possible indication that 
Nevada's newly assertive mood might be 
having an effect, a statement did find 
its way into the hands of a high state 
official. 


‘Things were vastly different before 
Davis defeated Maheu. Former gover- 
nor Paul Laxalt, who resembles a short 
John Lindsay and photographs even bet- 
ter, used to play tennis with Maheu 
and dream of the White House, where 
Hughes thought such a handsome, able 
and sensible fellow rightfully belonged. 


Hughes sent memos down from the 
penthouse suggesting a possible guberna- 
torial action or opinion and Laxalt dem- 
onstrated proper reflexes. He disclosed 
to the press that he had once talked to 
Hughes on the telephone; the story was 
printed under respectfully large head- 
lines throughout Nevada. 

But now there is a new governor in 
Caron City а tough, independent- 
thinking Irish Democrat named Mike 
O'Callaghan, who lost a leg in Korea, 
taught government and economics in a 
Nevada high school and served in various 
capacities under Sargent Shriver during 
the Kennedy and Johnson years in 
Washington. He is not a man who genu- 
flects to power and he got to Carson 
City with no help from Hughes. Conse- 
quently, the old Hughes ploys don’t 
work anymore and the Hughes people 
don't know how to bend him. In their 
efforts to get Davis licensed, they pre- 
sented O'Callaghan with what they swore 
to be a signed letter from Hughes. O'Cal- 
laghan replied cryptically that he couldn't 
be sure if it was really from Hughes, and 
even if it were, the note “was not 
responsive in any way” to what he and 
the gaming commission needed to know. 
O'Callaghan had also flustered Hughes's 
emissaries in the past by declining to 
talk with Hughes on the telephone. “I 
refuse to get involved with the game 
playing by telephone and letter,” he 
said. "| dont know the authenticity 
of it, and I'm getting fed up with the in- 
trigue that surrounds the entire matter.” 

He praised his gaming commission for 
refusing to accept further relayed, sec- 
ondhand assurances. 

"Everyone says Hughes is in excellent 
health,” said the governor "But they 
always add that if he saw one of our 
people it would be traumatic. The two 
statements don't jibe. What's so trau 
matic about seeing someone?" Besi 
O'Callaghan said, he was really di 
the billion: a favor. 

"We're just trying to make sure," said 
the governor, "that Howard Hughes 
knows what is going on." 

And with that comment, O'Callaghan 
became the first major public official to 
open a large and very deep can of 
worms. 

"If. Howard Hughes knows what is 
going on and approves of it," says Her- 
man "Hank" Greenspun, the ebullient 
editor-publisher of the Las Vegas Sun, 
“he has, at age 65, relaxed one of his 
strongest rules: He has always detested 
the exploitation of his name by em- 
ployees.” Greenspun is the man who 
helped influence Hughes to come to Las 
Vegas in 1966 and who broke the story 
of his disappearance four years later. He 
is the foremost proponent of the some. 
thing-hashappened-to-Hughes postulate 
and is therefore a constant irritant to 


"* 


Chester Davis and other executives now 
running the HughesNevada properties. 
In addition to promising to jail Maheu, 
Davis has solemnly vowed to "bury 
Greenspun.” To this, Creenspun re 
sponds, “He'll find me a reluctant 
corpse.” Greenspun believes that Hughes 
left Las Vegas unwillingly and is now 
either inoperative or being isolated from 
news of what is going on in the outside 
world 

“There are truths that you come to by 
instinct,” says Greenspun, “supported by 
bits and pieces of evidence. There are a 
dozen leads that all point unerringly in 
the same direction. I'm convinced that 
Hughes is not functioning and that a 


little group of people are acting in his 
name.” 


Last summer, Greenspun heard vague 
rumors of a story that convinced him his 
instincts were accurate. He summoned 
this writer to Las Vegas to research the 
story. A peculiar tale it proved to be. 

In the spring of this year, months 
alter Hughes disappeared from Las 
Vegas, the head of his personal staff, 
Howard Eckersley, arrived in Montreal 
to promote a new issue of speculative 
stock. Eckersley is chief of the Hughes 
palace guard—the five male nurses] 
confidential aides/executive assistants 
who tend to his personal needs and 
monitor his switchboard. 

Eckersley's Montreal stock, Pan Ameri- 
can Mines, represented uranium and 
copper claims in Arizona. He was presi 
dent of the company, and its backers 
included fellow Mormon palace guards 
Levar Myler, George Francom and their 
immediate superior, Kay Glenn. 
president of the fam was a Flagaafl 
gravelpit operator, Floyd Bleak, whose 
business was in Federal receivership and 
who had been excoriated by an Arizona 
judge for filing false mining daims, ‘The 
company was headquartered in a small 
unmarked suite at the rear of an Arizona 
realestate office overlooking ап alley. 
It had $15 cash in the bank when Eckers 
ley put it on the Canadian Stock Ex 
change, a market notorious for flimsy 
offerings. The stock prospectus claimed to 
have a $1,000,000 loan commitment from 
a Phoenix insurance company that, in- 
vestigation showed, had a net worth of 
only $197,000. 

But what Pan American did have was 
a stock prospectus that had been liberal- 
ly sprinkled with the financially potent 
names of Howard Hughes and Hughes 
Tool Company. Shortly after Eckersley 
showed up in Montreal, the local press 
blossomed with stories about a "new 
Hughes venture" and about "Hughes 
emissaries” looking at the Canadian 
market for further investment. The 
stock, offered at one dollar, rose to over 
five dollars the first week it appeared on 

(continued on page 312) 
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eother-bound composer's 
notebook, $20; Cobriola legol-pad 
holder, $30; Lucite stand for 
butone, $6; three imprinted 

note pods, $22; leather-bound 
diary, $15; all from Ffolio 72. 


Above: Projector for illuminating 
ortwork plugs into outlet box, 
by Prescolite, about $100. 

Right: Floor-table camera lamp, 
with adjustable tripod 

bose, from Directional, $57. 


Left: Portable 16-Digit Midget 
calculator that weighs only 
four pounds features automatic 
squaring system; operates on 
AC. or a rechargeable lifetime 
battery, by Sanyo, $339. 


CHRISTMAS GIFT GUIDE 


Right: Ski-releose system at- 
foches to тено! plates mounted 
оп your ski boots, thus elimi- 


release in ony direction, by 
Spodemon, $55 o poir. 


Below: Movexoom 3000 Super-8 
camera, with powered-zoom lens, 
by Agfo-Gevoert, $298, is 

atop o Mini Zoom Reflex Super-8 
movie camera thot features o 
high-speed lens, by Eumig, $97.50. 


Below: Silver-ploted cocktail 
shoker in clossic milk-con 
shope stands 11 inches high, 
comes with cork stopper and 
оп ice guard in spout, 

by Reed & Barton, $62.50. 


Above left; Ship's barometer-thermometer, housed in a nin 
liometer solid-brass case, comes with serews for well mounting, from Adrion 
Toron, $60. Above right: Hotlips, o polyurethone-foom-and-fibergloss 
stonds about 30 inches high; the lips ore finished 
in spill- ond stoinproof “liquid” upholstery—a cooting of clear 
liquid vinyl, designed by William Lansing Plum for Mobi, $500. 


Above: RCA Dorrance, in four interchongeable Above right: Touch Me ocrylic paperweight 
walnut or rosewood units, includes two stereo — meosures four inches in dicmeter, con- 
speakers, AccuColor 21-inch TV and module housing a _ toins liquid crystols thot diffuse light in 
stereo phono-turntoble, AM/FM/FM-tereo receiver, jing potterns and colors when the 
plus space for cassette unit, by RCA, $1050. rubbed, by Concept Reseorch, $10. 
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Right: Vigneri-designed Stereo 
Space Case of Plexiglas 
comes with central tube for 
hi-fi wires, $550; in the case 
is a McIntosh 1700 FM-storoo 
receiver, $599, Thorens 

ТО 15041 monvol turntable, 
$129, with Shure V-15-II 
cartridge, $67.50, and 
Plexiglas turntable bose, $30; 
all from the House of Music. 
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Above: Plexiglos backgammon board 
comes with four dice and а doubler, 
two smoked-Plexiglos dice cups 


and 30 black and white 
Plexiglas stones; centerboard can 
be removed for cleaning: set 
available in a variety af 
colors, by Albrizzi, $160. 


Above: Sixinch-wide ruffled 
clam shell from the Pacific is 

mounted on a sculptured metal branch, 
from Arthur Court Designs, $45, 
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Above: Suilcose-size. 
portable synthesizer not only 
reolistically imitates organs, 
tric pionos and other conven- 
tional instruments but also permits 
the performer to invent his own 
ош of the unit's wide range of 
sound, by ARP Instrumonts, $2795. 


Above: Ste er gilt deconter lobel 
is о limited-edition reproduction 

of on eorly design, from Wyord Druitt 
Ltd., obout $65 F.O.B. London. 


left: An 18-kt.-gold pocket- 
knife with scissors, toothpick, 
screwdriver, noil file and 
vorious openers, $345, and a 
four-inch-high Giont Sylphide 
table lighter in vermeil (gold. 
ploted sterling silver), $450, 
both by Alfred Dunhill. 


| 


4 
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Left: Videosphere portable 
block-and-white TV with nine- 
diagonal-inch sereen and 
telescopic antenna, comes with 
chrome-plated carrying 

chain; available in black, 

ivory and red, by JVC, $139.95, 
including matching base. 


D 4 


Right: Arcadia Pop-Up TV ard 
cassette tape recorder features 
three-diagonol-inch screen, 
all-channel slide indicator 

and dual vhf/vhf monopole 
antenna; operates on A.C. or 
battery, by Panasanic,$249.95, 
including battery and mike. 


Above: Kern Pizar Swiss-made 

8 x 30 binoculars with a field 

of view af 420 feet at 1000 yards, 
making them an ideal glass 

far sports spectators or 

nature buffs; central focus 
adjustment, from Kerl Heitz, 

about $165, including leather case. 
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ht: Top-security Proof 
Lock assures protection fram 
picking, forcing and unauthor- 
ized entry with a key; features 
two positions that con be 

set to either trop a key or 
allow it to unlock the unit, from 
Hammacher Schlemmer, $100. 
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THIEF ISLAND continued from page 121) 
p 


Hawkeye would have a clue. Only Hawk- 
eye knew what looniness lurked in the 
hearts of men. 

First he enticed Duke, then he cap- 
tured Spearchucker—but they were easy 
compared with an elusive prey like 
‘Trapper John. Trapping the trapper 
was a vast, complicated three-man effort. 
It required raising (by somewhat du- 
bious means) the sum of $200,000, so 
that Trapper could have a nice cardio- 
vascular wing on the new Spruce Harbor 
General Hospital in which to operate. It 
also required the bait of a bouncy and 
available blonde named Lucinda Lively. 
But it worked like a charm. Four 
months before the completion of Spruce 
Harbor General and the opening of 
Hawkeye’s new clinic, Trapper John 
Mdntyre arrived. He had left the city 
forever and would, he said, devote him- 
self to supervising the construction and 
outfitting of the cardiovascular unit. 

Three days after rapper's arrival, 
Lucinda Lively, Hawkeye's secretary, sub- 
mitted her resignation. 

“Trapper works fast, I guess,” said 
Hawkeye with an attempt at cheerfulness. 
“I like him a lot and I'm going to be 
wi him and work for him and have 
fun. Do you have any better ideas? If 
you do, I might listen.” 

"Vaya con Dios, babe. Trapper got a 
place to live?" 

“Oh, yes" chirped Lucinda. “We're 
going to live in a tent on Thief Island, 
where you and I—” 

“Yes, 1 remember,” said Hawkeye. 
“That should be fun for the summer. 
You'll be sort of tented up, 1 take it.” 

“Oh, very funny. And it's not just for 
the summer. Trapper says he's going to 
get a stove like you guys had in Korea 
and a wooden floor and something to 
cook on and a refrigerator and this and 
that and we're going to live there the 
year round.” 

“Just like that?" 

“Just like that, Dr. Pierce," said Lu- 
cnda, who kissed him then and walked 
out without looking back. 

Hawkeye Pierce had been working 
hard and it would take a while to find a 
new secretary, so he declared himself on 
vacation. He left word that Trapper 
John would cover him for necessary 
‘chest surgery and that he was going to 
spend a month at home, on the golf 
course and on his boat. 

Two weeks into vacation, Hawkeye 
heard that Trapper was growing a beard 
and frequently appeared at the hospital 
barefooted and clad only in the briefest 
of swimming trunks. Furthermore, the 
word was that Trappers companion, 


Lucinda Lively, now wore only a bikini, 
if that. 

One morning, Sue Taylor, the oper- 
ating-1oom supervisor, called Dr. Pierce’s 
home and proclaimed, “You've gotta do 
something about that boy of yours. 1 
won't have him coming into my O.R. in 
swimming trunks and 1 won't have him 
training that floozy as а scrub nurse, 
either.” 

“Sue, baby," purred Hawkeye, “you 
haven't been watching the scoreboard. 
1 not your О.К. anymore. Duke, Trap- 
per, Spearchucker and Hawkeye have 
bought you out. We got it going for us, 
so you and everybody else are going to 
play our rules. It doesn't matter how 
‘Trapper dresses. All that matters is how 
һе works and if he wants to train 
Lucinda as а scrub nurse, its none of 
your goddamn business." 

"ҮН resign,” said Sue. 

"No, you won't. Why don't you get a 
bikini? If you look good in it, I'll give 
you a try.” 

"You're disgusting. He smells like a 
haddock. ‘That damnfool Wooden Leg 
Wilcox is teaching him to fillet fish. He 
could at least wash the scales off before 
he comes to the hospital. 

think you may have a point there, 
Sue. You tell Trapper I say to take a 
shower before doing surgery, or I'll burn 
down his tent.” 

Sue Taylor had the bit in her teeth. 
An impulsive, determined, capable, 
wellmeaning, somewhat unexposed 40- 
year-old product of Tedium Cove, she 
could not cope easily with change. “Do 
you know what Dr. McIntyre and that 
blonde are doing when they're not work- 
ing or cutting fish or making love in 
that little cranberry bog on Thief 1s- 
land?" she asked. 

“No, what?” 

“They're peddling fish. Wooden Leg 
bought a new truck and they're going 
around to all the summer places. Leg says 
everybody wants to get a look at them 
and to look at them they gotta buy fish. 
He thinks maybe you oughta get а new 
heart surgcon and lct Trapper just peddle 


“Tell me about the cranberry bog.” 

“You'll hear about it,” said Suc. "I'm 
not one to gossip." 

"Of course," said Hawkeye. "Relax, 
babe. Everything'll be OK." He knew of 
Thief Island's cranberry bog, guessed 
what was happening there and grinned. 

Fog in June on the coast of Maine is 
as inevitable as the tasteless Iumps of 
batter called fried clams in a hundred 
greasy spoons along U.S. Route 1. Fog 
is here, it's there, it’s everywhere. The 
Flying Passage, between Hungry Island 
and Long Island, may be socked in like 
black-bean soup while the sun sheds its 
moming glory on everything 300 yards 


to the east or west. At six A.M. on the 
morning of June tenth, Wrong Way 
Napolitano, the Italian kamikaze pilot, 
the owner and only pilot of the Spruce 
Harbor and Inter-Island Air Service, ar- 
rived in his hangar. Napolitano makes 
wrong moves now and then, but he 
usually can find his hany which is 
small, unobtrusive and well away from 
the action at Spruce Harbor Int 
tional Airport. The airport acquired its 
ternational designation after the glo 
ous day when an Icelandic Airways DC 
оп a flight from Copenhagen via Reykja- 
vik to New York landed and disgorged а 
mother with a premature viking. 

Wrong Way Napolitano started the 
Spruce Harbor and Inter-Island Air Serv- 
ice in 1953. This was just after s 
discharge from the Air Force, which, 
having discovered several of his major 
problems, had made him a flying 
structor rather than a combat pilot. 
Wrong Way had visions of glory like an 
earlier Maine hero, Miniver Cheevy of 
‘Tilbury Town, almost 50 miles away, 
who'd dreamed of Thebes and Camelot 
and Priam’s neighbors. Wrong Way had 
never heard of Miniver Cheevy, but he 
had read somewhere of Qantas, the Aus- 
tralian airline, which had started as 
the Queensland and Northern Territory 
Aerial Service. Wrong Way, as he flew 
over Penobscot Bay spotting schools of 
fish for his brothers, uncles and cousins, 
dreamed ol the Spruce Harbor and In- 
ter-Island Air Service becoming an inter- 
national airline, with lots of big jets. 
But he could never figure out how to 
pronounce SHAIIAS, so he just dreamed. 

Wrong Way Napolitano, long betore 
this sunny, foggy morning, had earned 
his name and fame as an Ital kami- 
kaze pilot for three quite good reasons: 
one, he was Italian; two, he often flew 
in the wrong direction: and, three, he 
was even money to run into something. 
Such as the Eagle Head Lighthouse, the 
Pemaquid Point Lighthouse, the mast 
on The Maria and Luigi, a well-known 
gill-netter owned by Maria amd Luigi. 
and the steeple of the Spruce Harbor 
Congregational Church. 

"The fact that Wrong Way Napolitano 
was still alive intrigued many observers 
but could be explained with clarity and 
insight by Wooden Leg, who, when 
asked for his opinion, he dumb 
guinea can't hit anything square.” 

Wrong Way, in rebuttal, declared th 
his precarious longevity was due to 
great set of reflexes” "This dec 
was usually made in the Bay Vi 
and united the customers fec! 
togetherness that no other declaration, 
on any subject, by any man, could bring 
to pass As one voice, they chorused: 
“Bullshit.” 


At six o'clock on the morning of June 
tenth, the Spruce Harbor International 
(continued on page 266) 
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at this altitude 
too happy to 


So far, this first test flight had 
gone perfectly: i 

the only problem had been the 
century-old aircraft carrier Chair- 
man Mao, borrowed from the S. 
Diego naval museum for support 
operations. Only one of Mao's 
four nuclear reactors was still op- 
erating, and the old battlewagon's 
top speed was barely 30 knots. 
Luckily, wind speed at sea level 
had been less than half this, so it 


tain still air on the flight deck. 
‘Though there had been a few 


anxious moments during gusts, 
when the mooring lines had been 


dropped, the great dirigible had 
risen smoothly, straight up into 
the sky, as if on an invisible ele- 
улог. If all went well, Queen 
Elizabeth IV would not meet 
Chairman Mao for another week. 
Everything was under contro 
all test instruments gave normal 
readings. Commander Falcon de- 
cided to go upstairs and watch the 
rendezvous. He handed over to hi 
second officer and walked out into 
the transparent tubeway that led 
through the heart of the ship. 
‘There, as always, he was over. 
whelmed by the spectacle of the 
rgest space ever enclosed by man. 


The ten spherical gas cells, each 
more than 100 meters across, were 
ranged one behind the other like 
3 line of gigantic soap bubbles. 
The tough plastic was so clear 
that he could see through the 
whole length of the array and 
make out details of the elevator 
mechanism almost half a Kilome- 
ter from his vantage point. All 
around him, like a three-dimen- 
sional maze, was the structural 
framework of the ship—the great 

al girders running from 

l. the 15 hoops that 
were the ribs of this skyborne co- 
lossus, whose varying sizes defined 


giant jupiter, king of planets, hurled its challenge across the deep of space 


its graceful, streamlined: profile. 

‘At this low speed, there was very 
little sound—merely the soft rush 
of wind over the envelope and an 
occasional creak of metal as the 
pattern of stresses changed. The 
shadowless light from the rows 
of lamps far overhead gave the 
whole scene a curiously submarine 
quality, and to Falcon this was 
enhanced by the spectacle of 
the translucent gasbags. He had 
Once encountered a squadron of 
large but harmless jellyfish, puls- 


ing their mindless way above a _ 


shallow tropical reef, and the plas- 
tic bubbles that gave Queen Eliza- 


a 
and, of all on eann, c 


beth her lift often led him 

of these—especially when chang- 

ing pressures made them crinkle 

and scatter new patterns of light. ` 
He walked 50 meters down the 

axis of the ship, until he came 

to the forward elevator, between 

gas cells one and two. Riding up 

to the observation deck, he noti 

that it was uncomfortabl 

dictated a brief memo 

on his pocket recorder. 

obtained almost a qua 

buoyancy from 


six of the ten gas cells contained 
helium and the remaining four 
were full of air; yet she still car- 
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superchimp assistants, were busily laying 
the partly completed dance floor, while 
others were installing electric wiring and 
fixing furniture. It was a scene of con- 
trolled chaos and Falcon found it hard 
to believe that everything would be ready 
for the maiden voyage, only four weeks 
ahead. Well, that was not his problem, 
thank goodness. He was merely the cap- 
tain, not the cruise director. 

The human workers waved to him 
and the simps flashed toothy smiles as he 
walked through the confusion into the 
already completed sky lounge. This was 
his favorite place in the whole ship and 
he knew that once she was operating, he 
would never again have it all to himself. 
He would allow himself just five min- 
utes of private enjoyment. 

He called the bridge, checked that 
everything was still in order and relaxed 
into one of the comfortable swivel 
chairs. Bclow, in a curve that delighted 
the eye, was the unbroken silver sweep 
of the ship's envelope. He was perched 
at the highest point, surveying the 
whole immensity of the largest vehicle 
ever built. And when he had tired of 
that—all the way out to the horizon was 
the fantastic wilderness carved by the 
Colorado River in half a billion years 
of time 

Apart from the camera platform (it 
had now fallen back and was filming 
from amidships), he had the sky to 
himself. It was blue and empty, clear 
down to the horizon. In his grandfath- 
ers day, Falcon knew, it would have 
been streaked with vapor trails and 
stained with smoke. Both had gone: the 
rial garbage had vanished with the 
primitive technologies that spawned it, 
and the long-distance transportation of 
this age arced too far beyond the strato- 
sphere for any sight or sound of it to 
reach Earth. Once again. the lower at- 
mosphere belonged to the birds and the 
clouds—and now to Queen Elizabeth IV. 

It was true, as the old pioncers had 
said at the beginning of the 20th Cen- 
tury; this was the only way to travel—in 
lence and luxury. breathing the air 
round you and not cut off from it, near 
enough to the surface to watch the 
ever changing beauty of land and sea. 
The subsonic jets of the 1980s, packed 
with hundreds of passengers seated ten 
abreast, could not even begin to match 
such comfort and spaciousness. 


Of course, the Q. E. would never be an 
economic proposition; and even 


if her 
only a 


projected sister ships were built, 
few of the world's quarter of a billion 
phabitants would ever enjoy t nt 
gliding through the sky. But a secure 
and prosperous global society could af- 
ford such follies and, indeed, needed 
them for its novelty and entertainment. 
here were at least 1,000,000 men on 
Earth whose discretionary income ex- 


ceeded 1000 new dollars a year, so the 
Queen would not lack for passengers 

Falcon's pocket communicator beeped; 
the copilot was calling from the bridge. 

"OK for rendezvous, Captain? We've 
got all the data we need from this run 
and the TV people are getting impa 
tient. 

Falcon glanced at the camera plat- 
form, now matching his speed a quarter 
of a kilometer away. 

"OK," he replied. “Proceed аз ar- 
ranged. I'll watch from here.” 

He walked back through the busy 
chaos of the observation deck, so that he 
could have a better view amidships. As 
he did so, he could feel the change of 
vibration underfoot; by the time he had 
reached the rear of the lounge, the ship 
had come to rest. Using his master key, 
he let himself out onto the small exter- 
nal platform flaring from the end of the 
deck; half а dozen people could stand 
there, with only low guardrails separat- 
ing them from the vast sweep of the 
envelope—and from the ground. tho 
sands of meters below. It was an excit- 
ing place to be and perfectly safe even 
when the ship was uaveling at speed, 
for it was in the dead air behind the 
huge dorsal blister of the observation 
deck. Nevertheless, it was not intended 
that the passengers would have access to 
it; the view was a little too vert 

The covers of the forward cargo hatch 
had already opened like giant trap doors 
and the camera platform was hover- 
ing above them, preparing to descend. 
Along this route, in the years to come, 
would travel thousands of passengers and 
tons of supplies; only on rare occasions 
would the Queen drop down to sea level 
and dock with her floating base. 

A sudden gust of crosswind slapped 
Falcon's check and he tightened his grip 
оп the guardrail. The Grand Canyon 
was a bad place for turbulence, though 
he did not expect much at this altitude 
Without any real anxiety, he focused his 
attention on the descending platform, 
now about 50 meters above the ship. He 
knew that the highly skilled operator 
who was Aying the remotely controlled 
vehicle had performed this very simple 
maneuver a dozen times already; it was 
conceivable that he would have апу 
iculties. 

Yet he seemed to be reacting rather 
sluggishly; that last gust had drifted the 
platform almost to the edge of the open 
hatchway. Surely the pilot could have 
corrected before this . . . did he have a 
control problem? It was very unlikely; 
these remotes had multiple-redundancy, 
failsafe take-overs and any number of 
backup systems. Accidents were almost 
unheard of. 

But there he went agaim, off to the 
left. Could the pilot be drunk? Improb- 
able though that seemed, Falcon consid- 


‘Then he 
ich. 


ered it seriously for a тотеп 
reached for his microphone sw 

Once again, without warning, he was 
slapped violently in the face. He hardly 
felt it, for he was staring in horror at 
the camera platform. The distant opera 
tor was fighting for сопиої, trying to 
balance the craft on its jets—but he w: 
only making maters worse. The oscil- 
lations increased—20 degrees, 40, 60, 
Dre 

"Switch to automatic, you fool!” Fal. 
con shouted uselesly into his micro- 
phone. "Your manual controls not 
working!” 

The platform flipped over onto its 
back; the jets no longer supported it but 
drove it swiftly downward, They had 
suddenly become allies of the gravity 
they had fought until this moment 

Falcon never heard the crash, though 
he felt it; he was already inside the 
observation deck, racing for the elevator 
that would take him down to the bridge. 
Workmen shouted at him anxiously, ask 
ing what had happened. lt would be 
many months before he knew the an- 
swer to that question. 

Just as he was stepping into the eleva. 
tor cage, he changed his mind. What if 
there were a power failure? Better be on 
the safe side, even if it took longer and 
time was of the essence. He began to run 
down the spiral stairway enclosing the 
shaft. 

Halfway down, he paused for a sec 
ond to inspect the damage. That damned 
platform had gone clear through the ship, 
rupturing two of the gas cells as it did 
so. They were still collapsing slowly, in 
great falling veils of plastic He was not 
worried about the loss of lift—the ballast 
could easily take care of that, as long 
ht cells remained intact, Far more 
serious was the possibility of structural 
damage: already he could hear the great 
latticework around him groaning and 
protesting under its abnormal loads. It 
was not enough to have sufficient lift: un 
less it was properly distributed, the ship 
would break her back. 

He was just resuming his descent 
when a superchimp, shricking with 
fright, came racing down the elevator 
shaft, moving with incredible speed 
hand over hand along the outside of the 
latticework. In its terror, the poor beast 
had torn off its company uniform, per 
haps in an unconscious attempt to re 
gain the freedom of its ancestors. 

Falcon, still descending as swiftly as 
he could, watched its approach with 
some alarm; a distraught simp was a 
powerful and. potentially dangerous ani- 
mal, especially if fear overcame its con 
ditioning. As it overtook him, it started 
to call ош a string of words, but they 
were all jumbled together and the only 

(continued on page 270) 


Walley 


one look at that moist, leather-bound teenager— and visions of depravity danced in his head 


memoir By DAN GREENBURG 
IN THE WINTER OF 1966, I returned to 
New York from a lonely four-month 
stay in Europe, carrying my one and 
only suitcase, wearing my black and 
only suit, having lost 20 pounds from 


an already slim frame, and I imagine 
that ту grim, black-garbed, skeletal 
presence frightened more than a few 
passers-by on the street. 

One of the first parties I went to on 
my return was at the spare, antique- 


and-chrome apartment of an artdlrec- 
tor friend; and about midnight, into 
the party walked one of the cockiest 
young men I had ever met and the 
sexiest little girl I had ever seen in my 
life. The guy, who lived upstairs, was 
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some kind of entrepreneur involved in 
a lot of deals that, if they had really been 
s he said they were, would have 
made us all familiar with his name today, 
and we aren't. The girl, whose name was 
Shelley, was a teenager with incredibly 
long straight black hair that reached to 
the bottom of her bouncy little buttocks. 


bove her knees and a short leather 
Skirt that almost succeeded im reaching 
the crotch of her perky pink panties. 

1 suppose I gaped at her rather trans- 
parently, because she returned my gaze 
with large liquid eyes and a moist, some- 
what amused mouth, 1 had never desired 
yone so immediately or so powerfully 
in my life, never before wanted to aban- 
don myself so completely to nakedness 
and rubbing things and wet, licking, 
sucking, whimpering, mindless fucking 
things. 1 loved her with mind and heart 
and body and I would cheerfully have 
written out a proposal of marriage to 
her on the spot in exchange for even 
‘one night in bed with her. So what I did 
to another room and hid. 

My host the art director found me 
cowering in the orher room and asked 
me what was wrong. When I told him, 
he chuckled. He insisted I come out 
and meet the cocky entreprencur and 
his moist, leatherbound teenager; and 
though 1 was truly terrified, 1 let myself. 
be dragged over to them and I mumbled 
some facsimile of greeting. 

There was no big secret about what 1 
ng. My forehead was а small 
rear-projection screen on which were 
kering the depraved blue-movie fan- 
ics of my mind. I was so obvious and 
pathetic that everyone was very soli 
of me. finally guiding me into a chair 
and bringing me enormous quantities of 
alcohol to relieve my nervousness. 


was [ went 


was feel 


The entrepreneur, whose name was 
Cliff, had brought down several joints, 
which he ge 
the guests, and when he came over to 
where I was sitting, he winked and sai 


"Huh?" 

"You want me to give you her tele- 
phone number?" 

“Shelley's?” I said. 

He nodded. 

“Why?” I said. "I mean, I don't under- 
you two going together ог 


something?” 

I don’t go with anybody, man," he 
ve pot too many chicks to go 
with any of them. Jn fact, I'm leaving 
now. because Гуе got another date up- 
stairs in twenty minutes, Why don't you 
take her number, though? She's kind of 
young, but she's a lot of fun. I think 
you'd like her.” 

“Tm sure I would,” I said. 

He scribbled a number on the inside 
of a matchbook and handed it to me. I 
thanked him and put it into my pocket, 
wondering if Га ever have the guts to 
call her, and then Cliff left for his date 
upstairs. 

1 thought about Shelley a good deal in 
the days that followed, and once or 
twice I even got as far as dialing the 
first two digits of her number; but then 
I'd chicken out or get nauseous and 
hang up, resolving to go through with it. 
when I got back some of the weight and 
some of the self-confidence I'd lost in 
Europe. 

The weeks passed, and then the 
months. Spring came to New York and 
the little piles of charcoal-gray snow and 
old dog shit melted away and were re- 
placed by tender young shoots of green 
grass and new dog shit. I'd put on some 
weight and regained enough confidence 
to at least go out with girls again, al- 
though J hadn't scored with any. 

Late one afternoon I was lying 
around my cozy garden apartment on 
East 19th Street and I got to thinking 
about old Shelley and her preposterous 
overripe teenaged body, and 1 again 
fiddled with the possibility of calling 
her. My usual tightassed, hung-up oper- 
ating procedure would have been to 
phone her on a Monday lor a date on 
the following Friday or Saturday night, 
and I knew that if I came on with her 
that way, she'd think I was so square she 
wouldn't even go out with me. But what 
if 1 tried to come on like the kind of 
guys she was used to? Guys like old 
Clif, with his offhand dates upstairs 
every 20 minutes? 

Before I had enough time to think 
about it and get too nervous to go 


through with it, I found her number 
and dialed it and convinced myself 1 
was, if not quite Cliff, at least somewhat 
Clift-like. 

The phone rang a few times and then 
Shelley's husky, incredibly sexy voice 
said hello, and I dung tightly to the 
image of Cliff. I told her my name and 
that Cliff had given me her number and 
I resisted the impulse to say, “You prob- 
ably don't remember me, but———" 

“Hey, wow," she said. "Cliff told me 
he gave you my number. Like, I was 
wondering how long it would take you 
to call me.” 

That really knocked me ош, but 1 
concentrated hard on who I was trying 
after some idle chitchat about 
things like school (she was actually still 
going to high school!), 1 said 1 thought 
we ought to get together. She said she'd 
like to—when? I fought off the tempta- 
tion to say, “How about next Saturday 
night” and instead, I sai 

“How about right now?" 

"Groovy," she said. 

І gave her my address and told her 
how to get there. | had never before 
dared suggest that a girl come over to 
my apartment without my picking her up 
and taking her there, but she seemed to 
feel it was the most natural request in 
the world. She said she'd be over in about 
20 minutes. Twenty minutes! 

I hung up and had a moment of panic. 
Talking on the telephone to a teenaged 
sex bomb and making that work was onc 
thing. But what about when it came 
time to actually hop into the sack with 
her? It had been nearly a year since I'd 
made love to a woman—what if I didn't 
even remember how? 

I ran around the apartment, straight- 
ening it up. I put on the soft lights, 
some rock music and changed into sume 
calculatingly casual clothes. I shaved, 
brushed my teeth about six times, rolled 
оп some deodorant, rinsed my mouth 
with mouthwash and slapped some great 
French shaving lotion оп my face before 
I realized I was doing it all wrong— 
kids Shelley's age value honest, natural 
body smells, not phony perfumy lotions. 
I uied washing off the shaving lotion 
and deodorant, but it was hopeless. 1 
stank of goodness. The doorbell rang 
and, after checking myself in the mirror 
for the 40th time and rumpling my hair, 
1 casually shuflled to the door and 
opened it. 

"There she was, still wearing her ab- 
surdly short leather skirt and her aston 
ishingly high leather boots and her 
outragcously unfair teenaged body, obvi 
ously not having changed clothes or 
grown a day older in the months since 
the party—just as though she had been 
created strictly for my use and had no 
other life when she was not in my pres: 
ence. Her eyes were still large and liquid 

(continued on page 194) 
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what with hopping from bunny 
chores to modeling calls to playboy 
mansion parties, life is happily 
hectic for playmate karen christy 


and very exhi 
direction. While she'd almost come to 
anticipate transitions in her life style, 
they had been, until last summer, of a 
necessary and not uncommon nature. 
First, the 20-year-old native of Abilene, 
Texas, moved north to Denton in 1969 
to major in commercial art at North 
Texas State. Her plans for а degree 
were cut short after just one 

year, however, when she realized 

that part-time-job income could not 
adequately meet school and living 
expenses. So Karen moved to Dallas and 
adjusted smoothly to the working-girl 
role. For nearly a year, she was a 
secretary in Texas’ second-largest ci 
Then, last year, she heard about а 
Playboy Bunny Hunt being conducted 
by Club representatives looking for 
girls in the Dallas-Fort Worth area who 
might wish to wear a pair of Bunny 
cars. Somewhat ti 
decided to attend. 
friends convinced me to go." Not at all 
surprisingly, she far exceeded the 
requirements and, soon afterward, 
received an inv nin the mail to 
become a cottontail at the Chicago 
Club. At first, Karen demurred, then 
she decided drat it might be very 
worth while to experience a complete 
change of place and people; she 
notified Club officials and flew to 
Chicago. “In the beginning, 1 thought 
I'd made a bad mistake.” Her taste 
runs to the new and modern. “Old 
things depress me,” she says frankly. 
And that preference extends to the 
city she lives in. "Dallas is a relatively 
new city, filled with modern 
buildings and homes.” In contrast, 
her first impressions of Chicago were of 


Above left: Hefner introduces Karen to Sid Caesar ond his manager. Above right: PLAYeOY’s Shel Silverstein regales Karen and 
fellow models. Below: Playmate of the Year Sharon Clark, Hefner, Karen and mode! Georgia Bechtold in a post-porty rap. 


Above left ond right: Karen and her sister Bonnie, visiting from Texas, enjoy the Mon- 
sion's steam room. After а shower, Karen brushes her hair in front of her mirror. 


squat, undistinguished office buildings 
and the long. narrow belt of elegant 
postwar high-rises on Lake Shore 
Drive. She was disappointed. Quickly, 
however, Karen grew to like it, largely 
due to the two essential aspects of her 
life: her work and her residence. She's 
been alternating her Bunny stints with 
increasingly frequent assignments from 
Playboy Models and she’s living in 

the Bunny Dormitory in Hugh Hefner's 
Mansion, “The Mansion is fantastic,” 
she says. "There's always something 
going on. The partics give me a chance 
to meet well-known people, entertainers. 
politicians, athletes: a great mix." And 
during less revelous hours, Karen 
appreciates other advantages the 
Mansion offers. "Most nights, there's a 
movie showing. Also, I really like the 
company of the other girls." It's clear 
that Karen now feels thoroughly 
satished with her move, For 

Miss December, the Playboy Mansion 
is a fascinating ménage that she's 

more than delighted to call home. 


Above: Karen plays charades with PLAYBOY secretary Charlotte Block, Pamela May and Roxanné Demetropoulos in the 
Mansion ballroom. Below: Karen greets keyholders and, next morning, prepares for an assignment from Playboy Models. 


Above: After a fresh snowfall, Karen bundles up and steps outside the Mansion for a taste of ond look at what for 


her is a very rare event. “It does snow in Texas, but very infrequently," she says, then adds, "апа never like this." 
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES 


Leaving the poker party late, as usual, two 
friends compared notes. “I can never fool my 
fe,” the first complained. "I turn off the car's 
ngine and coast into the garage, take off my 
shoes, sneak upstairs and undress in the bath- 
тоот, but she always wakes up and yells like 
crazy about my being 

“You just have the wrong technique,” his 
friend advised. "I roar into the garage, honk 
the horn a couple of times. slam the front door, 
stomp up the stairs, pat my wife on the ays and 
say, "How about it, beautiful? She always pre- 
tends she's asleep. 


e. 


We know а youthful middle-aged man who is 
currently dating a voluptuous lass of 18. When 
queried about his new love, he commented, 
"Ive found myself asking new questions ol 
life Tike, "What kind of wi well with 
peanut. butter? 


ne goes 


Ow Unabashed Dictionary defines Santa's 
helpers as subordinate Clauses. 


While walking through town опе afternoo: 
the young priest was approached by a wom 
who purred, “A quickie for five bucks?” 

Obviously confused by this advance, the 
father simply continued on his way; but with 
їп а short span of time, another prostitute beck- 
oned him with, “A quickie for five bucks?" 

The priest returned to his parish and en 
countered the mother superior. His curiosity 
overcame him and he asked, "Mother. what's 
a quickie? 

Five bucks,” replied the nun, “same ay in 
town 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines virgin as a 
girl who has never lost her head 


li was midnight when the phone rang at police 
headquarters. The desk sergeant 
and a shrill voice reported, "There 
maniac in my house.” 
ту to be calm, lady," the cop said reassur 
ngly. “We'll have a patrol car there in a few 
minutes." 

“Oh, that's not necessary," the caller chimed, 
“Just send somebody arcund to pick him up in 
the morning.” 


d about the sensi- 
ing of her best 
no 


And, of course, you've h 
tive young thing who, upon he: 
‚ threw herself 


The carnest professor of gynecology at a spe- 
cially convened symposium shocked his audience 
when he claimed, "I have indisputable ev 
dence, gentlemen, that I have discovered a 
ditoris bearing an uncanny resemblance to a 
watermelon.” 

After the resulting commotion died away, 
one doctor rose and rejoined, “I don't doubt 
that my learned colleague examined a hyper- 
tophied organ of extraordinary dimension, 
but to say it was like a watermelon must 
certainly be an exaggeration.” 

"Who said anything about si 
the professor. "m talking abou 


interrupted 
taste!” 


After the honeymooners had gone down to 
breakfast. the hotel maid found a Rve-dollar bill 
pinned over a stain on the sheet. With the 
money was a note that read, “Sorry. 

The maid changed the linen and pinned 
а note on the pillow saying, "That's OK, come 
again." 


Then there was the abandoned tugboat who 
felt really low after discovering her mother was 
а tramp and her father was a ferry, 


А man whose wife had just given birth to 
triplets burst into the room where the newborn 
tots were kept. "Get out of here!" shouted the 
You're not sterile! 
"Lady," said the fellow, looking proudly at 
his offspring, “you're telling me!” 


UM 


a nary defines erection as 
a member in good standing. 


Upon the opening day of the new school year 
the firstgrade teacher approached the black 
board and announced to her class, "I want you 
all to learn my name, so I'm going to print it 
ош: P-RUSSY, Miss Prussy, it rhymes with 
pussy, but it has an R in 

Content that she had made her point, the 
instructor went on with the scheduled lessons. 
The next morning, right after the bell had 
rung, she asked, “Who remembers what my 
name is? 

One beaming little fellow at the back of the 
room quickly raised his hand 
replied. “It’s Miss Саши." 


Heard a funny one lately? Send it on а pos- 
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, rLaypoy, 
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago. 
TIL 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor 
whose card is selected, Jokes cannot be returned. 


“Except for the hotpants and the pubic hair, she’s basically 
the same as last year’s model.” 
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A 
FEMINIST 
LOOKS AT 

HISTORY 


humor By DR. VIRGINIA SLIMMES in a no-holds-barred exposé, the lid is ripped off the great 
male sexist cover-up and a pantheon of long-wronged ladies are finally given their due—by georgette! 


E 5000 years, male authors have been conditioning 
women to accept masculine-oriented interpretations of human events, interpretations saturated with the 
most appalling sexist lies, misconceptions and factual errors. Lite wonder that today's woman is insecure, 
confused and cranky and that one out of every three has developed a facial tic. If American women are 
to achieve true [reedom and lulfillment—as opposed to the spurious kind consisting of material comforts 
and laborsaving appliances—they will have to re-examine and re-evaluate history and rewrite it to show 
what really happened. If my thesis is correct, we will see emerge a very different picture from the ane men 
have painted. 

Even before recorded history, men did everything possible to leave to posterity an impression of their 
supremacy. Wall paintings found in a Preorthopedic cave in New York State (now the Queens-Midtown 
Tunnel) show a group of naked hunters thrusting spears into the bowels of what appears to be a gigantic 
cocker spaniel, probably just a poorly drawn saber-toothed tiger. From the enormous body of archaeologi- 
cal rescarch assembled by Humus and Sphagnum, however, we know that females were the hunters and 
warriors of that age. Yet the hunters in those paintings are indisputably depicted as having—well, balls. How 
come the contrad aple: The Stone Age male controlled the me 

And so it has gone, from Chondroma of Testis, whose history of the Tektites is our first crude written 
account of a modern civilization (it is crude because he used the feathered end of his quill), to Arthur 
Schlesinger, Jr., who asserts that World War One was rooted in nationalistic pride (it was not; it started when 
Princess Marie of Hohenzollern-Sigmaringen took umbrage at being seated next to the Grand Duke ol 
Mecklenburg-Schwerin at Princess Schoenburg-Waldenburg’s birthday party). In papyrus after papyr 
parchment alter parchment, book after book, such meaningful functions as war, looting, torture and rapine 
are shown performed by males, while sordid ones like household maintenance, education of the young and 
domestic economy are left to females. 

Even in those eras when women's influence was total, malechauvinist propagandists persisted in deny 
ing them credit. Take the reign of Elizabeth 1, queen of England. Because her reign was so glorious, many 
male scholars refuse to believe she was a woman. There is a school of thought postulating that Elizabeth was 
actually a Shakespearean boy actor named Dickie Fatling. Sir Loinsteak Welldone, perpetrator of this un. 
speakable treachery, has managed to demonstrate that Dickie, one of Henry VIII's bastards (and the biggest, 
far as I'm concerned), slew Elizabeth during a private command performance of The Mousetrap, then 
s fourth year in the West End, and proceeded to assume the throne. Sir Loinsteak rests his flimsy case on 
the testimony of half а dozen courtiers who saw Elizabeth naked, but neglects to point out that 16th Cen. 
tury anatomy was а vastly different affair from today’ 

‘The most infamous hatchet job performed by male historians was on Joan of Arc. Because she was too 
much woman for them, they have suggested she was a witch, Typical 

Joan, known to her adoring countrymen as La Pucelle for reasons that will be glaringly obvious to any- 
one familiar with the French language (1 don't know a word myself, but it's explained quite clearly in vol 
ume 13 of my Encyclopaedia Britannica), displayed at an early age the quality that has enshrined her in the 
hearts of liberationist sisters of every subsequent age: an irresistible urge to beat the shit out of boys. 

In her 13th year, Joan started hearing voices commanding her to remain a (continued on page 263) 
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007 


sean connery returns to secret- 
agent country—replete, as usual, 
with pulchritude and peril—in 


the first u.s.-based james bond 
thriller, “diamonds are forever” 


THE LATE Jan Fleming's indomitable 
secret agent, James Bond, has addic- 
tive qualities. In novel form, he 
has attracted such prominent fans 
as President John F. Kennedy; on- 
screen, he has since 1962 been enter- 
taining theater-filling [ans numbering 
into the hundreds of thousands. 
Now, it appears, even 007% besi- 
known alter ego is hooked by the 
role. After a one-picture absence, 
during which he loudly proclaimed 
that he was sick and ured of being 
James Bond, saturnine Scotsman 
Sean Connery is back in Bondage as 
the hero of Diamonds Are Forever, 
due to open over the holidays in 
theaters throughout the country 
Produced, as were six previous Bond 
epics—five starring Connery and one 
featuring George Lazenby—by Al- 
bert R. ("Cubby") Broccoli and 
Harry Saltzman for United Artists, 
Diamonds sets Bond on the trail of 


Back in harness as James Bond in 
Diamonds Are Forever, Sean Connery 
(right) finds himself, as usual, sur- 
rounded by girls, girls, giris—in this 
case, Judy Ritsko, o Vegos chorine. 


Inspired by the glittering gems of the movie's title and the omnipresent neon glow of Las Vegas, photographer Siman 
Nathan created the multicolored portraits on these pages by projecting film images on the shapely bodies of Nevada show- 
girls who appear, os themselves, in Diamonds. In this latest James Bond thriller, Sean Connery meets Jill St. John (below 
right) as Tiffany Case, member of an international smuggling ring. Bond and Tiffany pursue each other in and out of the 
sack—in a bridal suite, equipped with a water bed containing 3000 tropical fish (below left) and Bond's hotel room (bottom). 


Bond, a big winner at the crap table, attracts the attention of a casino honger-on, the apulently upholstered Plenty O'Toole 
{Lana Моа). In the sequence above, Plenty has insisted on escorting Bond to his raam in the Trapicana Hotel—where, just 
as they're getting dawn to bore essentials, they are surprised by a tria of hired thugs, wha give the young lady the old 
heave-ho, right aut the tenth-floor window. (She survives, by scaring a direct hit on the hotel's swimming pool; but by the 
time she gets back upstairs, Bond is already on the Case, ond the waterlogged Miss O'Toale ends up with plenty а' nothing.) 


a gemsmuggling ring that léads to 
the casinos of Las Vegas, Most of the 
action takes place in and around the 
Nevada gambling capital, making 
this the first Bond movie shot prin- 
cipally in the U.S. In the best 007 
screen tradition, Connery comes in 
contact with a number of pneumatic 
maidens, notably Jill St. John as 
Tifany Case and Lana Wood as 
Plenty O'Toole, (It was rtavaov's 
April uncoverage ol Miss Wood that 
brought her to the film makers’ atten- 
tion.) Also present in Diamonds are 
the other standard 007 film ingredi- 
ents: internally clever machines (a 
diamond-encrusted. butterfly -winged 
moon car and an oyster-shaped one- 
man sub) and adrenaline boosting 
chases (a dozen cars “crack up in 
Downtown Vegas). All in all, we pre- 
dict а warm уйе box-office welcome 
for the return of the prodigal Sean. 


When Lane Wood (right) was photo- 
graphed in a lavish April etaraoy layout, 
accampanied by o selectian of her own 
paems, most people knew her only as 
"Natalie Woad's kid sister''—despite 
the fact that she'd appeared for 14 
months as a regular on the Peyton 
Place television series, But our spread 
brought Lana ta the attention of pro- 
ducers Albert R. Broccoli and Harry 
Saltzman, who immediately affered her 
а sexpat role in Diamonds Are Forever, 
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PROFESSOR ZACHARY DING'S 
PATENTED OFFICIAL UNABRIDGED 
CONDENSED NEW 1972 
AUTOCYCLOPEDIA, A THROUGH Z 


humor By BRUCE McCALL and BROCK YATES 4 practically definitive collection 
of almost all the cars that nearly made automotive hastory 


INTRODUCTION BY LESTER SMEED, THE AUTHOR'S BEST FRIEND: Professor Zachary Ding 
has been astounding his friends and loved ones for years with a knowledge of things automotive that often 
borders on the articulate. “There goes a "49 Nash Airflyte," he will often observe, lapsing into a thoughtful 
silence that may last for weeks before those piercing eyes light up again and he exclaim Phere goes a 
Studebaker Lark, '59 maybe." “Ding,” I boggled one time, after the keen-eyed professor had led a ‘5! 
De Soto from half a block away, "you're a walking encyclopedia!” This gave him the idea for which his 
entire life suddenly seemed to have been mere preparation. Alas, Ding was ahead of his time. The world 
was not yet ready for an encyclopedia that could ambulate—though, in all fairness, it should be admitted 
that Ding's invention managed more of a shuffle than a walk when it moved at all. Be that as it may—and 
it was the venture exhausted the good professor's meager life savings; to recoup, he next hit upon the no 
tion of an encyclopedia of automobiles, an Autocyclopedia, as he termed it, with that academic's gift for 
boiling complex ideas down into words of seven syllables. The rest is history, of a sort. The Autocylopedia 
—with lots of words and full-color pictures that are almost in register—has gone through more than 100 
printings at 100 printers, and each will be paid, if this new improved edition, with its nearly perfect spelling 
and often uncannily accurate dates, meets with even half the success Professor Ding has promised his backers 
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ARDONK “PYTHON POWER” INDY RACER, 1935 — U.S.A. 


The year: 1935. The place: the hallowed bricks of the Indianapolis Motor Speedway, where daredevils of the 
roaring road convene each Memorial Day weekend to test their guts and gumption. Diesel-engine tycoon 
Bowles N. Ardonk's ambition had been to build the first car to win the mighty motorized marathon going non 
stop; in 1935, he built a car with a 973-cubic-inch diesel engine and 559-gallon fuel tanks to do the job and 
hired veteran Indy leadfoot Sid (“Weasel”) Gibbons and riding mechanic “Spats” Monkhouse as crew. Race 
day dawned hot and sultry. In a 1 inute effort to keep the crew cool, Ardonk installed an experimental 
beach umbrella over their heads. The technical breakthrough worked perfectly and the Ardonk entry seemed 

n, having effortlessly completed a - Then disaster struck when the lid blew off Monkhouse's picnic 
hamper and hit him in the mouth, chipping a tooth. It is а tribute to the reliability of this immortal machine 
that Gibbons was able to guide it off the track, out a gate and into downtown Indianapolis, where his gallant 
sidekick received immediate aid from Purvis Feeney, D. D. S., the only dentist in town not at the Speedway. 


BATTLE SONG OF THE PROLETARIAT SEDAN, 1965 — CHINESE PEOPLE'S REPUBLIC 


When production of the Chairman Mao's Thoughts Give Me Two Extra Cylinders sedan ended in 1962, 
Chinese car owners, and especially those who had owned Chairman Mao's Thoughts Give Me Two Extra 
Cylinders sedans, eagerly awaited its promised successor. Sure enough, only three years late and at less than 
twice the originally stated price came the all-new Ваше Song of the Proletariat. The preceding model had 
failed for the usual reasons: mad-dog CIA saboteur hirelings on the design staff, revanchist-revisionist traitor 
elements in the paint shop, criminal tools of hostile decadent imperialism in the showrooms. But the new 
Battle Song meant a whole new mah-jongg game. Sales boomed, with ten times more sold in the first six 
months than had been built. Next year, the ratio widened further; in the celebrated “Miracle of Mao's Math 
cmatics," 4,550,000 registrations had flooded in, while due to assembly-line adjustments, 14 cars were pro- 
duced, eight of those lacking only wheels to make them roadworthy. Sales continue to outstrip supply and the 
Battle Song goes from success to success, aided by the catchy slogan, “Denounce the man who doesn’t own one. 


BLUE MOON RECORD CAR, 1923 —GREAT BRITAIN 


The idea was simplicity itself: Lash together a half dozen or so motorcyles, start them rolling with one tug of 
the starting rope, then sit back for the mad dash to glory on the sands of Brighton Beach. ‘They told Sir Basil 
Torpedo it couldn't be done. The fact that it couldn't, and would not be recognized if it were, cannot dim 
Sir Basil’s pluck in attempting to bring off this most novel of challenges 10 the world land speed record, back 
in the balmy summer of 1923. That August afternoon proved fateful. As best can be reconstructed, the prob- 
lem started with stopping; that is, the motorcycles once unleashed could not—not by any controlled means. 
It was, according to survivors, a matter of every bike for itself, once the harness burst, sending six snorting 
missiles on a harum-scarum rampage over the sands, over the bathers and, finally, like so many mechanical 
lemmings, over the breakwater and into a pellucid sea. Escaping unscathed, Sir Basil vanished. The later tria 

furnished proof that he did, indecd, have an appointment with his tailor that afternoon. Though derided a 

lame, his defense, "I believe in punctuality,” jibed with lifelong habits, which, together with a character ref- 
erence from the Duke of Smudand (who later won notoriety for turning his castle into a roller rink), brought 
about a hung jury and new laws forbidding world land speed record attempts at Brighton Beach on weekends. 
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FARRAGO VENDETTA SPORTS/RACER, 1958— ITALY 


No sooner had his V-24 Fiasco prototype been banned from the 1957 Le s 24-hour race on a minor tech- 
nicality than Signor Emilio Farrago began plotting revenge. This crusty Italian octogenarian is a 

end, a man famed for mailing live scorpions to team drivers who displease him. The Vendetta marked new 
heights of Farrago's majestic malice. Из tubular chassis had been packed during assembly with rancid Boroz- 
zoni cheese and the completed car left to ripen for months under a broiling Italian sun. When trials for 
Le Mans 1958 rolled around, the Farrago race transporter could be sniffed three kilometers before it could 
be seen. By the time it reached the pits, the pits were empty. By the time the last technical inspector had 
buckled to his knees, Le Mans officials issued a special edict excusing the Vendetta from scrutineering en 
tirely. Farrago's point had been made—and just as well. The 16-year-old Sicilian lad behind the wheel, 
chosen because he lacked a sense of smell, was also lacking in driving finesse and demolished the Vendetta 

а 120-mph crash while trying to drive it back onto the transporter. Said Signor Farrago: ""That'sa showbiz 
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FURGO AIR SLICER ROADPLANE, 1949 — CANADA 


The book of Canadian automotive history is more like a pamphlet, but achievement is writ large on it 

—the easier to fill them up, mayhap? Writ larger than most is the name of Art Furgo. He was no ordinary 
man. This is traceable to the day when, at the age of seven, he got it square between the eyes with a speed 
ing hockey puck. The image of that hurtling disk, implanted firmly in his brain, led to the great idea of Art 
Furgo's life. Could not the same principles that let a hockey puck streak over the ice with aerodynamic ease 
also be applied to make a car zoom over the road? Well, no—but who was to break the news to an obsessed Art 
Furgo? So it was that one gray March morning, a strange silvery shape roared magnificently out of an alley 
in the sleepy hamlet of Coboco Onta and smack into the stout bri е of Whatley Brothers Feed 
Store. The maiden run was the final one for the ill-starred Furgo and his Air Slicer Roadplane, for pucks 
are rubber and bounce, while he and the Roadplane were not, and didn't. A small plaque marks the spot. 


GRUMMETT NAPHTHAMOBILE, 1932—U.S.A. 


Affable self-confessed ex-convict Fenton ("Duke") Grummett demonstrated an exciting car to members of the 
American Naphtha Gas Institute at Wingo, Nebraska, in 1932. Using a "secret cross-friction engine" designed 
in his prison cell, Grummett claimed sensational economy and blistering speed from what looked to be a 
стагу snarl of pipes, pulleys, pots and defunct radio tubes. Only naphtha gas could make it all work, he re- 
vealed; sensing a publicity bonanza, the institute agreed to finance Grummett’s projected nonstop drive 
from Wingo to Panama City and back in an improved version of his invention. Six months and $70,000 
later, he set out. His frequent stops at gas stations, his pistol whipping of a nosy reporter in De Sade City, 
Louisiana, and his Naphthamobile's sluggish pace barely dimmed public interest. When Grummett wired 
tor $50,000 to "replace the carbon vibrator,” the institute coughed up. It was a proud band of officials who 


welcomed the Naphthamobile as it approached the festooned and beribboned halfway point in downtown 
Panama City. But it wasa bewildered band of officials who watched as the Naphthamobile crossed the halfway 
point, accelerated and kept going south. Grummett’s whereabouts are, according to the FRI, still unknown 


KAWASOTA SUGARFACE ROADSTER, 1960— JAPAN 


The perky little Sugarface was Japan's first postwar try at building a true sports car—and a game ty it 
was. Something more than game was that tiny 108-cc. engine, a masterpiece of intricate casting that any 
watchmaker could rey а few weeks, given the original blueprints Something approaching genius was 
its tubular plastic chassis, so similar to a tangle of Hula-Hoops that inquiries proved it to be a tangle of 
Hula-Hoops. The Sugarlace won lukewarm response for cost-cutting touches such as decals instead of real 
instruments; it won hot ire for its tendency to blow away in high winds. Kawasota president Mr. I. Gichi 
tried to appease critics by driving a Sugarlace himself as а demonstration of its safety. The gesture sadly 
backfired when his Sugarface hit a pothole, rebounded into the air, caught a passing breeze and was walted 
over the edge of a precipice. Mr. Gichi's parting words, “Hai yoy koma shwjunka-oi!”—"Next time, do 
use Hula-Hoops!”—are heard again every year during the Kawasota Heavy Industries Employees’ Fest 
val and Mass Calisthenics ritual re-enactment of the tragedy and were the inspi for a popular tune that 
stayed 13 weeks on the top of the Japanese hit charts and is currently getting play as an oldie but goodie. 
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KRANZLER STURM ROADSTER, 1932— GERMANY 


Fast, powerful sports roadsters are nothing exceptional in the annals of speed. Fast, powerful sports road- 
sters without brakes are more unusual. Such a curiosity was the 1932 Kranzler Sturm, product of a famed 
German concern momentarily barred by the fine print in the Treaty of Versailles from its natural spheres 
of industry. Soul of the Sturm was a 28-iter Probst zeppelin engine welded into a network of girders based 
on the chassis of an earlier Kranzler gun carriage. What it lacked in sophisucation it also lacked in road 
ability, since the gun carriage was meant for railways, while the Sturm was not. These defects were of scant 
moment to designer Herr Professor Direktor Doktor Ing. Otto-Alfred Flotz. In lact, nothing was of moment 
to Herr Flotz but pure velocity—perhaps a leftover from his specialization in heavy-armaments engineer- 
ing. The professor's reply to the question аз to why the Sturm lacked even a pretense of brakes rings 
through history: “А cannon shell, it has brakes?” A proper Sturm was intended to carry such intimidating 
power that no car, no man, no beast could or would block its relentless path. The concept worked, up to 
а point. That point came abruptly when a brick wall failed to yield as planned to the Sturm, Dr. Flot. 
at the wheel. Although Dr. Flotz was gone, Kranzler might have continued development of the car. But 
by then, it was 1934, the Treaty of Versailles had just about blown over and other interests happened along 


MURDSTONE PTARMIGAN, 1935 — GREAT BRITAIN 


"Trundling as it did from the same works that gave mankind the world-renowned Murdstone Safety Baby 
Perambulator, it is no surprise that the Ptarmigan stressed safety above all. More surprising is the run of 
crashes, the hail of lawsuits, the endless debate whether the Ptarmigan was the world's most dangerous safe 
car or the world’s most safe dangerous car. The designers, apparently, overemphasized. A 12-horscpower, 
coal oil-burning motor could never tempt the speed demon, true; alas, neither could it quite traverse та 
way crossings. A great iron claw of a brake dangling on the ground could never lock up nor fade, tru 
alas, neither could it penetrate concrete nor quite keep a grip in mud. Unique Ptarmigan features in 
cluded a three-wheel rear-suspension system that has received, despite its singularity, remarkably scant at 
tention. It seems, in fact, to have been quite deliberately snubbed. This is perhaps just as well and only 
points up again that ancient British attribute of fair play; the rear suspension, alter all, cannot talk I 


SCRAGSHAW FLYING MONITOR SAFETY CAR, 1958—U.S.A. 


“A concrete car!” gasped an incredulous public when safety expert Alex Scragshaw first wheeled his Fly- 
tor safety car through the streets of Detroit in April 1958. Scragshaw, it seemed, had created the 
rst truly "safe" automobile, with prestressed concrete body and an interior lined with hundreds 

of half-sliced tennis balls. A modified 1953 Hudson Jet engine moved the 11,987-pound Flying Monitor at a 

modest maximum of 17 mph. Underpowered? Not to Scragshaw: “Any fool knows that speed kills!” was 

his standard retort. Safety-first design features included steel 1 beam bumpers on all four sides, periscope vi- 

sion (to eliminate any danger of flying glass in collisions) and nonskid floor mats. But tragedy stalked 

the Flying Monitor, nonetheless. In an attempt to prove his design, Scragshaw proposed to stage a crash 
between his car and a Baltimore & Ohio switch engine. And thus, on May 23, 1959, Scragshaw steered the 

Flying Monitor straight down the tracks and into the locomotive at 50 mph. Success! The blow knocked 

the train off the tracks, while the Flying Monitor survived almost intact. But then they pricd open the 

door. The tennis balls had all flown free on impact and poor Scragshaw was, in the coroner's words, “Dun- 
lopped to a fare-thee-well.” The Flying Monitor, its creator hors de combat, was converted into an H-bomb 
shelter and later transformed into a toll booth on the Will Rogers Turnpike just outside Tulsa, Oklahoma 


ZUB ARMORED ROADSTER, 1954— U.S.S.R. 


The Supreme Soviet’s 1951 call for "a swift sports tourer fearlessly carrying forward the highest ideals of Marx 
and Lenin” was partially answered three years later by the appearance of the ZUB. A rider to the basic specifi- 
cations had called for the ability to convert this sports machine into a light armored scout car. The design 
contradictions and limitations thus imposed helped explain, if not forgive, the ZUB's peculiar characteristics. 
These included cracking concrete surfaces, noise that broke windows and a turning circle of about 135 feet 
when it could be turned at all. Heavy but not reliable, the ZUB sat on a sheet-iron chassis that superbly 
thwarted land mines but tended to lend awkward over-the-road manners. “Banotzyi ub myekvolstynov hel 
signorsk!"' a Soviet car tester, writing in The Uzbekistan Auto Racing and Land Reclamation Weekly, com- 
mented. “What we've got is a good Socialist steam roller!” To some, a 14400 sports car may appear a con 

diction in terms. However, it must be remembered that ZU Bs could be stripped for competition purposes to 
nine and a half tons. And it must be additionally remembered that the only competition was from other ZUBs. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY BRUCE MC CALL 


a festive gathering of urban and resort garb—from not-so-basic black tie to casually elegant avant 


attire By ROBERT L. GREEN The black-tie penguin look has gone the wey of the dodo bird. Now your choice ranges from clos: 
пег jackets to printed tunics, (The latter con be worn when occasion—ond climote—dictates the loosening of sartorial ties.) The gent 
men above are dressed for a formal evening in town. From left to right: a brushed-cotton dinner jacket with flored-leg trousers, $145, cotton 
dinner shirt, $22, and velvet bow tie, $6, all by After Six; a mohair-and-worsted dinner jacket ond trousers, by Lord West, $195, striped shirt, 
by Von Heusen, $9.50, and velvet bow tie, by Bert Pulitzer, $6.50; a cotton-velvet dinner jacket, $175, and braided trousers, $50, both by Bill 
Blass for PEM, plus a silk shirt, $50, and butterfly bow tie, $12.50, both by Bill Blass; and a stretch-satin safari suit, from Halston Lid., $450. 


PROOUCEO BY WALTER HOLMES /PHOTOGRAPHED BY SKREBNESKI 


Having headed south for the winter, the same quartet comes an in a variety of resort evening garb. From left ta right: ап eye-catching 
cotton-velvet suit featuring notched lapels, a deep center vent, braided trim and straight-leg trousers, by Corbin Lid., $165, polyester dinner 

irt with pleated and ruffled French cuffs and front, $24, and satin bow tie, $5, both by After Six; a cotton nail-print shirt suit with long-pointed 
collar, barrel cuffs and flared-leg trousers, $90, worn with a leather belt thot features a silver-nail buckle, $60, both by Carlo Polazzi for 
Jaeger; o cotton knit open-neck shirt, by Celli for Ultima, $60, raised-stripe cotton slacks with flared leg bottoms, by Giovanelli, $25, and 
handmade silver-and-turquoise concho belt, from First People, $400; o hand-printed cotton tunic made in Pakistan, from Biba, $16, chamois 


joons with contrasting stitching and flared leg bottoms, by Madonna, $75, plus а handsome bross-studded leather belt, by Conterbury, $8 
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"4 
OFhelley (continued from page 166) 


and her lips still moist and inviting and 
mildly mocking. Her straight black hair 
still hung down to the base of her bite- 
able tushy. She was so succulent and juicy 
and wonderful I wanted to ay. I ush- 
ered her into the apartment. 

“Oh, wow,” she said, looking around. 
“Oh, wow. You live here alone?” 

“Uh, yeah." 

She appeared to be fairly impressed 
with what I'd done to the place and I 
figured I was a step ahead. It really was 
a terrificlooking place—a duplex with 
two small rooms upstairs and one large 
bedroom downstairs that opened out onto 
a patio and a 40-footdeep garden. I'd 
planted the garden myself with long 
grasses, flowers and shrubbery, and I'd 
sunk green floodlights into the ground 
under the trees—now in all their South- 
ern California glory, since it was nearly 
dark out. Inside the apartment was a 
custom-made bar I'd designed myself, 
lots of walnut paneling and indirect 
lighting. 

Shelley sat down and I offered her a 
drink, instantly losing several points. 
She didn't drink, of course—no kids 
drank these days; if only I'd paused to 
think before 1 spokc—and instead, she 
pulled out a couple of joints and offered 
me onc. I accepted, knowing that al- 
though I was no stranger to marijuana, 
knowing that although I'd been intro 
duced to it about the time she was in 
second grade, she would still look at the 
way I was smoking it and decide I was 
doing it wrong. 

We smoked awhile in a silence that 1 
found uncomfortable but that didn't 
seem to bother her at all. 

“This is pretty good stuff,” I said at 


I said. "So tell me. What'd 


“Well, you know. Stuff for school.” 
“Yeah. Where do you go?" I said. 

"o school?" 

"Yeah. 

‘Julia Richman.” 

“Julia Richman, the, uh, high school,” 
1 said. 

“Yeah.” 

I had a sudden vision of her dressed 
in pinafore and pigtails, licking a lolli- 
pop. playing on a playground swing, 
and of me dressed 2s a bummy, dirty old 
man walking up and offering her a slug 
of whiskey. 

“How is Julia Richman?" I sai 
a. you know, school. 1 mean." 

“Oh, wow," she s 

T waited for some further amplification, 
but none appeared to be forthcoming. 


“As 


“Yeah.” I said finally. 

“It’s actually not that bad of a place 
to score, though,” she said. 

“To . . . sore. To buy drugs you 
mean.” 

“Yeah.” 

“What can you, uh, score there?” 

“Oh, you know. Anything. Grass, hash, 
speed, coke. Anything.” 
Acid?" I said. 
Yeah.” 

“Have you had acid?" I said. 

“Today, you mean?” 

“No, I meant... .” 

“Ar all? 

“Yeah.” 

“Well, sure,” she said 

"Oh." 

“The only thing I 
tried.” she said, 
"Heroin?" 

“Yeah.” 

“Well, I don't blame you," 1 said. "I 
mean, that stuff can really be dangerous.” 

“Yeah,” she said. "I'd be scared to 
take it more than once.” 

I laughed. "I'd be sared to even take 
it once," 1 said. 

“Oh, it's not so bad, if you only take 
it once,” she said. 

"How do you know?" 

"Well, you know. I mean, like, I 
didn't notice any bad effects." 

I looked at her carefully. "You mean 
you've taken heroin?" I said. 

"Only once,” she said. 

“I thought you said you've never tried 


haven't. really 
is smack.” 


“Well, wow. Once isn’t anything. It’s 
when you do it all the time.” 

“I see; D said. "But isn’t that, uh, 
dangerous? ] mean, isn’t it, you know, 
habit-forming?" 

"Not if you only do it a couple of 
times, like I did,” she said. 

I decided not to push it. My purpose. 
after all, was not to get her to lead а 
clean life; my purpose was to get my 
dirty-old-man self into these warm sweet 
panties of hers. 

“Tell mc," I said with elaborate non- 
chalance, "how old are you?" 

"Men 

“Yes.” 

“Seventeen,” she said. 

“Seventeen,” I said. 

“Pretty much," she said. 

"Pretty much?” 

“Well, I mean, I will be in a couple 
of weeks.” 

“Ah.” 

“How old are you?" she said. 

"Me?" I said. 

“Yeah 

“Nearly thirty,” I said. 

Now it was her turn to be elaborately 
nonchalant, 


“Thirty . 
"Yes," I said. 
She contemplated this bit of news 
soberly for several moments. 
“I knew someone who had a thing 
with someone your age once,” she said. 
"Imagine that," I said. 
> she said. “What do you do, 


years old,” she said. 


“Yes.” 

“Oh, yeah? Where?" 

“Right here at home. I'm a freelance 
writer.” 

“Yeah? What do you write?” 

“Oh, books, plays, screenplays. You 


know. 

This type of conversation was clearly 
not going to lead to anything sexual 
and I was getting rather restless. Also, 
joint or no joint, I still needed a drink 
I stood up. 

“You sure I can't get you anything to 
drink?" I said. 

“1 don't know. Are you going to have 
somcthing?" 

“Well. yeah. I thought I would.” 

"OK, then maybe ГЇЇ have somet 
What've you got?” 

I smiled proudly. 

“Just about anything you can name," 
I said. “What would you like?” 

“Pear brandy,” she said 

“Pear brandy?” 

"Yeah." 

“Im sorry,” I said. “I don 
have any of that. Is there 2 
you'd like?” 

She shrugged. “I don't care. Whatever 
you have." 

Т went over to the bar, poured myself 
a Scotch and her a vodka and returned 
to the couch. 1 handed her the drink 
and sat down next to her and tried to 
plot the least awkward way of making 
my move. Jt was dear to me that to 
have gotten her over to my apartment 
and spent all this time with her and 
then not made a pass at her would blow 
my chance with her completely. After 
trying for another half hour to think of 
naturallooking ways of doing it, I final 
ly just leaned over and attached ту 
mouth to hers, catching her in midsen- 
tence, and then her lips opened and our 
tongues touched and I was in heave 

I kissed her and caressed her firm 
young wonderful body through her 
clothes, and I had to concentrate hard 
on not blurting out terrible uncool 
love-and-marriage things. | think she 
was cnjoying what we were doing, but it 
was hard for me to tell, since 1 was so 
excited myself, 1 managed to take off her 
heavy sweater and her leather skirt with 
out excessive clumsiness, and then 1 
hoarsely suggested it might be more 
comfortable if we went downstairs. 

We walked downstairs in our absolute 

(continued on page 290) 
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revealing and unsparing, 
segal’s works jolt 

the viewer with a flash 
of self-recognition 
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eeriness to those figures Kaprow has 
called “vital mummies,” as another has 
likened them to “those hapless Pon 
реп” 

Superficial resemblances aside, there is 
little to link Segal's figures to the victims 
of Pompeii; he has too much faith in 
man, too much love for the human body 
and an optimistic belief in the con 
tion of Jife—with all its tribulations, 

But a sense of loneliness does pervade 
much of Segal's work. His subjects often 
seem alienated from their physical or spir- 
itual environment, uapped in situations 
aver which they have little or no control. 
or in roles they mindlessly perform. In 

is more intimate sculptures, he dwells 

upon the failing effort of people to reach 
out and touch one another. As he fo- 
cuses on the individual in isolation or 
on the precariousness of interpersonal 
relationships, Segal strips his sitters of 
ie and pretense: "You can't as 
sume a social or artificial posture, for 
even then the body reveals certain truths 
about itself." The discomfort to the 
sitter is such that he can't pretend to 
ignore it—he has to accept and relax. 
Adds Segal: "My models are just as stoic 
nd brave, or screaming and hysterical 
as they really are. It is very hard to be 
a fake with that kind of wet discomfort 
over such a long period of time." 

All of Scgal's sculptures are madc in 
a series of abandoned chicken coops, 300 
feet long and a mere cight feet high, lost 
in a rural pocket of New Jersey some 
30 miles from Manhattan. Visiting this 
unique and now almost legendary studio, 
it is impossible not to be deeply im- 
pressed by its starkness, relieved опу by 
ually scattered. plaster figures looming 
п the crepuscular light, the leftovers of 
a ten-year activity. Haunted by ghosts, 
it is also pregnant with those asyet 


unrealized works that will bom in its 
workaday-world atrnosphe 
A neighbor once chided Segal for call 


ing himself a sculptor, since he didn't 
chisel his works out of marble, as had all 
famous sculptors in history. Segal smil- 
ingly replied that an artist uses whatever 
materials he finds in good supply and 
can afford. At the time he started model- 
ing those lumpy human forms that 
could have stepped right out of the 
pictures he had previously been paint- 
ing, plaster was an obvious choice of 
material. He remembers buying it at a 
lumberyard [or eight cents a pound. He 
also admits to never having had the 
time, the assistants nor the tools and 
equipment necessary to work in the "no- 
ble" materials—bromze, stone and marble. 

Segal's decision to use plaster, whether 
for want of marble or by inclination, 
was consistent with the assemblage aes 
thetic of the Fifties and the predilection 
of artists at that time for broad gestures, 
raw materials and unfinished appear- 
ances. For Segal, plaster may have had 
the advantage of not possessing inherent 


artistic qualities; it also permitted speed 
of execution and it was cheap. 

More important, of course, than the 
terial itself is the use to which the 
artist puts it, A Segal figure, it should 
be realized, is not a facsimile of a human 
form but an approximation, roughly 
one eighth ol an inch thicker. The 
sculptor covers a model, either clothed 
or nude, with bands and swaths of fab- 
ric dipped in hvdrostone, a tough and 
resilient plaster used in industrial mod- 
els and in medical casts. Hair and face 
are protected with Vaseline and the 
genitals are covered with Saran Wrap, 
while the nose is left exposed for breath 
ing. The casting proceeds in sections— 
lower body, upper body, head and hands 
—and the model has to hold a given 
pose for up to 40 minutes at a time until 
the plaster has sufficiently hardened to 
be removed. The cast is then ripped open 
at a seam on the back or side. 

Reassembling the sections is more ex- 
acting than making the mold. A pose 
can rarely be held without varia 
throughout the casting of each piece and 
a model's mood or ability to concentrate 
may have changed in the course of the 
session. But since the plaster shell is 
thin and flexible, the artist can manipu- 
late and. adjust details of form, stance or 
gesture. As the wet plaster soaks through 
the model's clothes, it catches the muscu- 
lature and bone structure. underneath. 
In addition, the surface is worked over 
10 tone down or accentuate certain fea- 
tures. "Originally, I thought that casting 
would be fast and direct, like photogra 
phy." says Segal, "but then 1 found that 
1 had to rework every square inch." 

Segal reminds us that Rodin was once 
accused—but later absolved—of making 
casts directly from the human body 
This practice was as severely frowned 
upon as the recent practice among 
painters of copying photographs. Today, 
nearly everyone agrees that it is the 
result that counts, not the technique. It 
would be just as simple, according to 
Segal, to take any part of the body or 
the body as a whole, put plaster on it, 
let it set, take it off and use the negative 
mold to make a positive cast, thus faith- 
fully duplicating the original, But then, 
Segal is not interested in literal repro- 
duction and demands more artistic con- 
trol and intervention: “I choose to use 
the exterior because, in а sense, it's my 
own version of drawing and painting, 1 
have to define what 1 want and 1 can 
blur what I don't want.” 

_ Equally important to Segal is the en- 
ironment in which he places his figures 
Since Marcel Duchamp introduced. thc 
“ready-made” more than a half-century 
ago, we have learned that art can be not 
only what the artist makes but also what 
he finds and subsequently appropriates 
as his own. Segal's readymades are the 
props and. fixtures, 
that suggest rather th 


vironment. "The chairs beds, windows. 
tables, plumbing or whatever goes into a 
Segal environment are not merely props 
10 dress an imaginary stage but plastic 
presences—like the figures, powerful in 
their own right. 

The subjects of Segal's sculptures, pre- 
determined and envisioned from the 
outset, are usually the result of signif 
cant encounters or particularly vivid rec- 
ollections. The protagonists of 
are, for the most part, members of his 
family, friends and neighbors whom he 
presses into service. There is a parallel 
between Segal's finding people to cast 
and a stage director's casting a play. “I 
have to be very careful,” says the art 
"to ask the right ones; a person's inner 
attitudes come out in the plaster some- 
how.” Segal claims that in casing, he 
finds out a great deal morc about people 
he thought he had known well. 

“J deal primarily in mystery and іп 
the presentation of mystery," he says. “If 
1 cast someone in plaster, it is the mys- 
tery of a human being that is presented. 
1f 1 put him next to an object. it also 
raises a question about the nature of 
that object.” 

Segal’s slice-of life presentations in en 
vironments that we are almost forced to 
enter have the effect of a disquieting 
confrontation, not unlike the sudden 
recognition of a human presence on a 
darkened stage. Watching strangers in 


we are 


the intimacy of their own home, 


an 
not look away. 
though we 


Our gaze remains fixed 
were spectators in an audience about to 
see dramatic disclosures. 

In much of Segal's work, he experi 


s with love, that most volatile of 
sentiments, going from discreet allusion 
to brazen representation. In fact, there 
is something vaguely erotic about even 
those sculptures in whieh love relation 
ships are neither hinted at nor implied 
When Dry Cleaning Store, an important 
early sculpture, was returned to the art 
ist from exhibition at New York's Green 
Gallery, the figure of the far-Irom-glam- 
orous laundress, bent over her counter, 
had a shiny behind from an exces of 
public affection. This seems only natural 
to Segal who sees an erotic impulse 
both in the making and in the experi 
encing of art—and not necessarily art 
with an erotic subject nor the art of his 
making. Could there be а more gratui 
tous gesture than. Marcel Duchamp's se 
lecting а шпа! from a sanitary-supplies 
store and submitting it as a work of art 
to а 1917 “Independents” exhibition in 
New York? Yet Segal. who knew Du 
"Lam sure that in his studio, 
he must have run his 
hand lovingly across that cool porcelain 
that felt like а woman's icy ass.” 
Erotic themes kept recurring in Se- 
ntings of the late Fifties and 
(continued on page 259) 
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“The Computerized Love Bandit 


M. was seized in Memphis . . . and 
after indicating he would demand a trial, 
abrupily pleaded guilty here. . . 

"It was worse than stealing,” ke told 
the court in a handwritten statement. 
“Promises 1 had no intention of keeping 
++- a past lije built on lies... my life 
revolting even to me... . I have total 
obligations oj $100,000 and I would like 
the opportunity to pay them back. 

“Let me work to pay them to prove I 
am по longer a liar... . 1 could begin 
by putting my personal obligations in 
order, making full restitution, and if I 
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eeriness to those figures Kaprow has 
called “vital mummies,” as another has 
likened them to "those hapless Pom- 
peians." 

Superficial resemblances aside, there is 
litde to link Segal's figures to the victims 
of Pompeii; he has too much faith in 
man, too much love for the human body 
and an optimistic belief in the continua- 
tion of lile—with all its tribulations. 

But a sense of loneliness does pervade 
much of Segal’s work. His subjects often 
" ienated from their physical or spi 
itual environment, trapped in situations 
over which they have little or no control, 
or in roles they mindlessly perform. In 
his more intimate sculptures, he dwells 
upon the failing effort of people to reach 
ош and touch one another. As he fo- 
«uses on the individual in 
on the precariousness of 
relationships, Segal strips hi 
artifice and pretense: "You 


can't 
sume a social or artificial posture, for 
even then the body reveals certain truths 


about itself." The discomfort to the 
sitter is such that he can't pretend to 
ignore it—he has to accept and relax. 
Adds Segal: "My models are just as stoic 
and brave, or screaming and hysterical 
as they really are. It is very hard to be 
a fake with that kind of wet discomfort 
over such a long period of time. 

АШ of Segal's sculptures are made in 
a series of abandoned chicken соор», 300 
fect long and a mere cight fect high, lost 
in a rural pocket of New Jersey some 
30 miles from Manhattan. Visiting this 
unique and now almost legendary studio, 
it is impossible nor to be deeply im- 
pressed by its starkness, relieved only by 
casually scattered plaster figures looming 
in the crepuscular light, the leftovers of 
a ten-year activity. Haunted by ghosts, 
it is also pregnant with those asyet- 
unrealized works that will born in its 
workaday-world atmosphere. 

A neighbor once chided Segal for call 
ing himself a sculptor, since he didn't 
chisel his works out of marble, as had all 
famous sculptors in history, Segal smil- 
ingly replied that an artist uses whatever 
materials he finds in good supply and 
can afford. At the time he started model- 
ing those lumpy human forms that 
could have stepped right out of the 
pictures he had previously been paint 
ing, plaster was an obvious choice of 
He remembers buying it at a 
1 for eight cents a pound. Не 
also admits to never having had the 
с, the assistants nor the tools and 
ment necessary to work in the "no- 
ble" materials—bronze, stone and marble. 

Segal's decision to use plaster, whether 
for want of marble or by inclination. 
was consistent with the assemblage acs 
thetic of the Fifties and the predilection 
of artists at that time for broad gestures, 
raw materials and unfinished appear- 
ances, For Segal, plaster may have had 
the advantage of not possessing inherent 
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article by alan hartington 


the psychopath 


"THERE WALK AMONG Us men and women 
who are in but not of our world," wrote 
psychiatrist Robert Lindner. "Often the 
sign by which they betray themselves is 
crime, crime of an explosive, impulsive, 
reckless type. Sometimes the sign is ruth- 
lessness in dealing with others socially, 
even commercially.” 

The menacing individuals to whom 
Dr. Lindner referred (in Must You Con- 
Тогт?. 1955) are well known. They have 
a familiar name. In psychiatric as well 
as popular literature, in Sunday supple- 
ments and sociological studies, at cocktail 
parties and inquests, in the Armed Forces, 


at medical conventions, in employment 
offices, clinics and police stations, they 
are readily identified as psychopaths. 

THE WIZARD OF WOO 

To Matthew M., the time he spent 
romancing lonely, middle-aged women 
was an investment, one that returned 
$100,000 in just two years... . 

М. had a way with women . . . a way 
that led him into at least nine marriages 
and uncounted romances that paid tidy 
dividends. So the one-to-ten-year rap he's 
now doing shouldn’t be a total loss, М. 
is writing his memoirs. Tentative tit 
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“The Computerized Love Bani 
М. was seized in Memphis . . . and 

after indicating he would demand a trial, 

abruptly pleaded guilty here. . . . 

“It was worse than stealing,” he told 
the court in a handwritten statement. 
“Promises I had no intention of keeping 

а past life built on lies... my life 
revolting even to me... . I have total 
obligations of $100,000 and I would like 
the opportunity to pay them back. 

“Let me work to pay them to prove 1 
ат no longer a liar. . . . I could begin 
by putting my personal obligations in 
order, making [ull restitution, and if I 


can't do this, I'm not fit for society. A 
man changes, he can change... . 1 know 
I'm at a point of no return in life.” 

The judge agreed on the point of no 
return—and sentenced М. to one to ten 
years in prison. 


Whether making headlines like this or 
living out his days as a troublemaker on 
the neighborhood level, the tradi 
psychopath is hardly a new man. We 
know him as the town drunk, habitual 
wife beater, wastrel, swindler, forger, 
family disgrace, black sheep, the “bad 
seed” ministers son—or we may recog- 
nize her, according to perhaps bygone 
standards, as the loose, man-hungry 
housewife on the prowl for strangers, or 
the "girl from a good family" unac- 
countably gone wrong. 

On another level, the psychopath may 
be a doctor constantly involved in mal- 
practice suits, the businessman whose 
proposals always appear a little shady 
and whose ventures somehow fail 
“through no fault of his own.” We have 
one near certainty: Sooner or later. 
when the classic psychopath comes on- 
stage, things will go wrong. 

People associated with him—especially 
his family and friends—will suffer. And, 
it so often happens, incomprehensibly. 
Patterns of temporary success or at least 
stability are followed by strangely brutal 
and irresponsible behavior, stupid and 
unnecessary falls from grace for which 
there can be no rational explanation. 
Yet in between these disasters, and 
sometimes while they are taking place, 
the offender (it’s hard to call him a 
victim, since he gives little evidence of 
suflering very much) may remain on the 
surface an utterly plausible, often attrac- 
tive individual, lucid and ready with all 
kinds of explanations. Until he has re- 
peated his destructive routines many 
times over, his loved ones characteristi- 
cally long to forgive him, and even 
blame themselves for having been too 
harsh. This can be understood, because 
in retrospect. his behavior appears in 
many instances to be simply beyond 
belieí—so much so that the hurt and 
astonished mate, friend or business asso- 
ciate who has suffered at the hands of 
the psychopath may well be persuaded 
that he or she, not the other, has been 
temporarily out of his mind 
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1 am thinking, for example, of a suc 
cessful mutualfund salesman named 
Mark, who maintained а small mansion, 


a Rolls-Royce and his pretty wife in a 
chic community on Cape Cod during 
the summers. In addi he was a 
writer, and the competition—typing in 
cottages and hovels nearby—learned 
that, dismayingly, this new Renaissince 
man had sold script to someone like 
Gregory Peck for $200,000, He had just 
204 returned from the Coast. Amusingly 


enough, the actor had found his script 
in such good shape that he had spent the 
time they had together talking with the 
writer about mutual funds and was about 
financial advisor 


to take him on as a 
well. 


‚ Mark, the bluff. hearty 
aissance man, had allowed his 
friends on the Cape to get in on his 
growing mutual fund, offering especially 
lvantageous terms. Summer went by, 
then fall winter and the following 
summer, The script, the deal, were 
somehow not forthcoming. There was 
no question that Mark worked hard 
enough. He had set up his workshop in 
n old windmill. As early as six in the 
morning, his typewriter could be heard. 
By 11 his writing stint was over and he 
came out onto the beach for volleyball. 
Meanwhile, his mutual-fund business 
grew. A number of merchants in the town 
put their savings in Mark’s enterprise. 

А few months later Mark was exposed. 
There had been no script, no deal with 
Peck or any other star. Mark had been 
living high on the moneys he was sup- 
posedly investing in his fund. His case 
may be seen as textbook psychopathy. In 
an honest manner, free of strain, he sold 
whatever he wanted to sell almost without 
trying. People actually pressed money on 
him. On the business side there was no 
"good reason” for the fraud, in that he 
was in [act a more than competent money 
ger and could haye donc well with- 
out cheating his clients. ‘Typical was the 
amazing and hardly worthwhile labor 
that went into maintaining his deceit. 
Not only did he get up early and tap out 
something (but not the fake script) on 
his typewriter but when his wile expressed 
uneasiness over the script and the deal 
Mark one day suddenly produced a copy 
of a contract with a big film company on 
that company's true letterhead, with his 
own, his "agents" and the actor's signa- 
tures at the bottom. 

As might have been predicted by any- 
one having close-in experience with a 
psychopath, Mark was hospitalized but 
not prosecuted, and those he defrauded 
still liked him so much that they de- 
clined to testify against him. Soon after- 
ward he was discharged from the mental 
ution as obviously sane, left his 
wife, moved to another part of the coun- 
try, consented 10 a divorce, married 
арай... 


inst 


Literature on psychopathy goes back 
150 years. The newly observed charact 
disorder was described early in the 19th 
Cent J. C. Prichard in Eng 
" The French 
n Dr. Philippe Pinel, who first 
madmen from dungeons and 
shackles, called it "mamie sans délire." 
Later in the century. the Italian Cesare 
Lombroso saw the lucid, apparently not 


freed 


in the least de 
mitted violently 
criminal" and 


anged person who com- 
atisocial acts 
moral imbecile.” 


a "bos 


Today, or until very recently. among 
students of the psychopath this much 
has generally been agreed upon: Persons 
diagnosed as psychopathic begin as re 


jected, cruelly or indifferently wened 
ren, or may possibly have suffered 
ly brain damage, detected or по. 
They strike back at the world with a 
gressive, unrestrained, attention«drawing 
behavior. (Why one person emerges [rom 
a disordered childhood inhibited and 
neurotic, and another. the psychopath, 
with the opposite tendencies rem: 
unclear.) Since conscience is instilled by 
carly love, faith in the adults close by and 
the desire to hold their affection by 
being good, the child unrewarded with 
love grows up experiencing mo con- 
science. Uncared for, he doesn't care, 
can't really love, feels no anxiety to speak 
of (having experienced little or no love 
to lose), does not worry about whether 
he's good or bad, and literally has no 
idea of guilt 

Psychopathic children can be helped 
—and this is debated —only by a dra- 
matically improved environment. For 
adult psychopaths, successful therapy has 
proved all but impossible. To begin 
with, the therapist’s goal must be the 
opposite of that in treating neurotics— 
he must try to instill guilt and anxiety. 
rather than alleviate such feclings. 

The psychopath doesn't suffer so 
much as he makes others suffer. Since he 
free of inhibitions, his impulses be 
come acion. He takes what he wants 
when he wants it. Although he's suppos- 
edly incapable of loving anyone, he can 
sometimes inspire far more devotion than 
the average person, He may lie glibly and 


show litte if any embarrassment when 
caught. The classic psychopath leaves а 
trail of misery, fighting, fraud and debt; 


he may abandon his wife and children— 
perhaps returning now and then if he 
feels avc a job without notice or 
suddenly begin to perform so poorly or 
dishonestly that he is fired. If prompted 
by more vicious impulses. psychopaths 
killers, rapists or 
. (But such crimes 
are not in themselves psychopathic and 
may be committed by persons not in this 
category.) Whether arrested. Гог disturb- 
ing the peace, forgery, child abandon- 
ment or murder, the psychopath will 
react with indifference or, it may be, put 

on a show of outraged innocence. 
Psychopaths generally go tree to cre- 
ate more trouble. They frequently turn 
‘on charm that proves hard to resist, time 
and again deceiving police, judges, ju 
ies, hospital authorities, employers, wives 
nd families—and psychiatrists—imto ac 
cepting their arguments that the latest 
incident was “all a mistake.” If need be, 
(continued on page 318) 
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^I didn’t tell you everything about me, Freddy. I’m very jealous.” 
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article 
By ARTHUR KNIGHT and HOLLIS ALPERT 


the movies minitrend toward romance was bestially 
attacked and carnally assaulted as filmdom's 
cult of personality took another box-office body blow 


мо MATTER WHlAT—or whom—the charts may show, the major stars 
of 1971 were neither brawny males nor voluptuous females. Ac- 
cording to box-office ratings (and what else is there?), they were 
a pack of rats (Willard), a couple of schools of sharks (Blue Water, 
White Death), an unsettling collection of insects (The Hellstrom 
Chronicle) and a particularly virulent and elusive virus from outer 
space (The Andromeda Strain). The biology lessons that have for 
so long been the number-one course in the cinema's college of scato- 
logical knowledge were seemingly. if perhaps only momentarily, 
replaced by natural (or unnatural) history. Although the rats of 
Willard and the bugs of Hellstrom were never as charming as their 
twolegged counterparts, they exerted an odd fascination that not 
even their production companies had anticipated. 

But then, 1971 was a curious and unpredictable year. No one 
—least of all the executives at Paramount—could possibly have 
prophesied that the sentimental, old-fashioned Love Story would 
draw record crowds to the nation's movichouses. Then, as if to 
belie any heartsand-flowers trend, Mike Nichols’ cold and clinical 
dissection of modern, manipulative man in Carnal Knowledge gar- 
nered both critical acclaim and popular approval. One was as 
romantic as a lilac garden, the other as astringent as a styptic pencil. 
The wonder is that although the two pictures seemed to be sepa- 
rated by a chasm several decades wide, they appeared within а few 
months of each other, And whereas carly in the year the magazines 
nd Sunday supplements had been touting the rhapsodic charms of 
Ali MacGraw and Ryan O'Neal on virtually every newsstand— 
confidently asserting, as did Time, that thanks to them, the Ameri- 
can cinema was about to undergo "a fresh flowering of the romance 
nd sentimentalism of the Thirties and Forties"—by summer these 
same publications scriveners were busily engaged in heralding 
what one called “the new mood of utter sexual candor on the 
American screen" exemplified by Carnal Knowledge's distinctly un. 
romantic Jack Nicholson and petulant floozy Ann-Margret. 

While the Love Story band wagon was at full throttle, most 
commentators on the movie scene argued that the film's vast popu- 
y indicated that audiences were once again avid for superstars 
—those rare creatures whose names exert a magic that galvanizes 
audiences into buying tickets, no matter what the vehicle. Ali and 
Ryan were supposed to be the shining examples; but when O'Neal 
appeared less than six months later as William Holden's cowboy 
cohort in Wild Rovers, the picture went nowhere, emphasizing 
once again that today it's the movies that make the stars 
the other way around. What the public buys is a story; and if a 
studio is fortunate enough to hit upon the chemistry of casting that 


TORRID TRIO: A single flm, the powerful Camel Knowledge, rocketed 
Ann-Margret (left) and Candice Bergen (above right) firmly into stellor orbit 
ond assured the position of Jack Nicholson (right) o top-ranking male stor 
of the year. Ann-Margret, who hod been typecost os а brainless sex kitten 
in on endless succession of B movies, neorly stole the show with her sensitive 
portrayal of the pathetic Bobbie Templeton; Candice added professional 
stature with her less flamboyant characterization af a cool coed; ond Nichol- 
son, who seems to be omnipresent these days, etched on unforgettably оса 
portrait of о sex-obsessed American male incopoble of genuine emotion. 


TOP DRAWERS: Romonce—on or off the 
screen—con still moke on impact at the 
box office. For Ali MocGrow ond Ryon 
O'Neol [for left ond left), it was that cine- 
matic chunk of bittersweet fudge, Love 
Story. Warren Beotty ond Julie Christie 
{center ond bottom left) hod it both woys: 
‘on celluloid, in McCabe & Mrs. Miller, and 
in person os a neorly inseporoble twosome. 
brings its characters to life, then, m: 
be, a star is born, But todays new 
stars don't seem to twinkle as long nor 
as brightly as those glamorous lumi- 
naries who once studded the rosters of 
the major studios. Certainly their pres- 
ence по longer ensures the success of 
any picture they may choose to grace. 

Ali MacGraw, of course, has been 
off the screen altogether since her 
poignant deathbed scene їп Love 
Story almost a year ago. Even before 
the picture went into production, the 
willowy, dark-eyed former New York 
model was being seen everywhere with 
Paramount's flashingly handsome pro- 
duction head, Robert Evans. When 
Ev; finally read the script, which 
had been brought to him by ex-agent- 
turned-producer Howard Minsky, i 
was with Ali's image firmly in mind. 
He proceeded to back the production 
with vigor, fidelity and devotion—so 
much so that alter the film had been 
shot and assembled, Evans scrapped 
what he deemed to be an unsuitable 
score and commissioned France's tal- 
ented Francis Lai t0 come up with the 
music that ultimately added so much to 


Meanwhile, Evans was starring in a 
love story of his own, one that led him 
altar with Ali. By the time of the 
nt Hollywood preview Last 
December, the bride was noticeably 
pregnant; and even as the picture was 
opening around the country to record- 
smashing grosses, she presented her 


FRONT RUNNERS: Relatively unknown a 
few seasons bock, these stors now exert 
strong оррео! with movie fons Those two 
sprigs from the Fondo fomily tree, Jane 
‘ond Peter (top, right ond for right). hove 
bronched cut further—Jone in с critically 
acclaimed role os o collgirl in Klute ond 
Peter, less successfully, os stordireclor of 
The Hired Hand. Melvin Von Peebles ond 
Richard Roundiree (center, right ond for 
right) presented differing versions of the 
block experience in Sweet Sweelbocks 
Bacdasssss Song ond Shft, respectively. 
Koren Block (bottom right] roised tempera- 
tures in Drive, He Said and A Gunfight and 
is now filming Portnoy’s Complaint and 
Born to Win. Solly Kellermon {bottom far 
right), lost yeors M*A*S*H hit, ployed o 
fey bird woman (іп Brewster McCloud) ond 
herself (in the reveoling Venus}; her next mo- 
tion picture will be Columbia's Labyrinth. 


IN FULL BLOOM: The two gentlemen ot 
top, for left ond center, Paul Newman and 
Clint Eostwood, hove been toking turns in 
the number-one box-office position; each 
is now a director cs well os o superstar. 
Newmon is currently on view in Sometimes 
a Great Notion, Eastwood in The Beguiled 
ond Play Misty for Me; both will have new 
pictures out next year. Foye Dunowoy 
(center lefi) played а preochers wife gone 
wrong in Little Big Mon and Kote Elder in 
Doc; then she went lo fronce to moke 
House Under the Trees with Frank Longello. 
Dustin Hofimon {bottom for left), stor of ће 
cforementioned (іе Big Mon, reoppeared 
in Who Is Harry Kellermon end Why Is He 
Soying Those Terrible Things About Me? 
Good things, os usual, were soid about 
George C. Scott (bottom left center] in The 
Lost Run ond They Might Be Gionts, ol- 
though neither film elicited the rousing 
cheers he received for Patton. Steve Mc- 
Queen (bottom left) went for соз in Le 
Mons ond motorcycles in On Any Sunday; 
in Junior Bonner, due in 1972, he's on ex 

rodeo chomp. Meonwhile, lost yeors Mad 
Housewife, Corrie Snodgress (top lef), 
stored in John Updikes Rabbit, Run ond 
а made-for-TV feature, The Impatient Heart, 


beaming husband with an infant son. 
Now Ali has exchanged her neobohe- 
mian life style in Manhattan for a 
more establishment existence in Evans’ 
l&room Beverly Hills mansion—al 
though presumably she's still on the 
lookout for another promising script. 
If for Ali MacGraw it was a mat- 
ter of Goodbye, Columbus, hello, 
Hollywood—that saga of overnight 
stardom that still keeps young hearts 
beating hopefully from Schwab's to 
Schrafit's—for the spirited, Swedish 
bom Ann-Margret, it took nine 
years and 24 movies before anyone 


HARDY PERENNIALS: The sex queens 
of the Sixties ond Fifties, respectively, 
Roquel Welch ond Brigitte Bordot (lop 
righi), continue to commend loyal follow- 
ings. Although Roquel bombed in Myro 
Breckinridge, she hopes to wheel back 
in Konsos City Bomber, с roller-skoting 
epic; BB hos been in Les Novices and The 
Bear ond the Doll. Over- ond underexpo- 
sure seemed to be the lot this year of 1970 
biggies Elliot! Gould ond Robert Redford 
(center, right ond for right). Gould wos oll 
over the screen, even oppeoring in on Ing. 
mor Bergman fiim, The Touch; Redford 
simply discppeored fram view. Now, how. 
ever, the former Sundonce Kid is involved 
in Hot Rock with George Segol—ond hos 
scheduled onother fick with the redoubt 
oble Poul Newman. Ursula Andress (bottom, 
right} will be in Red Sun; Elke Sommer 
(bottom right center) flew high in Zeppelin 
Ond is se! to moke a German horror 
movie, Boron Blood; ond Catherine De- 
neuve (botiom for right) wos applouded in 
the title role of Luis Bufvel’s Tristano, 


LEADING MEN TO WATCH: Coming 
up fost in the sex-star derby ore John Phillip 
low (top left), the indefatigable hero of 
The lave Mochine; Stacy Keach (center far 
left) of Doc, Brewster McCloud and John 
Huston's forthcoming Fa! City; Christopher 
Jones (center left}, the lover of Ryan's 
Doughter; Timothy Dalton [bottom for left), 
who played Heathcliff in the Wuthering 
Heights remake and will join Marcello 
Mostroianni in Le Voyeur—ond Vanessa 
Redgrove ond Glendo Jockson in Mory. 
Queen of Scots; and the durable Jean 
Louis Trintignant (bottom left), who's been 
oround since the early days of Bordot but 
has gained new internohonol repute with 
demanding roles in Z and The Conformist. 


realized that locked up in that sen 
suous face and sexy body was an 
actress of considerable depth 
emotion. The first to sense it w 
director Mike Nichols, who tested her 
for Carnal Knowledge, then signed 
her as soon as the print 
veloped. His choice proved astonish 
ingly apt. Ann-Margret, who has a 
tendency to put on a bit of extra 
flesh, presented precisely the slightly 
overripe quality that Nichols had 
mind for the character of Bobbie, the 
girl who shares Jack Nicholson's pad 
in the hope that he will one day offer 
her a ring. "Her breasts.” wrote Brad 
Darrach of Time, “with suspicious 
suddenness had taken on melony di 
mensions. Had she scen the silicone 
Not so, said Ann Margret, 
who had purposely eaten her way into 
the role; she confessed that when she 
gains weight, she puts it on the 
More meaningful than her mam 
mary development, however, has been 
her maturation from sex symbol to sex 
star, A bundle of supercharged energy 
who stole the Academy Award show 


s de- 


man 


LADIES WITH A FUTURE: Elga Ander- 
sen (ор righ!) ployed o widow in Le 
Mans and Dominique Sanda (top right 
center] became one, briefly, in Tho Conform- 
ist; both ore expected to go on to greoter 
things. So is Jocqueline Bisset (top for 
right), who bewitched moviegoers cross 
the country in The Mephisto Waltz, then 
made Believe in Me with her truc-life 
inomorato, Місћое! Sorrazin. Могіоппе Me- 
Andrew (botiom right) wos seen as a steno 
in The Seven Minutes; in the just-released 
Open Shodow, she portrays a hard-bitten 
Government aide, Singer Lainie Kazan 
(bottom right center), subject of a memo- 
rable PLavaoy pictorial in October 1970, 
turned actress for Romance of а Horsethief. 
in which she ployed а Jewish modom; ond 
Trish Yon Devere (bottom far right) made 
оп offscreen getaway with George C 
Scott, cast os a retired gangster wheel- 
mon, after they had completed shooting 
The last Run on locotion im Spain 


SKINFLICKERING: The fetching five at 
left displayed their charms in a series of 
sexploitation releases. Sultry Swede Chris- 
fina Lindberg {tap for left] oppeored in 
Dog Doys, Jena and Exposed. Italy's Sil- 
успа Venturelli (tap left center), remembered 
by Plavsoy readers fram our uncaverage cf 
Camille 2000, wos а stag-film stor in The 
Lickerish Quartet; ond another Swedish 
export, Morie Liljedchl (top left], was sub- 
jected ta Lesbion advances in Ann and Eve, 
по! lo mention whips and chains in Eugenie 
—The Story of Her Journey info Perversian, 
А pair ої American-made films, Russ Meyer s 
The Seven Minutes ond John Avildsen's 
Guess What We Learned in School To- 
doy? featured, respectively, Edy Williams 
(bottom for left|—previausly revealed in 
Beyond the Valley of the Dolls—and 
newcomer Rosella Olsen (bottom leh). 


of 1962 with an electrifying song-and- 
dance number, Ann-Margret (пее 
Ann-Margret Olson) was promptly 
cast to type as the teenaged fan of a 
rock-n'xoll idol in Bye, Bye Birdie— 
and seemed destined to go no farther. 
She played a series of vacuous sexpots 
opposite such well-known but not par- 
ticularly challenging stars as Dean 
Martin, Elvis Presley and, more re- 
cently, "Broadway Joe” Namath. 
When Stanley Kramer announced 
that she was to play the graduate stu- 
dent who shacks up with Professor 
nthony Quinn in R. P. AL. it seemed 
like a triumph of miscasting unparal- 


leled since Otto Preminger presented 
Jean Seberg as Saint Joan. Апа Маг 
Ете! gave the film a couple of memo. 


dden talent for projecting 
raw emotion. 

The curious thing about Ann-Mar 
gret is that in her private life she is 
quiet, shy, almost mousy. She rarely 
entertains and even more rarely goes 
out, preferring the seclusion of the 
mountaintop estate (once the proper- 
ty of Humphrey Bogart) that she 
shares with her husband /manager, 
Roger Smith. The Smiths live without 


MODEL PERFORMERS: Before they 
switched ta the silver screen, all four of the 
young actresses at right were sought-after 
photagropher’s mannequins. Marisa Beren- 
san (top), elegantly displayed in PLaveoy's 
October issue, appears in Death in Venice 
ond Cabaret; Jennifer O'Neill (center right] 
is in Summer of '42 ond Оне Preminger's 
next film, Such Goad Friends, Poula Pritch- 
ett (center for right), unveiled in o Decem- 
ber 1970 млүгоү pictorial, wan applause 
far her pivatal port in Adrift; ond Lauren 
Hutton (онат) former Bunny at the 
New York Playboy Club—eorned тесу 
roles in Little Fouss and Big Holsy, Pieces 
of Dreams and, with Marcella Mastroianni, 
in May I Introduce Myself, Racco Papoleo. 


COMING ATTRACTIONS: Promising new 
entries in the stordom sweepstakes include 
(clockwise from top for left]: Jo Ann Harris 
of The Gay Deceivers, The Sporting Club 
and The Beguiled; Barbaro Leigh of Pretty 
Moids All in о Row ond Junior Bonner; 
Brendo Scott of Simon, King of the Witches; 
Soroh Kennedy, whose Goldie Hownesque 
big eyes ond little voice enlivened The Tele- 
phone Book—ond will be featured agoin 
in Sammy Somebody; ond Rosalind Cosh, 
for whom smoll roles in The All-Americon 
Boy ond Klute led to co-stor billing (plus 
erthusiostic reviews) in The Omego Mon 


ostentation—except, perhaps, for the 
gold-plated golf cart in which they 
guide their guests up the last half 
mile or so of the winding road to the 
house. But Ann-Margret on the job is 
a different person entirely. Onstage 
—at Las Vegas, in the Penthouse 
showroom of the Playboy Club-Hotel 
in Lake Geneva, Wisconsin, or during 
the taping of her recurrent TV spe- 
cials—she becomes a woman of almost 
terrifying dedication. No stunt is too 
risky, no routine too demanding, no 
idea too far out for her to pour into it 
all of her energies and talent. But so 
insecure is she that back in her dress- 
ing room, the plaudits of the audience 
still ringing in her ears, she will ask 
tremulously, “Was 1 all right?” 

It was this quality, no doubt, far 
more than her i t croticism— 
eroticism, after all, drips from the trees 
in Hollywood—that Mike Nichols 
wanted for Bobbie in Carnal Knowl- 
edge. He needed a girl who was 
not only sexy but vulnerable and 
insecure; and Ann-Margret is all of 
these. "I'm all emotion,” she said 
recently. "Mike convinced me I was 
Bobbie, I lost myself during the 
weeks of rehearsal and shooting"— 
done. incidentally, in a Vancouver 
studio chosen purposely by Nichols for 
its quiet and seclusion. Although her 
revealing nude scenes in the film 
disturbed her residual puritanism, 
she played them with an honesty that 
added notably to their artistry and 
conviction. Now in demand for com- 
plex roles of which no onc hitherto 
had thought her capable—she de- 
scribes her next film commitment, Ra- 
dioland, as "a kind of female Five 


FROM PLAYBOY, WITH LOVE: Center- 
fold exposure helped propel the lovely 
Ploymotes al right into Hollywood studios. 
Victoria Vetri (top), who as Angela Dorian 
wos our Playmate of the Yeor in 1968, 
storred in When Dinosaurs Ruled the Eorth; 
Claudio Jennings (center), Ploymote of the 
Year in 1970, mode Jud, Impulsion ond The 
love Mochina—the last of which also feo- 
tured the Collinson twins (for right), Misses 
October 1970. Sue Bernard (bottom), our 
gotefold gil of December 1966, has a 
role in The Toy Factory, with Orson Welles. 
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Easy Pieces" —Ann-Margret has suddenly 
shot into the forcfront of stars who pro- 
ject sexuality and can act. 

It is typical of Ann-Margret that short- 
ly after Carnal Knowledge's Hollywood 
preview, she confided to a female friend, 
“I couldn't tell a thing about my own 
performance, but I knew that Candy was 
great.” The film did, indeed, provide a 
kind of affirmation of artistry for its other 
female star, the beauteous Candice Ber- 
gen. Blessed with patrician good looks. 
a sharp intelligence and, through father 
Edgar Bergen, ready access to any avenue 
of show business she might choose, Miss 
Bergen frequently asserted that she had 
no desire to be an actress (to which a 
number of critics unchivalrously respond- 
ed that there was no need for such 
disavowal—she wasn't one anyway). Ac 
tress or no, since her first appearance as 
the Lesbian member of Mary McCarthy's 
The Group back in 1966, Bergen's 
blonde presence has been in constant 
demand by the studios—in recent years, 
to the tune of $200,000 per demand. But 
mere money has never been enough to 
silence the outspoken Candy. After hav- 
ing been raped (cinematically) in two 
successive Westerns, Soldier Blue and 
The Hunting Party, she told a magazine 
reporter: "1 can see the reviews now— 
"Candice Bergen grimaces as she loses 
her virginity.’ All I do in the film [Hunt- 
ing Party] is get raped and have orgasms. 
But I've got the orgasms down pat now. 
Irs your token ten seconds of heavy 
breathing, followed by my baroque ex- 
pression, eyes heavenward.” 

Now a mature 25, Candy has stopped 
claiming that she doesn't want to be an 
actress. Again, director Mike Nichols 
seems to have made the big difference. 
He used her cool, level glance and cryptic 
smile to such devastating effect that her 
presence continued to pervade the pic- 
ture long after she herself had disap- 
peared from the scene. Perhaps it was 
this experience that induced Candy to 
say, as she undertook the title role in 
T. R. Baskin as а mixed-up Midwestern 
girl: “It was time for me to begin some 
sort of serious involvement with acting.” 
Her involvement, however, has not sent 
her to a nunnery. She is constantly being 
spotted at Hollywood's dass-A parties and 
smart restaurants, generally on the arm 
of producer Bert Schneider. She has also 
taken over John Barrymore's old home 
(formerly occupied by Katharine Hep- 
burn) and installed her bed in what was 
once Barrymore's aviary. 

For Henry Fonda's leggy daughter 
Jane, 1971 was a year that not only 
‘enhanced her already considerable repu- 
tation as a talented young actress but 
also added to her offscreen image as 
one of the country’s hotter firebrands. 
As the neurotic Manhattan callgirl in 
Klute, she gave what most critics ac 
claimed as the finest performance of her 


career—even better than her work as the 
suicidal marathon dancer in They Shoot 
Horses, Don't They?, which brought her 
an Academy Award nomination last 
year. But if she won critical kudos on 
the entertainment pages, her perform 
ances offcamera were met with less 
enthusiasm on the front pages. When she 
and some kindred spirits attempted. to 
put together an antiwar revue and take 
it to Army bases here and abroad, the 
Defense Department—not unexpectedly 
—declined the offer. She has also stumped 
for liberal politicians, demonstrated for 
peace, lobbied for ecology and lectured 
for women's lib. Last winter, when she 
flew into the country from Canada via 
Cleveland, Jane was jailed after а Cus- 
toms officer discovered a large quantity of 
pills in her luggage. What the zeal- 
ous inspector took to be drugs were. 
on analysis, merely an assortment of 
vitamins, but its a safe bet that he 
would have been considerably less suspi- 
cious had the actress in question been 
somewhat less controversial. Meanwhile, 
as her public image has intensified, her 
private life seems to have deteriorated. 
Insiders say that Jane's marriage to Rog- 
er Vadim has long been on the rocks 
and, though they're still legally wed, both 
go their separate ways quite casually. But 
the composite picture of Jane Fonda, 
the taut actress and energetic activist, 
опе that commands wide respect these 
days. Cone is the cliché that an artist 
must not lend himself to causes. Miss 
Fonda, speaking out with conviction, 
has demonstrated beyond question that 
she has a mind of her own. 

Julie Christie, although much less out- 
spoken than Jane Fonda, expresses her 
independence in her unconventional life 
style. Surely there are few movie fans or 
gossipcolumn readers unaware of her 
longstanding, intercontinental romance 
with Warren Beatty. This year their 
careers merged in the making of Mc- 
Cabe & Mrs. Miller, in which the beau- 
teous Miss Christie, her hair frizzed like 
a Raggedy Ann doll’s, played a lusty 
whorehouse madam with Beatty as her 
procurer. Not only does she charge him 
for their lovemaking but when he's 
killed at the end of the film, she solaces 
herself by smoking opium in a Chinese 
doss house. Far more genteel, at least 
superficially. was her role as а British 
manor-house patrician in Joseph Losey's 
The Go-Between. Because Julie Christie's 
special kind of beauty suggests at once 
intelligence, reserve and the possibilities 
of unbridled passion, she has inherited 
some of the most challenging, larger- 
than-life roles of recent years—in Dr. 
Zhivago, Far from the Madding Crowd 
and Petulta. It's to her credit that she has 
created in them a gallery of outstanding 
portraits; but there is also the nagging 
suspicion that one reason for her success 


is that these headstrong yet romantic 
heroines are, in fact, all extensions of 
Miss Christie herself. 

There has always been, of course, a 
high correlation between a film star's 
image and the role he plays. Unlike the 
theater, where performances are careful- 
ly, even tediously constructed through 
weeks of rehearsal, the movies the 
actor works by the "take," and often with 
a dozen or more takes and angles for a 
single scene. Unless an actor is excep- 
tionally gifted, what he basically рго- 
jects is himsell—speaking the lines of 
the character the screenwriter has cre 
ated. A new kind of character on the 
screen generally requires a new kind of 
personality to play the role, as Julie 
Christie tellingly demonstrated in Dar- 
ling, the film that shot her to success. 
Sally Kellerman—tall, clear-eyed, sen- 
suous—is another case in point. After 
knocking around Hollywood and Broad- 
way for the better part of a decade, Sally 
scored overnight with her sultry per- 
formance as Hot Lips Houlihan in the 
award-winning M*A*S*H. She scored 
again as the sexy birdwoman (or woman- 
ly bird) in Brewster McCloud, even 
though the film itself broke no box-office 
records. But an odd little movie that, on. 
the strength of her name alone, has been 
making its way through the 16mm circuits 
reveals that the real and the reel Sally 
Kellerman have a great deal in common. 
Tided Venus, it records with startling 
specificity her short-lived romance with 
photographer Lawrence Hauben, even 
down to their bedroom antics. She comes 
across as а kook—free-loving. egocentric, 
vulnerable, appealing: in short, as Hot 
Lips Houlihan. She is currently at work 
on a romantic role in Labyrinth, in 
which she plays the mistress of the accom- 
plished British star Robert Shaw. Doubt- 
less, her own unabashed experience will 
lend verisimilitude. 

Cast in much the same mold as Sally, 
but even busier during this past year, 
has been Karen Black, with her tumbled 
tresses, exquisite profile and slightly 
crossed eyes. She won a New York Film 
Critics’ award for her striking perform- 
ance as the dumb, oversexed traveling 
partner of Jack Nicholson in the much- 
esteemed Five Easy Pieces and has been 
constantly sought after ever since. Still 
in her mid-20s, Miss Black lives in 
a small (for Hollywood) and cluttered 
home that bespeaks la vie bohéme. But 
if her free and easy home life is to her 
liking, that same sort of existence has. 
generally turned out rather badly for 
her on the screen. In Easy Rider, one of 
her first small roles, she was a New 
Orleans prostitute playing drug-induced 
games in a graveyard; im Five Easy 
Pieces, she was a pathetic baggage ulti- 
mately deserted by her lover; in Drive, 
He Said, after callously cuckolding her 

(continued on page 304) 


“your creamy white 
thighs,” he whispered. 
“00000000,” she 
breathed, shivering. 
“that ll be thirty-five cents, 
please,” said the operator 


G ELDA THRINDLE was born in Puritan 
thic, Wisconsin, and raised by her 

i is ја 
“I am nothing,” her father would say. “But 
for you, Griselda, L dream The Impossible 
Dream. You'll sce — one day you'll be the 
greatest charwoman in the world.” 

On Griselda's first birthday, her father gave 
her a dollhouse. The walls were shabby, the 
floors scuffmarked, the windows smudged 
with soot. The litle doorknobs were tar- 
nished, the tiny tables dusty; even the m 
ture dishes were caked microscopic egg 
yolk. There was ап itsy-bitsy broom closet 
with tceny-weeny dustpans, feather dusters, 
squecgees, infinitesimal bottles of Clorox, 
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Easy Pieces" —Ann-Margret has suddenly 
shot into the forefront of stars who pr. 
ject sexuality and сап act. 

It is typical of Ann-Margret that short- 
ly after Carnal Knowledge's Hollywood 
preview, she confided to a female friend, 
^] couldn't tell a thing about my own 
performance, but I knew that Candy was 
great.” The film did, indeed, provide a 
Kind of affirmation of artistry for its other 
female star, the beauteous Candice Ber- 
gen. Blessed with patrician good looks, 
a sharp intelligence and, through father 
Edgar Bergen, ready access to any avenue 
of show business she might choose, Miss 
Bergen frequently asserted. that she had 
no desire to be an actress (to which a 
number of critics unchivalrously respond- 
ed that there was no need for suj 
disavowal—she wasn't one anyway). 
tress or no. since her first appearance] 
the Lesbian member of Mary McCarth 
The Group back in 1966, Miss Berge 
blonde presence has been in const 
demand by the studios—in recent ye: 
to the tune of $200,000 per demand. 
mere money has never been enough 
silence the outspoken Candy. After hj 
ing been raped (cinematically) in d 
successive Westerns, Soldier Blue 
The Hunting Party, she told a тавал 
reporter: "1 сап see the reviews no 
"Candice Bergen grimaces as she 1 
her virginity.’ All 1 do in the film [Ни 
ing Party] is get raped and have orgas| 
But I've got the orgasms down pat ш 
It's your token ten seconds of 
breathing, followed by my baroq 
pression, eyes heavenward.” 

Now a mature 25, Candy has si 
daiming that she doesn’t want to 
actress. Again, director Mike 
seems to have made the big аі 
He used her cool, level glance and 
smile to such devastating effect th 
presence continued to pervade tH 
ture long after she herself had 
peared from the scene. Perhaps 
this experience that induced Cand 
say, as she undertook the title role in 
T. R. Baskin as a mixed-up Midwestern 
girl: "It was time for me to begin some 
sort of serious involvement with acting.” 
Her involvement, however, has not sent 
her to a nunnery. She is constantly being 
spotted at Hollywood's class-A parties and 
smart restaurants, generally on the arm 
of producer Bert Schneider, She has also 
taken over John Barrymore's old home 
(formerly occupied by Katharine Hep- 
burn) and installed her bed in what was 
once Barrymore's aviary. 

For Henry Fonda's leggy daughter 
Jane, 1971 was a year that not only 
enhanced her already considerable repu- 
tation as a talented young actress but 
also added to her offscreen image as 
one of the country's hotter firebrands. 
As the neurotic Manhattan callgirl in 
Klute, she gave what most critics ac 
claimed as the finest performance of her 


career—even better than her work as the 
suicidal marathon dancer in They Shoot 
Horses, Don’t They?, which brought her 
an Academy Award nomination last 
year. But if she won critical kudos on 
the entertainment pages, her perform- 
ances offcamera were met with less 
enthusiasm on the front pages. When she 
and some kindred spirits attempted. to 
put together an antiwar revue and take 
it to Army bases here and abroad, the 
Defense Department—not unexpectedly 
— declined the offer. She has also stumped 
for liberal politicians, demonstrated for 
when she 
anada vi 
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Cabe & Mrs. Miller, in which the beau- 
teous Miss Christie, her hair frizzed 1 
a Raggedy Ann dolls, played a lusty 
whorehouse madam with Beatty as her 
procurer. Not only does she charge him 
for their lovemaking but when he's 
Killed at the end of the film, she solaces 
herself by smoking opium in a Chinese 
doss house. Far more genteel, at le 
superficially, was her role 2s a B 
manor-house patrician in Joseph Losey's 
The Go-Between. Because Julie Christie's 
special kind of beauty suggests at once 
intelligence, reserve and the possibilities 
of unbridled passion, she has inherited 
some of the most challenging, larger- 
than-life roles of recent years—in Dr. 
Zhivago, Far from the Madding Crowd 
and Petulia. It’s to her credit that she has 
created in them a gallery of outstanding 
portraits; but there is also the nagging 
suspicion that one reason for her success 


GRISELDA 
AND THE 
PORN-O-PHONE 


“your creamy white 
thighs,” he whispered. 
“90000000,” she 
breathed, shivering. 
“that'll be thirty-five cents, 
please,” said the operator 


RISELDA THRINDLE was born їп Puritan 
Ethic, Wisconsin, and raised by her 
father, an insanely ambitious janitor. 
"Lam nothing," her father would ."But 
for you, Griselda, I dream The Impossible 
Dream. You'll sce — one day you'll be the 
greatest charwoman in the world.” 
On Griselda's first birthday, her father gave 
her a dollhouse. The walls were shabby, the 
floors scuft-marked, the windows smudged 
with soot. The litle doorknobs were tar- 
nished, the tiny tables dusty; even the mi 
ture dishes were caked with microscopic egg 
yolk. There was an itsy-bitsy broom closet 
with teeny-weeny dustpans, feather dusters, 
squcegees, infinitesimal bottles of Clorox, 
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Windex and Drano, and а garbage 
made from a thimble. 

Griselda spent all her time sanitizing 
her marvelous house. She never associ 
ated with other children of either s 
When she reached puberty, her father 
took her aside to tell her about men. 

“Men are all the same,” her father 
aid. “They only want vou-know-w! 

But 1 don't know what. What 
selda aske 

Never you mind," 
“Just remember, mi 
clogged drain—that's something you can 
depend om. Removing stubborn grease 
майу ас» where the real action is." 

When Griselda was 18, her father gave 
her a bus ticket to Los Angeles and said, 
“Make me proud of you, my darling 
daughter. Go on out there and scrub 
your way to chardom. 

Griselda registered at the Hollywood 
Career Girls Club, unpacked her appa 
ratus and began feverishly pursuing her 
sacred calling, She never went out. She 
never thought about boys. 

Then one night about six months 
after she moved in, the phone in the 
hall rang. All the other girls were out 
on dates, so Griselda answered: 

сназкпрл: Hello? 

MALY voice: Oh, baby, Fm hot for 
your body! When T get my hands on 
you again—— 

сиқыр: You ought to have your 


her father said. 


mouth washed out with  newenzyme 
detergent. 

MALE votcr: Come on, ce, baby 
vou raunchy littl 

ск л: My name is Griselda, 

MALE VOICE: You're not Florence Gun- 
dlefing: 

eksera: No, I'm Griselda Thrindle, 

MALE VOICE: Oh, sorry. Bye. 

When Male Voice hun 
felt am inexplicable p. 
Then an hom the same Voice 


called Florence a 
suously about getting it on. This time 
something deep within Griselda began 
to lutter. T ight—and the next 
she dreamed about Male Voice. Alter 
that, she couldn't sleep at all. She tried 10 
lose herself Md binge of sa 
tion, but it was no use. Every night she 
found herself subconsciously scrubbing 
her way into the hall. Griselda was a 
woman possessed; now she knew what 
yowknow-what was. She took t0 Simoniz- 
g the telephone day and might. No 
other telephone in history ever sp: 
so brightly. Then, after a week 
seemed an eternity, it rang—right there 
in her chamois. 


ate 


^: Hello? 
vows: Where in the hell are you, 
Florence, 1 Fm here at Bumbles 


waiting. We gonna ball tonight or not? 
cristina: This isn't Florence. Iis С 

selda Thrindle. 
voice: Gosh! 11 


п sorry, Griselda. You 


see, І м: 


making this obscene phone 


cali to Florence. Well, so long. 
crisetpa: Wait! Don't hang up! 
vorce: I've рог to. 1 feel so awful, Gri- 


selda. You sound like such a—swell kid. 
cxiseipa: But there's no harm in try 

. Go ahead. Talk dirty, 

voice: No. Fm not good enough for 


you. Im just a disgusting obscene 
phone caller. I would only bring you 
unhappiness. 

GRIsELDA: 1 don't care. Please—for my 


sake. Suip me of all human decency. 
Degrade me. Corrupt me. Turn me into 
a whore and then laugh in my face. Go 
, be a rotten bastard. Ask me any 


vote: Anythi 
ckisrLDA: Any 
voice: OK. И you sce Florence, would 
you tell her I called? (Hangs up) 
Griselda was unhappy. She was fecli 
all Kinds of strange new feelings and she 
didn't know how to deal with the 
Suddenly, her career seemed meaning 
less. She tried to concentrate on R 
Nader's "Dissertations on Dishwatcr 
alter him, it seemed dull as dishwater. On 
Sunday night, she sought out Florence 
Gundlefinger. 
orence" she asked, "why don't 1 
ever get any phone calls? m jealous, 
How can I get one of those hot pants 
people to call me in the middle of the 
night? There must be more to lile than 
king toilet bowls shades whiter. 
Florence was reluc But ‘ida, 
in her pentup sexi dor, began 10 
throw things and scr 
“АП tight. АШ righ 
TH tell you. Subscribe to Porn- 
c 1 did." 
"Ponro Phone? What's tha 
“Porn-o-Phone, formerly Call-a-Ball." 
iid Florence, rked new 
telephone service of the Micro-Morals 


Division of бех- го! 
“Where сап 1 find 
begged 
“In the Yellow Pages.” 
Early Monday morning, Griselda 
‘Thrindle was at the Hollywood office of 


PornoPhone. She filled out her aj 
plication in the purple, incense-filled 
reception room. A chime rang: she w 
ushered into the office of the young 
bearded president, Darryl Krudd. He 
asked her to lic down on his giant bed 
for her interview. 

"Em very shy 
all right, 1 
ter here.” 

“Whatever turns you on,” Krudd said. 
. What is it you want?" 
symbol.” 


s 


Griselda sid. "If it's 
just curl up on the perime- 


at do you meat 
“Like Mia Farrow, Ava Gardner, Jane 
Fonda, Ann-Margret, Raquel Welch, 
Jacqueline Onassis—" 
“Why do you think they're sex sym- 
bob? 


Griselda blushed. 
must be fantastic—uh—in bed. 
How do you know?" Krudd asked 
"Have you ever been in bed with any of 
them?” 
'Of course not,” Griselda said. 
Neither have 1," said Krudd. He 
turned up his office intercom, "Has am 
body here ever been in bed with Mia 
rrow, ardner, Jane Fonda, 
Ann-Margret, Raquel Welch or Jacqu 
Jine Onassis? 
Phere was only silence. He 
dial the phone. 
“What are you doin 
Im calling Joe 7 
knows, he will. Or 
Maybe he's writing à book. Or Justice 
William О. Douglas, or Strom Thur 


“Why—er—the 


rted to 


mond. ГЇЇ call everybody and find out if 
anybody's ever been in bed with any- 
body." 


Never mind," Griselda said. "You've 
then. You finally under- 
ge has nothing to do with 
bed. V has to do with what other people 
think vou do in bed.” 

markable, 


“What- 


"You've come to the right place, 
udd enthused. “At long last, cve 
a mousy type like you cin have a red 
hot reputation, for as litle as twenty- 
seven cents a day American technology 
has finally caught up with our ever 
advancing morality! By George—I'm 
going to do it!” 

Do wi 
Up your se 
"E beg your 


said Griselda 
Г сап see it’s going to be an uphill 
ttle with he said. “We'll have to 
do it by degrees. We'll start you oll casy, 
with the Beginner's Service—eight. dol- 
lars a month, plus five dollars for Total- 
Coverage Call Insurance.” 
"What's that? 
"We guarantee that no call is ever 
You get a completed obscene 
phone call every time 
Fantastic!” Griselda 
il no onc answer 
“In that case, 


you 


wasted. 


. "But wh, 


said Krudd. "our De- 
ally calls your next of 
Here. Read this.” 


SUBSCRIBER'S NeXT OF KIN: Him- 
melfarb residence. 
DEGENERATE: Mrs. Himmelfarb? 
Speaking. 
ERATE: It's about your 
Shirley. 
Ухо, Ts she all right? T begged 
her to wear something warm. Из 


those goddamn miniskirts. She's al- 
ways cate er thighs 
DEGENERATE: It's nothing Jike that. 
1 just want to I 
SNOR M 
she 


ge for her. 
Thank God 


(continued on page 200) 


CRAZY KIDS CROSS THE OCEAN. 


...to touch an arab, kill a rabbit, write a book 


memoir By HERBERT GOLD iris win toncisu, roundish heads mysteriously 
charmed me. I thought it was the smile, walk, intelligence, grace, but it turns out to be the 
head. Other strengths later come into play—the soul, the person—but first the head. [ mar- 
ried a lady with a round head, but not a long one, and tried to forget the girl with different 
strengths who made me shriek in a darkened room of the Ben Franklin Hotel in Philadelphia 
оп a weekend of Army leave. 

I saw myself as the Young Veteran Energy Disposal Company. I was searching the com- 
munity of art—that was who I was and where 1 belonged, I thought. I hoped to join the race 
of natural isolates in a joyous and tender collaboration. Such was my (continued on page 230) 


(EUS TRATION BY PHILL RENAUD 


the ballad of dan Romer us undergrouna song Ribald Classic 


Oh, the girls that he's ruined, yez wouldn't believe, 
And each time, bedad, a new trick up his sleeve; 
And none of your MollysComc-Roll-on-the-Grass, 
But fine, genteel girls of the good social class. 


Oh, me name is Dan Homer; I'm blind as the Jews 
And J travels about with me head full of news; 

But the gods call me Danny and teach me the rhymes, 
Though I've never been home since the classical times. 


Now, all yez young women from Dublin to Greece, 
Gather round me and take home а warnin’ apiece: as $ 
There's a terrible feller called Zeus-Take-the-Lot ‘There was Leda was takin’ a bath in the brook 
And yez never can tell if he's up yez or not- When a bloody great bird paddles up for a look. 
Sez she, "Where's the harm?,” never thinkin’ of Zeus; 
So she goes for a tickle and gets the whole goose. 


Үс not see him come and ye'll not sce him go, 
But he'll have the drawers off yez before ye sez no. 
Sure, a girl may be walkin’ as trim as a queen 
224 And the next thing she knows, she’s arse up on the green. 


There was Danaé's dad, just as cunnin' as mean, 
Shuts her up in the top of a 1 machine 
"Twas no trouble at all, sure, for Zcus Takc-the-Lot; 
He soon found а penny to place in the slot. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY BRAD HOLLAND 


So every young woman that walks out alone, 

If a stone sez, "Good day, ma'am,” don't sit on that stone; 
If Barney's bull speaks to yez, hurry indoors 

And never go out without two pairs of drawers. 


Europa was keepin’ the cows from the com 

When a well-spoken bull comes up dippin' his horn: 
"Would yer care for a turn, ma'am?" She gets up astride, 
And I gives yez one guess, then, who had the last ride. 


‘There was Semele set with her back to the fire, канш, Баб мыз ише йе canter Аа, 
For the ease of her arse lifts her petticoats higher; er i E ME ы all; 


5 Е Ч And once yez allow him а dip in the pot, 
When the hearth gives a heave and the fire gives a crack Webs wl. а сае Dor уз Eater he tae 
And it’s Zeus gives her beautiful bottom a smack. 


So here's to the lass with the big, meltin’ heart 


"There was Io mistook him for love-in-a-mist: And the pretty mavournin that thinks herself smart. 
Alcmene—but. there, now, to tell the whole list, Faith, the run-of-the-mill boys is easy to fix, 
Callisto, Antiope, girls by the score, But a girl can't keep up with a god and his tricks. 


Would take me a month, faith, and still there'd be more. —Ву A. D. Hope a 225 


THE FARMERS BISHOP 


HOT BUTTERED APPLE 


SPIRITS OF CHRISTMAS PAST... 


drink By EMANUEL GREENBERG сниѕтмаѕтюе is no time for martinis, manhattans or other conventional 
nostrums. The mood of the season is open and convivial; Gemütlichkeit is loose in the land. The idea—to paraphrase 
Simon . . . or is it Garfunkeli—is to make the feeling last. And it isn't that hard. All you need is a group of simpa- 
tico souls and a complement of cheery libations whose color and content evoke thoughts of yuletide. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD FEGLEY 


CHRISTMAS FROST HOLIDAY SOUR 


THE SKI BISHOP 


PARTRIDGE IN A PEAR TREE 


AND PRES | NT old favorites and new concoctions to help you 
aon wassail your way through the holiday season 

Whether you opt for spirits past or present is a matter of personal choice. Saxons once guzzled wassail from cups 
made of their fallen enemies’ skulls. Such raffish behavior would be considered bad form by today's standards. But 


don't let that spoil your merriment. You can still quaff the venerable wassail and other legendary brews once im- 
bibed by the likes of Charles Dickens and Mary, Queen of Scots—albeit in more conventional vessels. Or you can 
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brighten the holidays with lighter and 
simpler, but equally festive, contempo: 
ks—which may become the їшї 
of romance and uradition for fuune 
generations. 

The December season of celebration 
actually predates Christianity by many 
centuries. Singing, lighting of candles, 
exchanging of gifts, masquerades and pa- 
rades were often part of the fun. Ap- 
parently, the longing for a freewhecling 
frolic at the time of the winter solstice 
stems from some deep atavistic impulse. 
So turn on to the seasonal excitement. 
And keep in mind that carousing is a 
participatory sport. Skoal! 


Spirits of Christmas Past 
croce 
(Serves 20) 
Some form of glögg is traditionally 


known as Christmas wine to the people 
of northern Europe. 


Spice bag: 4 each whole allspice and 

cardamom, 1 stick cinnamon 
10 dried apricots, cut in half 
2 bottles dry гей wine 
4, Ib. lump sugar 

1 pint aquavit or vodka, warmed 

4 pint cognac, warmed 

Nuts and raisins 

Tie spices in a cheesecloth bag and 
heat, along with dried apricots, in wine. 
When wine just comes to simmer, remove 
the bag and pour into a lage, prewarmed 
heatproof punch bowl. Place a wi 
mesh rack on top of the bowl (a ca 
is perfect), Build a castle on the rack w 
the sugar; be sure it's solid. Carefully 
pour the warmed aquavit or vodka over 
the sugar amd ignite with а fireplace 
match. As sugar melts, extinguish fame 
and turn the sugar into the bowl, Add 

gnac. For each serving, place a few 
raisins and a nut into а cup or a mug 
and add about 4 ozs. punch, including 
half an apricot, 


К 


DICKENS’ CHRISTMAS WASSAIL, 


(Serves eight) 


Charles Dickens has preserved for all 
time the record of Christmas in mid 
19th Century England. Here is a wass 
from his own recipe . . . they sav yo 
can still get it at the King’s Head à 
Rochester, one of Charley's favorite inns, 


1 quart English ale 

14 teaspoon each powdered nutmeg, 

cinnamon, ginger 

% bottle oloroso sherry 

1 lemon 

Y, cup sugar or to taste 

2 baked apples 

Heat ale in pan over low heat until 
foamy. Remove from heat and add 
spices, sherry, juice of the lemon, sugar 
and rind from half the lemon. (Careful- 
ly remove rind before squeczing juice.) 
Stir to melt sugar. Return wassail to 


228 very low heat. Scoop pulp from baked 


bit 


apples and fluff with a fork. Add a 
of thi lamb's wool" to cach por 


MR. MICAWDER'S PUNCH 
(Serves eight) 


“I never saw a man so thoroughly 
enjoy himself amid the fragrance of lem- 
on peel and sugar, the odor of burning 
rum and the steam of boiling water, as 
Nir. Micawber did that afternoon. It was 
wonderful to see his face shining at us out 
of a thin doud of these delicate fumes 

DAVID COPPERFIELD 


1 lemon 

V4 cup sugar or to taste. 

Pinch each powdered nutmeg, cloves, 

cinnamon 

1 cup brandy 

1 cup rum 

1 pint boiling water 

Lemon slices 

Grate the lemon rind and place in 
pan with sugar, spices, brandy, rum and 
boiling water. Heat to just below sim- 
mer. Squeeze lemon and strain juice 
to punch bowl. Add hot mixture from 
pan and serve. Garnish with lemon slices. 


MOT BUTTERED APPLE 

A cockle warmer from way back. 

3 ozs. apple juice 

Pinch cach ground nutmeg, cinnamon 

1 baked apple (canned is fine) 

1 oz dark Puerto Rican or Jam. 

rum 

Pat salted butter 

Heat apple juice with spices. If you're 
using sweet butter, add 1 shake of salt to 
pan. Place baked apple in mug or heavy 
old fashioned glass. Add rum and apple 
juice. Top with butter. 

Note: Freshly grated nutme pris- 
ingly more pungent than the prepared, 
You don't need а grater; just scrape the 
side of a whole nutmeg with the tip of a 
pining knife. 


"THE FARMER'S BISHOP 
(Serves 20) 

There are literally dozens of vers 
of the bishop, including a cardi ad a 
pope. The mull, negus and what the 
French call vin chaud аге all akin to the 
bishop—essentially hot, spiced wine that 
may be laced with some spirit. This Га 
er's bishop, made with hard cider, 
of the most interestin, 


ns 


one 


3 oranges 

18 whole cloves 

8 quarts hard cider 

2 slices fresh ginger (about the size of 
a nickel) or a chunk of dried ginger 
root 

Y teaspoon cinnamon. 

14 teaspoon nutmeg 

Sugar 

1 fifth brandy, warmed 

Apples 


Stud each orange with 6 doves. Place 
in pan and roast in 350° oven for 45-50 
minutes, until doves turn grayish, Mean- 
while, heat cider with spices to just below 
simmer (it should not bubble). Remove 
yoasted oranges to ћемргоої serving bowl 
with tongs. Prick the skins with a fork. 
Ве careful, as oranges sometimes spurt 
hot juice. Sprinkle several tablespoons 
sugar over oranges, pour in warm brandy 
and ignite with a Jong-handled match or 
taper. (To warm brandy, remove cap and 
place bottle in bowl or kettle of hot 
water for 10-15 minutes.) Let it burn 
for a moment. Pour in the heated cider, 
first removing ginger. Stir in sugar to 
taste, if desired. Add a wedge of cored, 
unpeeled apple to each serving, 


SYLLABUB 


Mary, Queen of Scots, called this po- 
tion “silly bubbles.” Samuel Pepys м 
fond of it, too, An old recipe for Lon- 
don syllabub says to put wine i 
bowl, “then m to it near 2 9 
milk, frothed up.” The drink is rich and 
indecently delicious. You can reduce the 
amount of cream, but you sacrifice some 
of the bubbles. 


134 ozs. sherry 

2 ozs. milk 

114 ол. heavy cream 

1 teaspoon sugar or to taste (more will 

be required for а dry sherry) 

1 teaspoon grated lemon rind 

Chill all ingredients. as well as bowl 
and beater. Combine and beat vigorous- 
lv. Serve in as 
the mixture exp Let 
it stand a moment after pouring. The 
bubbles rise, forming а frothy colla 


Spirits of Christmas Present 


Tür ska wisor 
512 to 15) 


9 whole doves 


Sugar 
2 fifths red wine 
2 short sticks ci 
Few whole allspice 
Lemon peel spiral 
Moisten oranges and lemon with wi 
and stick each with 3 cloves. (First pu 
nne lemon rind with tip of knife, if nece 
sary) Roll each in sugar to coat. Place 
fruit on foil-lmed pan and roast in 273° 
oven until sugar caramelizes—about 45 
minutes. Meanwhile, heat wine just to 
simmer (do not let it boil) with re 
ing spices. Add roasted fruit to wine a 
about 14 сир sugar—you can add more 
later, if desired—and Jet mixture stand 
shout y4 hour. Strain; discard spices: 
place fruit in heatproof bowl. Reheat 
wine to just below simmer and pour 
over fruit. Taste for sugar. Serve in 
(concluded on page 270) 


патоп 


"I don't know what Santa is bringing me tonight, but come next 
Christmas, he's going lo remember me well." 
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CRAZ y KIDS (continued from page 223) 


confused idea. I knew that men had ak 
legiances, and 1 wanted some. 1 was still 
reluctant (o seize the ones naturally 
offered me—family connections, kinships 
history—and thought to carve my own 
out of the brotherhood of wine drinkers, 
arouses, poetry declaimers, exiles in 
ak of silence and borrowed с 

айе drippings on wine bottles and 
spaghetti drippings on redchecked tablc- 
derhs: Oh, but there was a vision of 
devotion to cause, too. 1 took arms for 


the cause of fair bohemia. 
In d, anyway. In soberer fact, 
1 was g things. 1 was one 


rrieds in 


half of a couple of young m 


school on Morningside Heights. My dis- 
ion a cheerful rather than а 
loving one, but it was the best that 


nature and history could provide me at 
the moment and 1 was not yet ready to 
provide myself with a better опе. My 
will was only coming into focus. Crucial 
events floated in colloidal s 

Dwight David Eisenhower, inserted 
president of Columbia University in o 
der to prepare him for higher civ 
office, expressed disappoint 
new rank did not permit him to se 
nore of the fellas. He seemed to think 
it was Culver Academy and wondered 
when the college boys would march. 
We marched when they raised tuition 
marched in front of his house on Mom 


ingside Drive, and with pounding hearts 
thought we had done great deeds: 
marched. shouted and waved banners. 


The GI bill did not cover the new fees. 
My homosexual professor stopped. mak- 
ing myopic, kne gropes at me, 
because 1 had di 

d, the 


hed. He sent me a p 
about the embiuering and hardeni 
а sweet lad who had come to New York 
s bus from Lakewood, Ohio. 


He was wrong about many things: for ex- 
ample, 1 got to New York by Greyhound. 
Т ran around the track three times a 
week with a former bombardicr-navigs 
tor. We ran at dawn, hearing the chirp 
of blood in our cars like the birds of 
various country posts. This was Manhat- 
1, on the hill just above Harlem, 
1 discussed Saint John of the Cross and 
the problem of religious versus secular 
life with Allen Ginsberg. We sat at the 
West End Bar and shouted at each other 
about crime, Rimbaud, Wilhelm Reich 
and weeping saints on bloodied crosses, 
and swore never to meet again—our char- 
icters and causes too disparate—and met 
in devoredly. 
I watched my wife wall 


ng toward me 
Well, she's 


pretty. she's smart, she has a пісе walk, 
and ied to her. We were like 
brother and sister, not yet 
sure whether we liked or disliked each 
other, not yet blaming each other for 
any ill or evil in our lives. 

1 envied my friend Morgan Del 
who adored his wife, all his wives. 
only for them, each one of them in turn, 
and wanted to swallow his Ше wholly 
into theirs. 1 was looking for а commu- 
other than marriage, but believed 
led with this one. | could not 
succeed with the other, no juice to claim 
it. Love begets love, and only love be- 
gets it; but the duty to love begets dry 
horedom, which begets anxiety, which 
begets the desire to destroy. 

I wouldn't have won the Clear Thi 
ing Returned GI Prize. My head was 
crowded with words like illusion, nee 
hero—Nietsche, Freud, Carlyle—and 
coziness was far from my idea, Yet in 
fact | was tring to make cozy when I 
love. There were worse 
of the but 1 was one of 
the оГ togetherne 
waa houses and the baby explosion, 
and although we lived in a Manhattan. 
slum, our romance was dimmed by family 
intentions. 

Sometimes one of us sulked over a 
failure to share the housework. Some- 
times the sulker gave up sulking 
made  toasted-cheese sandwiches, 
lowed by conjugal love. Good friendship 
not my best dream, but it was the 
highest possibility of the fix we 
chown. We were sha а Ше 


ne laughing spirits, 
Midwestern, honest, friendly, reliable. 
-.. Marvelously tolerant of souls 
er than their own, even ardently 
ting to flaw while somehow m 
be treated as the hope of Mo 
Нейм... T 


erside Drive and through life, ma 
likable jokes while they search for the 
Truth—a burden to everyone. 

Unknow obscurely Lettered, T 
sought community in the memory of 
Hart С nd Plato, Whitehead 
Blake. Homer, ^d Kafka. 
And Rudolph C. кпен Na- 
gel. 1 drifted through the vocabul 


ive di 


vexed by тере: 
rely remember, and by the mem- 


idea and self. Instead, 1 just went from 
day to day, cheerful and fretful. 

One night we were invited io my 
friend Allen Ginsherg’s cold-water flat on 
the Far East Side, acros Harlem. Allen 
ndersiood about my wife, he had great 
resources of tolerance even then: but I 
ried for a graduate student 
rs, and the others in the 
«Кей rooms магей—а couple? 
couple? a couple?—as we pushed the door 
aside and entered, Oh, Lord, here they 
come, one husband, one wife, the spouses. 
There were mattresses and orange crates 
nd extension-cord rootlets striving out 
into the hall for the nourishment of 
sockets. (Bohemian bulbs are hungry 
1 must cat, bohemian radios are thirsty 
nd must drink.) Some of the men in the 
room were poets, also a recent profession 
of mine, and they looked at me as if my 
new lull-time occupation were husband. 
Oh, but I'm not, I'm noi! 1 wanted to 
declare. I'm married, but all I am is not 
what you'd call a husband! 

"Why do you talk so funny? 
plump little nonversifier asked 

"Fm from Lakewood, Ohio,” L said. 
“That's a suburb of Cleveland.” 1 skated 
оп Rocky River. I sat in trees, looking 
е Erie. I Jonged for Susan Norton. 

The poet bugged out his big brow: 
eyes. “Moshe Pupik, the 
boy." he said. 


* a furry, 
m 


1 decided to destroy him with a look. 


He didn't melt or faint. so 1 nied words 
on this early hyperthyroid сазе. “You're 
Jack Armstrong,” 1 said. "if Jack Arm- 
Strong used a dildo. 

I was trying to be abusive, like native 
New Yorkers. One thing 1 had trouble 
learning: the friendly sutet ga of it 
under all the crowded rage. W 

busive, I was really nasty—Dick WI 
tington studying Manhatt 
are not so simple as а shove and а curse. 

"Em beginning to get you," said the 
poet. "You make yourself clear. You're 
cunt 

Allen threw his arms 
“Come on, cor 
two of my dearest fr 


ound both of 
е on, you 


coi 
come on 
Passionately I wished to underst 


Manhattan, 

Red wine and some hi 
passed gifts among us and 
tresses. Everyone seemed. to settle into 
сазе. My wife was unhappy. Duc to the 


pi as gradually t 
mitted to the young men strolling, lying 
about and waiting lor something to һар 
pen. To be the lonely only lady was not 
moment—not in this 
h extension. cords 
pty siline boxes. Nor was 
young men's d that she 


be 


the 
lonely ошу lady. She sat on a lurched, 


ic mohair couch with an 
Eso map of Africa tacked to the wall 
behind her. Allen was saying, “I'm going 
(continued on page 236) 


bitterly arth 


” 


SAFELY 
DEPOSITED 


fiction By CALVIN TRILLIN 


were mr. paige and the parade 
of beauties up to something 
nonmonetary in the 

bank's private rooms? 


мв. BILEINGS realized that he had raised 
his voice for the first time in his 17 years 
with the Manhattan "Trust Company. 
Instead of silently reminding himself that 
self-control in front of subordinates was 
a prerequisite for executive success, he 
raised his voice again—louder. “They're 
doing what?” he shouted. 

Frank Shaughnessy, the chief attend- 
ant of the safe-deposit section, cleared 
his throat nervously, swallowed and re- 
peated himself. “They're fornicating in 
the safe deposit rooms, sir,” he said. 

A great calm came over Mr. Bill- 
ings. "That's what I thought you said, 
Shaughnessy,” he managed to say in a 
quiet voice. He was gratified by his own 
display of calmness, The same course that 
had taught him about the necessity of 
being particularly controlled in front of 
subordinates had emphasized executive 
calm in general, The unexpected crisis 
for which the instructors had tried to 
prepare him had been a long time in 
coming—in the 17 years that it had 


ILLUSTRATION BY PHIL BERKMAN. 
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232 them to take dicta 


taken Mr. Billings to rise to a third. 
vice-presidency of Manhattan. Trust, i 
charge of the entire safe-deposit operation 
of the ‘Avenue branch, nothing had 
come up that had seriously tested his 


ability to remain calm—but the cris 


had arrived at last, They were lornicat- 
ing in the safedeposit rooms. Fornicating 
in his rooms, he thought, struggling to 
control a sudden flush of anger. Mr. 
Billings presided over his department of 
the Fifth Avenue branch with a sense of 
executive responsibility that verged on 
the proprietary, He personally made a 
daily inspection of the rooms furnished 
for clients who wanted to go over the 
contents of their boxes їп private—the 
rooms that had now been violued. 
He personally greeted longtime box 
holders when they arrived at the desk i 
the main sife-deposit room 10 si 
show of courtesy he secretly believed was 
at least partly responsible for the will- 
ingness of so many wealthy and distin. 
guished cliemts to entrust their valuable 
papers and jewels to the Filth Avenue 
branch, He personally inspected Shaugh- 
nessy and whichever other attendant was 
on duty, to see that their uniforms were 
md their brass buttons 
shined, He personally made spot checks 
to see that the bank rule of having at 
least one amendant near the alarm 
the main room was always observed. He 
would personally handle this crisis. He 
would hegin, as he had been taught, at 


iphnessy," he said in a level 
"who is involved in 0 
А man named Bremerton. Paige, M 
Billings,” Shaughnessy said. 
ot alone, 1 ишы” Mr. 
plied, silently congratulating h 
g some urbane levity under the 
circumstances, 
"No, Shaughnessy said. “There's 
а woman involved.” 
Mr, Billings found h 
the vi 


voice, 


mself relieved 
р olution of his rooms was at 
Jeast heterosexual. 

Shaughnessy went on with the story. 
Bremenon Paige had begun renting a 
safe-deposit box about three months be- 
fore. He was a courteous man in his late 
305 or early 40s who dressed stylishly but 
rather conservatively in double-breasted 
suits and silk ties. Shaughnessy had al- 
ways assumed he was a lawyer. For il 
first couple of months, Paige had come 
in about once a week, always declining 
Shaughnessy's routine offer to take the 
te roomy rather 
n to one of the tables in the main 
room. Then, a couple of weeks à 
Paige had come in with a girl. There was 
nothing ur bout that. The rules 
permitted box holders to bring one or 
two people with them. Some business- 
men liked to have their secretaries with 
ion; attorneys often 


needed a witness while е 
ments. It was also not unusual when 
Paige, in the company of the girl, 
asked to take his box into one of the 
private rooms. Those were the rooms 
Mr. Billings had maintained so careful- 
ly, replacing the eversoslightly worn 
carpeting with a deep pile in dubonnet, 
making certain that the cleaning woman 
polished the simple but elegant tables to 
a high shine every momi 
10 regret that hc 
“What made 
al was occur- 


had chosen such deep pile. 
you th 


ik anything 
he asked Shau: 
“Well, the first time he used a room, 
Mr, Райи when 1 was giving 
È his key at the desk, something 
“Just a Shaughnessy: said, 
айе йн лу aigu ЛЕ wien 1 
п, he could have been talking about 

a quick look at some papers or some- 
thing. But 1 got to thinking. Because 
this girl he was with was really, uh, you 
know, built. Perkins was on the door 
and he was just staring at her. Like he 


was a statue. When they left, Mr. Paige 
had to tap Perkins on the shoulder 
before he woke up enough to let them 
оп n. the next time, Mr. Paige said 
it about the quickie. And this 
girl was kind of, you know, adjusting 
herself. Putting on lipstick and all. And 


Mr. 


this lime, Mr. Paige says to me, ‘Just a 
noontim And I got to thin 
ing: 1 nev "rd of anybody looking 
over some client's will or something and 
calling it à noontime quic 

“It still could have had some harmless 
meaning,” Mr. Billings said. 

“Thats what 1 thought, sir,” Shaugh- 
nesy went on. “But then, the next time 
they come out—whieh was the very next 
day, because all of a sudden, Mr. Paige 
finding а lot mor ons to look in 
his safe-deposit box ext time they 
come out, this g c she's really 
been through it. And he says to 
Just a mimue, 1 got it noted 
here.” Shaughnessy withdrew a piece of 
ber from his pocket. “He says to me 
his time, "Well, they say some are night- 
ers and some аге nooners and some are 


down 


At home that evening, Mr. Billi 
at the desk i sudy with a single 
sheet of white typing paper in front ol 
‘The paper was folded in quarters— 
ist мер їп the IWAC system of 
objective analysis he had learned i 
management course. At the top of each 
quarter page, Mr. Billings wrote a ques- 
tion whose first word started with a 
letter in the system's title: Is the analyst 
objective? What is the dollar factor? 
Are other executives involved? Can ac- 
tion be taken? JWAC. Mr. Billings felt 
that he was objective. He was certainly 


his 


no prude, he thought, although he 
l with his wife that there was no 
cluding the marital bed, where 
not called for, He wrote, 
es, of course” in the first quarter page 


and went on то consider the dollar factor. 
Renting a standard-sized box at the 
Manhacian Trust cost 515 a year—and 


that was the fist figure Mr. 
wrote on the q 
dollar factor. The 


yest of the space with fi 
soberly at the resulis: If the private 
the Fifth Ave 
€ and used as that, 
the cost 
was approximately 12 cents per usc. In 
terms of the dollar factor, they might 
well be fornicating in the sife-deposit 
rooms. 

The two remaining questions were 
not dificult to answer. Obviously, no 
other executives were involved and none 
could be permitted to learn about what 


say. 


might be happening in Mr. Billing 
arci, Obviously, no action could be 
taken right away. Until Mr. Billings 
learned for certain what was going on, 


he could hardly chall Bremerton 
Paige. The IWAC analysis clearly point- 
ed to further study—which, in Mr. Bill- 
ingy experience, happened to be what 
IWAC analyses always pointed to. M 
Billings decided that he would arange 
to be summoned the nest time Breme: 
ton Paige disappeared into one of the 
private rooms with a girl. 

That turned out to be the following 
Shortly after noon пеку 
pressed the special buzzer next to the 


alarm—the buzzer that sounded in M 
Billings’ private olfice—and Mr. Billings 
hurried into the main safeleposit room. 


Sh 


aghnessy and Perkins were опе 


their eyes fastened on the door 10 one of 
the private rooms, Mr. Billings stood 
silently next 10 Shaughnessy. It seemed to 
be taking a long time, He considered 


trying to creep close to the door of the 
private ispicious 
noises. but then he remembered that, 
an added privacy measure, ihe rooms had 
been soundproofed, even though the 
loudest noise inside was usually the sound. 
ОГ scisso;s clipping coupons. 

Finally, Bremerton Paige emerged, 
idly putting in one of his cult links. The 
blonde with him, Mr. Billi standy 
realized, must have been the blonde who 
had turned. Perkins into а statue on thc 
previous visit. She seemed to be bursting 
out of her dress everywhere it touched 
her; Mr. Billings didn't see how the 
material could. possibly hold together all 
the way down the hall to the sign-out 
desk. She was dutching Paige's arm 
ionally whispering in his 
gs noticed that her hair 


room 1:0 listen for 


was in slight di 
When they reached the desk, 


Paige 


A man can never have too many friends. 


Black & White Scotch. Gift wrapped at no extra cost. 
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put the box down, signed out and start- 
ed toward the door, where Perkins had 
been resculpted into Man Staring. Then 
the blonde whispered something into 
Paige’s car and he by to dough. 
Turning to Shaughnessy and Mr. Bill- 
aid, "LuVerne here has a 
bout my safe-deposit box 
She says I should keep a safety in it, in 
ase ] want to make a deposit." LuVerne 
started giggling, Paige ed to get 
Perkims attention by clapping loudly 
several times and they left. They returned 
the next 

After the seventh visit, M. 
sat down at his desk and t 
a list of what was known about the 
situation. But he couldnt concentrate 
IWAC no longer seemed relevant to à 
problem that included whose con- 
tact with the material of her dress defied 
every rule of textile stress, He thought 
about LuVerne for a while. (He had 
her by name in 
ler her as 


workd 


ys in a row. 


Billings 
d t0 make 


to call 


one clement in the problem, but soon 
ning her lying on the deep 
dubonnet pile in the private rooms. The 
sound of the buzzer stared him. 

"You mean he's back?” Мт. Billings 
said when he joined Shaughnessy at the 
desk in the safedeposit room. "He just 
left an hour ago. 

He like, ‘Practice 
makes perfect" Shaughnessy said, shak- 
ing his head in admiration. At the door, 
Perkins was staring out into space, а 
hall-smile on his face. 

In 15 minutes, Paige reappeared from 
the private 100m. The girl with him was 
not LuVerne but a tall, slim girl who 
was wearing a dress that looked like a 
‘Tshirt that had shrunk in the wash. Mr. 
Billings realized that his first reaction to 
her was not that she was another ele- 
ment to be considered in che problem 
but tha ainly was not wearing 
any underwear. The girl was wrapped 
around Paige’s arm and when he extri- 
elf t0 sign out, she absent 


said 


she се 


“Hey, that’s not mistletoe—il’s money!” 


mindedly wrapped herself around Mr 
Billings’ arm instead—ay if one support 
had been pulled away and she had rou- 
tinely grabbed for anothei 

"Oh, sony," Paige said when he no- 
ticed the gl wrapped around a blush- 
ing Mr. Billings. Paige's tone was like 
that of a mother in a grocery store whe 


has just noticed her child bruising the 
tomatoes 
searches 


wd is apologizing she 
the right brand of soap 
pped the girl's arm 
adjusted her once and 


Tor 
He 


walked to the door. 
M 


Billings wiped his face with a 
kerchief. Shaughnessy sud. "Jesus 
H. Christ.” Perkins, again struck. dumb, 
had to be shaken by the Japels before he 
could manage to unlock the door. 

“Well, see you tomorrow.” Paige sid 
from the doorway. "Samantha here and 


a couple of other girls are joining me 
tomorrow. They'd like to go over a few 
things.” 

Samantha whispered in Paige's ear. 


amantha corrected me,” he said, smil 
ng. “She says they'd like to go over as 
ny things as possible. 


, Mr. Billi 
was to be done: 


That nigh 
sleeping. WI 
was liule doubt they 
were fornicating in the safe-deposit 
rooms. In fact, his mind was constantly 
filled with pictures of their orgies. But 
Bremerton Paige had never explicitly 
acknowledged what was going on, How 
could ће be approached? Ir wasn't possi 
ble just to wall: up and say, “Excuse me, 
sir, do you happen to be forniciting in 
the safedleposit rooms". What if Paige 
admitted it? Aker ай, he didn't at 
all secretive. In fact, he seemed 10 flaunt 
his affairs. A sexual show-olf, probably. 
And if he admitted it. could Mr. Billi 
point to some rule against private sexual 
imtercomse during banking hours, on 
bank property? Not really; no onc at 
Manhattan Trust had foreseen the need 
for one. But what if the word got around? 
pat the 
chance of а I2cent nooner? Mr. Billings 
could envision dozens of couples lined 
up, waiting to sign in—Perkins suming 
dumbly at the women, Shaughnessy fan 
ti 


цу had trouble 
There 


How m 


y people would le 


ly uying to get one couple out so 
its turn, Couples! 
Paige had talked about coming in with 
three girls. Pretty soon, people would be 


another could have 


strolling in with tattooed men and onc- 
armed Turks and [arm animals. What 
would ige and the three girls do in 


there? Mr. Billings thought about that 
for the vest of the night. 

The next day, shortly alter noon, 
Shaughnessy hardly had his finger on the 
buzzer belore Mr. Billings appeared in 
the main room. Paige eed, there, 
and so were aha and LuVerne 
and a redhead who was so staggering 


that LuVerne, standing beside her, test- 


ng th h of some DuPont poly- 
made to look almost demure. 
who was t six feet 


ing a see-through blouse 
er midiskirt. 

“Hi, aige said cheerfully. 
Then, as he started to sign the required 
slip, he noticed that Samantha was draped 
round his writing arm. “Oh, do you 


tha and draping h 
“Thanks.” 

“Not at all,” Mr. Billings mumbled. 
s glad to be of service.” 

the form had been completed 


Wher 
and the box removed from the vault, 


nta and started 
for a private room. Then he stopped 
and said to Mr. Billings, “It might bc 
helpful to have a bank official in there 
while we go over a few thing 

Mr. Billings was silent for a [ew 
moments. He looked at LuVeme and 
па the redhead. "Well," he fi- 


Shaughnessy turned to Mr 
but Mr. Billings seemed obli 
everytli 


Billings, 
ious of 


esus H. € 
ned the group. 
redhead leaned down to whisper 


in co too, we 

might be able to go over things in a 
nteresting way.” 

Well, 1 don't know about that,” 


Shaughnessy said, He had more or less 
taken charge, since Mr. Bi no long- 
er seemed to be acting his old executive 
Bs 


The redhead whispered to Paige once 
more and Paige shook his head in regret. 
“That's a shame,” he said. "She says 
otherwise it wouldn't be interesting 
enough. She's head there might be a 
very swinging group at New York Com- 
mercial Trust down the streer.” 

‘mon, Perkins," Shaughnessy said. 


c 


When everyone was inside the private. 
апей whispering in 
‘She thinks you can't 


guess under that midi 
hers,” Paige said to Shaughnessy. 
Shaughnessy w le to reply. 


A submachine gun,” P: 
ghnesy smiled һем 
wondering what submachine gun might 
mean in orgy sl 

Then the redhead reached under her 
midiskire and withdrew a submachine 
gun. 


“Six months for possession of a cigarelte? I got thirty days, 
for possession of a deadly weapon.” 


augh- 


look 
so disappointed. You and Perkins still 
get to take off your clothes. We need 
them.” 

Shaughnessy and Perkins were forced 
to disrobe and their uniforms were put 
on by Paige and the redhead—who, 
with her hair under a male wig and her 
feet in Shaughnessy’s highly polished 
black shoes, managed to look buily i 
stead of sexy. From his briefca 
withdrew handcuffs aud uscd them to 
handcuff Mr. Billings and his staff to the 
imple but elegant table. He furnished 
cer-equipped pistols for himself and 
redhead. Then, leaving LuVeme 


the 
and Samantha with the submachine gun. 


another pistol to guard those in the 
te room, he accompanied the red- 
to the main room, where they 
signed in each of the afternoon 
ors before escorting them to the 

ivate room, There, the bank сиз 
handcuffs while their 


safe-deposit boxes were looted. 

Mr. Billings still hadn't said a 
but there. 
knew his career at the Manhattan Trust 
Company was over. He had been hood- 
winked. What surprised him was that he 
had less regret about losing his job than 
he had about missing the anticipated ex- 
perience with Samantha and LuVernc 
d the redhead in the private room, 
When Paige and the girls were ready 
to leave, Mr. Billings finally spoke. “1 
was just wondering," he said to Paige. 
“Were you really, uh, you know—in the 
rooms?" 

“Well, an expenditure of twelve cents 
actually has an adjusted dollar-factor 
value of more like seven and a half 
cents if it also produces a useful by- 
product," Paige said. "IWAC." 

"Then, with Samantha on one arm and 
the loot in the other, he walked out of 
the Manhattan Trust Company's Fifth 
Avenue branch. 
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to Africa this summer. I'm really going 
this time. 

“Where?” my wife asked. 

“Like Rimbaud, I'm going. I might 
not come back. Africa is the cradle. 

"Where? Where in Айса” my wife 
asked. 

“I'm going by freighter. I don't know 
what СІ do when I get there.” 

“Where, Allen?” 

He seemed to be starting to point, but 
then his апп changed its mind and drew 
back and a glass of wine started on the 
long voyage to Africa, past my wile's 
shiny dark hair, sma nst a clus- 
ter of French colonies on the west coast, 
sending shards of glass and streaks 
of wine down Esso-modified Mercator 
projection and clean, well-brushed lady's 
he said, “that’s where Tin 
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uU" 1 said. 

‘There was a still frieze of boys. Some- 
one giggled. Allen looked morose and 
pensive, not quite proud. My wife 
aimed a steady righteous rage straight 
into my heart, wanting me to hit him, 
but a man doesn't do this to an old 
friend, a fellow poet, given to mysticism 
and the wisdom of the body, who surely 
wouldn't strike back. I knew him: Не 
would suffer my assault with Alyosha- 
esque forbearance. 

Мече going," 1 siid, trying to n 
this sound masterlul. Jt was not mastertul. 

Allen stood courtly at the door to bow 
us out. In the green plastered hall, vines 
of extension cords led out to the place 
where a light bulb had been removed 
and a dense nest of double sockets had 
been planted. The revolution against 
Consolidated Edison was off to a slow 
мап. Allen watched us down this sad 
corridor. 

We quarreled that night, my wife and 
I. She hated my friends. A smell of red 
wine arose from her hair as her wrath 
mounted, and I wanted to love her, to 
bury my head in her red wine, to say 
never mind, never m e my only 
dearest friend; but instead 1 only prom- 
never to inflict embanassment upon 
her again. Another promise I didn't keep. 

I also promised that we would go to 
Paris. We could agree about that. We 
needed a change and Paris was where 
changes took place. New friends, new 
civilizations, the wisdom of the Old 
World, plus romantic strolls in storied 


id, you 


ise 


Montmartre. With her fluent French, 
she could lead me around Hike a mute 
man and, spare time, tell me 


about matrimony and its duties. 1 asked 
the philosophy department to mail me 
my certificite; I was now а Master of 
Arts in Philosophy; and now all Europe 
would be my teacher. Like Rastigr 
236 1 would stand in the Père Lachaise Cem- 


CRAZY KIDS tenein 


etery and ay out to the City of Light, 
“It’s between us now!" Or, depending 
on the translation: “Hencelorward there 
is wart” Or, if 1 learned well enough: 
“A nous deux maintenant! 

I read a poem that said that Paris is 
the Paradise of Mise 
of Hope. I was ready. then. We needed 
a community of serious thinkers. Paris 
was where the existentialists and the 
Cold War exiles were gathering, The 
recent war was real and the coffee drink- 
ing serious and the wine better in Paris. 
We would not хеше for the facile ci- 
reering of our fellow graduate students, 
scattering to temporary housing 
versities all over the conny- 
into mysterious Wander all 

Our life was a thrilling series. and the 
title of the new volume was Crazy Kids 
Cross the Ocean. My wife laughed at my 
buffoonery when we were in company. 
Now she said, “I think that would be 
tord it? What are we 


t wory,” I said, “I don't want 
you to worry about a thing. 


On the Nieuw Amsterdam over, we met 
a frs psychedelic couple, Charles and 
Wendy, he a painter, she a painter, we 
instant soulmates, They were itching to 
get away from Minneapolis, We were 
itching to get away, 100. “You wouldn't 
level of insight in Minncapo- 


New York is crude, too,” T said. 
о is Detroit" my wife said. 
Not 10 mention 
where E came from,” 

"That's not Manhattan. or the Bronx 
or Brooklyn?" Charles asked, puzzled. 

1 was accustomed to this problem and 
all it meant. “No, actually I'm from the 
Midwest, like you id. "My wife, 
too. 

"Oh 


we didn't mem anything by 


|. “Actually we're all 


y Kids Meet Other Crazy 
Kids, I thought. 

Charles locked at me slyly. "We, too, 
manied young——" 

“Married young" echoed his loyal 


"But we haven't sokl out." 

“—sold out,” echo said. 

We waited for details. They were са 
tious, They liked us, but were not sure 
they fully trusted. New Yorkers. Later 
day Jater—the pattern of friendship 
speeds up on ocean voyages—it turned 
out that (hey were experimenting with 
ding their consciousness here in 
They fasted, they took seasickness 
‚ and then they went to bed with 
a bottle of champagne. Terrific results. 
They didn't reappear for a whole day 


on the North Adar le all we did 
was watch the squall and drink tea. Salt 
blew in our faccs, my lips were swollen 
һ impact of spray, and what the devil 
were Charles and Wendy up to? Mere 
ick ness? 

When we saw them again, they looked 
gray, stunned and goofy. and had joyous 
private smiles, “We're gonna cat for а 
day." Charles said. 

Ганев us up good,” Wendy said. 

“Then,” said Charles, as if that were a 
complete sentence with subject, verb 
and firm dauses. 


se 


"And then," Wendy said, as if this 
was all Charles had left ош. They 
smiled upon us. We were friends Ohio 


and Michigan are the Midwest, too. We 
were chosen. 

^W. join us next time?" Charles 
asked. “Wanna?” 

“We never did а foursome with Jew 
ish kids.” Wendy said. "We're not scared 
if you're nor. ОК?” 

We rode the boat 
Havre to Paris with our fiends Charles 
and Wendy. They were innocent and 
grudgeless, They forgave us for our re- 
fusil to join the intersexual, interr 
(as they put it) foursome in the shared 
pleasure of our first usie of French 
bread. French butter, which we took 
together and imtermacially in the dining 
car on the warbauered road through 
Normandy. "As an n has no 
other home in Europe is.” Ecce 
homo. Niewsche said t 
Minneapolis Charles and Lakewood Не 


train from Le 


postwar town of glories and 
drear, Paris was a village—lew 
biles. little food. black ma 


the sücets trod by Roman legions, and 
listened for their footsteps; 1 searched 
the Rue St. Jacques for the Maison Vau 
quer, where Vautrin challenged Rastignac 
to become a criminal cynic—I thought 
he might win me over, too; I learned 
French by reading Gide, Sartre and 
Villon in the garden of the little Russian 
Orthodox. church at the corner of the 
Boulevard St-Germain and the Rue des 
SainisPeres. My wife and I took bread, 
cheese, wine, and our solemn selves, to 
lunch in all the public gardens of this 
town of which we were the newest n. 
tives. We had always known it would be 
Jike this 

ned and goofy without pills, fast- 
ing, or champagne. we remained friends 
with Charles and Wendy but lived on 
ferent schedules, marching to differ- 
ent drummers. They painted 
ticed sex in a hotel near St. Ju 
Pauvre. We practiced marriage and ph 
losophy at отон »d in ou 
lie hotel on the Rue de Verneuil, 
where I set out to study France, Europe 
and world unity. By reading, 
hieyeling and keeping my eyes open a 
lot, J would become an artist-philoso- 
pher, a stroller on two banks, unlike 


d 


the 


Most economy cars have a lot 
of the same things going for them. Low 
price, inexpensive operation, good 
looks, Comfort. Sometimes even luxury. 
We've got all that in our 510 2-Door 
Sedan. And one thing more: an impres- 
Sive string of racing victories. 

We've been mixing it up with 
the toughest international competition 
in the 2-5 Trans-Am championship 
racing series. And we've been winning 


We've got something no other 
economy car can match. 


A track reco 


with unbelievable regularity. 

The secret of our success on 
the track is the car we start out with on 
the street. It has some very uncommon 
features: independentrear suspension, 
an overhead cam engine, safety front 
disc brakes and a welded unibody. Not 
the sort of things you'd expect at our 
low price. And if you don't think that 
makes a difference, try this. 

Drive a Datsun...then decide. 


DATSUN 


;EROM NISSAN WITH PRIDE 
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other men but brother to them all I 
developed strong leg muscles, anyway. 

And pride! Saul Bellow winked at 
me! Lionel Abel explained the differ- 
ences bemween Sartre and  Heideg: 
while eating a croissant! James Bald- 
win, called Jimmy by everyone, became 
my coffee companion in addition to ош 
neighbor in the next room at the Hôtel 
de Verneuil! And I made many ene 
mies. 100, young writers. other writers, 
nothingto-do bohemians and hard-work 
ing gowipmongers, and some who were 
simply flabbergastea by my callowness 
(l'm on their side now). 

An established surrealist, Philippe 
Soupault, then working for UNESCO, 
gave my wife the benefit of his insight 
10 my character: “II est sadique.” To 
be called a sadist in French was impres 
sive. How many of my friends in Lak 
wood or at Columbia had been called 
sadique by a man mentioned in every 
ficant history of erary hohe- 
beween Maybe he 


is 
the two war 
something important. this poet 


the foundi 


present at g of 
many movement 

1 hadn't thought of tha 
said. 

"Oui, oui, il est sadiqu 
firmly, with the assurance of 
had traveled with the surrealists, / 
gon, Breton. Eugene Jolas. since the 
beginning, and now, wisc and weary after 
life's voyage, was resting his freckled, 
careworn hand on my wife's thigh. 

Mas, | mongered a few opinions my- 
self and merited some of my enemies. 
ет to recall these excited. en- 
counters than the blessed hours when 1 
ordered. pieces of my mental debris into 
notebooks and the debris 
obey orders, thus calling fo 
bris, more filters, more 
dizzy convictions. Iolared in the Paris 
mornings. collee crazy in the neighbor 
hood cafés (it was always cold except in 
the cafés): and then, on abruptly sunny 
Mternoons. 1 ran down the Rue de 

iversi g to teach my wife to 
ride a bicycle. ] had апіса a lady who 
spoke French, read books, played the 
piano, but whose mother had forbidden 
her to bicycle because she once scratched 
herself hedge. Well, now she had 
damn well better learn to hurt. herself 
(dique husband). E panted as 1 ran 
alongside. trying 10 steady the machine 
until she could do it hersell, that. deli- 
cate childhood task of balance. pump. 
play. and dodge the curbs and hedges 
with bold ste You have will and 


"о my w 


he said 
man who 


seemed 10 
more de- 
more orders, 


motion; а hedge i a mere паша! ob- 
ject. Hope and skill do it. darling. no 
matter how your mother feared the 


ng out your kne 

‘The purest moments: those alone with 
the self and intention united, when 
word and dream meet and the body 


staggers as it floats in the mind, 1 was I 
and only 1; E had come into the world 
to tell cach person who he was; I would 
set an example. 

How easy to make fun of that person 
I was! But that other is still my secret 
self, When 1 meet a young man with the 
love light of vanity and desire, convic 
ion and passion in his eyes, T want to 
say, Brother, though 1 know he is likely 
10 sec onl ged competitor. 

Those were sweet alternoons on 
empty Rue de l'Université, 


the 
running 


slower. then as fast as 1 could, steadying 
a wobbly bicycle, past seventh-arron- 
dissement manses, gray stone, gray sky, 


in my throm, cobblestones, 
crying behind closed shutters. 
Suddenly I began having daymares 
about Lakewood. Ohio. and 1 was writ- 
ing a novel about a man like the French 
псе heroes | knew, nonetheless 
n Lakewood. There was the 
of memory «x 
freedom among 
who stared at 
ite but 
Zola-bringing: American, 


Frendimen 


xenophobic 
me and saw nor the despised Se 


the hated Coc 


Ir was not Lakewood, where all was 
simple. Te was Paris, where everything 
was clear. But Lakewood was 


ened place and Parisian 
myth. I planted the spirit of difficult 


logic 


resistance, of la Résistance, in a mild 
homebound burcaucrat on Hathaway 
Avenue in Lakewood, Ohio 


From our hotel som we could look 
out onto the street and see the litle 
pointed clay urn. placed against а wall at 
the corner with the words ict. EST TONBÉ 
POUR LA FRANCE . . . ROLAND LAPORTE, 17 
ans. A man had died in a pool of blood 
at that place only a few years ago. The 
patron at the hotel had seen it happen 
Surely Roland LaPorte’s family some- 
place in these anonymous buildings 
were the ones who replenished the 
flowers in the urn. T watched for hours, 
and the fresh flowers appeared, but I 
never saw who put them there. 

We were busy defining ourselves in 
this hotel—antists, students, bohemi. 
zazows—not. children amd not adults. 
ther. 1 was not the only one who some- 
times wished he could be Roland LaPorte, 
age 17. That was the dramatic self-pity of 
the expatriate, sugar low in ihe blood. 
d it was е our- 
selves in his place to think of the family 
LaPorte, creatures of habit, buying flow- 
ers on Saunday and w them dry to 


necessary to im: 


straw. and fall scattered to the pavement 
after the weekend, 1 thought constantly 
about the war. which I 
schools and training, crawl, 


bullets, while my cousins and brothers 
and friends died, Sometimes the memory 
of Roland LaPorte was a merely French- 
loving image, like the bagueues swung 
home in the evenings, the litle bouquets 
of flowers cinied with the bread, the 


intensely nervy, cursing drivers who tried 
10 run down my bicycle with their СУ 
Renaults, the bleary, aquiline sexuality 
of the girls ain-desPrés who 
were imitating Julieue Greco (опе of 
them was Juliette Greco). 

The money wasn't going as far as it 
was supposed to. I took to selling my 
dothes ta North Africans who haunted 
the мисез near Pigalle with that odd 
uprooted mask of woe and hope, look 
for Americans whose money wasn't 
going very far or who wanted it to go 
further. At first 1 thought T looked like 
these Arabs—hrown, squinting. sharp el- 
bows, knees and teeth. spoiled mouth. 
Then T decided they were really diler- 
cnt from me. My only suit: Well, it too 
was brown and unwelcome, anyway. and 
I never wore it. The man at the Cloth- 
ing Café, as we called it, counted ош à 
series of greenish francs. His tongue 
darted between his teeth, stinging cach 
atermarked paper as he snapped it 
out, He was mumbling numbers that 
sounded like a Moslem prayer. My wife 
looked at me as he counted. 1 thought 
she was sentimental about my passing 
оез. I wore GI leftovers most of the 
time, anyway, so what difference did ii 
make? 

I took the money. She took the money 
and cracked it in her fingers. She ran to 
leaving the café 
with my suit already str: 10 me, 
led under his arm. the 
she cried. 

You have it. madam!” 

"Fausse! Fausse!" 

He drew himself up with dignity. “It 
js as good as any money you vill find 


t” she id. No 


moved. Men at the zinc 
is and colfee 
od into the mirror or at cach other. 
Madam in black, the lady at the cage. 
was stacking coins. My wile rubbed her 
fingers acros a bill and it smudecd. 
"Give it back to me! 

He tried to move out the door. "III 
get some other money 

“Leave the suit 
ke your 1 


thar su 


ds off me! No wom- 
an touches me!" His rage was genuine, 
He was murderous, L was pulling he 
away, saying, Leave him, leave him alone, 
don't touch him; and she wanted to 
claw his eyes out, to claw his flesh until 
she found noncountesfeit. | 
what he owed her. I felt 
in my passionate wife 
for the Algeria 
this Am 
touched 
to steal my clothe 
Arabic now. We were string 
mies. His eyes were closed and red. 
could they be both? He had a kn 
his hand, 


wa 


yment for 
n insane pride 
wl a crazy pi 
. wounded in his soul by 


focus in the mind, 
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like a film of disaster played again 
again for clues to its meaning. We were 
pulling back slowly. He was dropping 
the clothes slowly. I took my wife's hand 
and dropped the fake money slowly. It 
fluttered across the floor. No one moved 
in the Pigalle He was back 
the door. 

We were alone w 
and dusty on th 


rumpled 
wile was 


crying. 1 took her home in a cab. 
ow re strong,” 1 said. 
I am not, I'm not!” she cried. 
hat was admiration, I didn’t 


you're tough. Т meant it." 

"I'm nor, I'm not!" 

“We could have gotten knifed. 
as soon have let him have the suit.” 
‘You think I'm stupid!” 

T didn't say that. But maybe you 
shouldn't stand on principle every 


га 


Well. w 
and 
right — 

upid, stupid, stupid world! 

We had а biner quarrel in our tiny 
room of the Hotel de Verneuil: what 
begins as selfdeprecation makes the 
worst of quarrels in n . After ad- 
renaline strength : in the Ai 
calé im Pigalle, she wept out of girlish 
need of comfort. She wept for her f. 
ther, dead when she was still a child. 
She wept for her mother—not the moth- 
cr she needed, She wept for me. 

T stroked her hair until her scalp must 
have felt sore. for she pulled away and 
gazed helplessly at me out of swollen 
eyes. “Now, now 

In a dry and distant voice she said, 
be you're doing your best." 

Could I say yes to that? Or ne 
building our lives togethe 
t | was only doing my best. 
it was healed in die way 
young quarrels often are, and by morn- 
ing E had convinced us both that 1 
admired her marvelous resolution in a 
back street near Pigalle, daring to face a 
knifewielding Arab. However. from 
now on | would sell my clothes by 
myself. There was a whiff of determina- 
tion ssault on the Ai 


id pow 


I 


n her b that 


frightened теа rage and. pride that I 
put away in my memory with other 


recollections of dangerous rightness. 

Tt reminded me later of the righteous 
ness of an older literary man—call him 
Francis Roan—who had just come back 
from attending a conference of the Com: 
tee for Cultur 
urged the dropping of 
Moscow. “They don't have it, we do 
1. meaning the bomb. 
one at the table of the Royal 
пршей with him. He re- 
able tenor, rasped with 
smoke, drink, 100 many meetings, too 

great 


l Freedom, where he 
п atom bomb on. 


1 bad read his 
nd now here he 
dandruff Пес his shoulders, 
md sweating through a 
s that the Commu. 
п and he wanted 
off for it. I changed the 
subject. Paris was something we could 
agree on. In love with Paris. a walking 
d bicycling city in those days, 1 asked 
about his own time in Montp: 
the time of Hemingway. 


n of my boyhood 
s in high school. 


to finish then 


Fitzgerald, 
Robert McAlmon, James Joyce. “There 


were pretty girls then," he said. jovially, 
and then more severely: “And geniuses. 
Т don't see the pretty girls" He looked 
past the direc young writers gathered 
lor а word from an older master. “I 
don't sce any geniuses. Nope, no genius- 
es. it's all gone dead; 

Me! me! met 

Oh. 
girls” Es 


"Nothing, li 


ted 10 ey. 


some pretty 


. Nothing like it 


n truth. for the onetime happy 
ist. whose monumental. book 
Leen called great by a generation, here 
in а new time nothing was as it had 
been, no beautiful girls і 
to the weedy young writers growing up 
about him, with their frayed f: 
tured toward him as toward the sun, 
he wanted only to make them wince. 
He was drinking sweet vermouth for his 
cough. He knew the remedy for each of 
his troubles, he had made his deal for 
remedies, imd sweet vermouth for the 
cough was one that a corrupt world still 
provided him, Other remedties—a great 
hook. a great love—were now out of 
reach, 

He turned the conversa 
the atom bomb 

that is, as soon 
ning то 
who want thingy their own way, now 
now now, just as they im 
some dream of revenge and fi 
1 envied their rightness and the c 
of conviction it gave them, And 
veled at the persistence of th 
murder upon oth 
one's own cauxc. 
one. 

I'm not sine I like 
looked at the 
a brut 


1ymore: 


vs 


n back to 


use: 


mar- 
will 10 do 
the interests of 


5 in 


the only tue and just 


young man who 
nd saw only 


1 fool. Perhaps he deserved no 


der wr 


credit now for the books | had ad- 
mired, He wanted to murder a popula 
tion, the race of his enemies. But Pm 


not sure 1 like the young man who gave 
1 E! his decline. 

A dew weeks later, celebrating the 
Fulbright award that had surprised me 
in Paris, 1 was staving with my friend 
Ben Johnson in Rome. He had giv 
story of mine to the {lustrissima 


ma 
Principessa Margnerile Caetani di Bas- 
Connecti- 


siano, born im St. Louis or 
U.S.A, who published 


magazine called Вос 
Shop). He telephoned to 
wonld like to meet me 
“1 don't like to 
publish their work. 

Ob.” He hung up. "She doesn't want 
to meet you unless she's publishing it.” 

"Oh." 

А moment later the telephone rang. 
"Fm publishing it" she said crisply. 
“Bring him around." 

Half an hour later a valet with a 
Silver tray and a check appeared at 
Ben’s apartment, saluted, passed me the 
money. tucked. the tray under his arm 
and was gone, At teatime we climbed 
onto Ben's Vespa and rode off to the 
castle of the 


he Oscure (Dark 
sk il she 
she said, 


black 
not y black, of course апа 
so the urchins would scream “T 
Tar ut him as we sco 
the streets and plazas of hallowed Rome. 
ls true that he has good manners, like 
Lord Greystoke. The kids paid homage, 
and also thought he might cure. hump- 
backs by touching them. 

The house of the princess is а historic 
place. Despite those days of depression 
and rationing after the war, she had the 
use of dry cleaning, footmen and food 
stumps. We were bowed past doors by 
men in livery. T waded through а snow- 
white carpet. Ben took it more seriously. 
He leapt a snowbank of fur and slid 
ingloriously. untarzanly, upon his rump. 
A foouman extended one finger to help 
him up. When we found the princess in 
her cory library, fire burning, she was in 
tennis shoes and my apprehension dis 
peared. She would be nice! She 
jut an American! “Thank you [or 
liking my story.” I said. 


man 


“L thought you were gro." she 
sid. “Ini an, um, Southern 
g with Ben,” T said, 


by ihe color of my 


or two? Lemon? 


th to take all three, 


lemon. м and cream, Good sense 
prevailed. 
The lady was relied, she siid, to 
5. Eliot. She loved literature and 
ters. She had money, name, à m; 


vine, 


nid 1 supposed E had reached some 
pinnade ol literary elegance, despite her 
hobby socks and tennis shoes, We swore 
eternal correspondence. 

А few days hater Ben 
c ary gathering. “They're round 
wp all the niggers in Rome to meet 
Richard Wright. Yowrc invited.” 

We spent the day on Ben's Vesp 


ng 


or (o drink Fras 
ted the gossip about us as 


ncient city, his elegi 


at me 
Ben wans 
we toured th 
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Hc told 


ted, listening, laugh 
me 1 
names of cit 
times they translate Cohen imo 
ian Dor Servant of God, Scrvad: 
t Jewish cemeteries. I r 
embered the few Sephardic Jews I had 
met in New York, and the tiny wedge 
of cemetery on West Tih Street, a still 
moment of stones and deaths and Spanish 
names. 

Ac the reception for Richard Wright, 
the great man had a joyous grinning 
joke for everyone but me. To the white 
American he was friendly. Later he told 
rambling anecdotes about his stardom in 
the movie of Native Son 
punched at people, making them easy 
playing the buffoon, И was а rouch- 
ing performance. Everyone had been. 
frightened of him, so he made us laugh, 
There is а generous way to play the 
buffoon, and this ge ick man did 
it to help pass à moment that might 


Jews ohen have the 
such as Milano, or some- 
the 

1 


nerous 


otherwise have been painful. He give us 
the right to feel superior to him, but I 
would have been ashamed го tike his 


invitation. He had а complex. nature, a 
complicued heritage, a good hear. I 
mourned his death. 

Back to Paris and the lile of serious 
floating. Italy without my wife had 
made me feel acutely the sirain betwee 


indecently шам and unformed, not 
such a good kid. I prefered loiterin 
around, waiting for miracles, bur I had to 
do the shopping. 1 had a notion of trust 
1 understanding—only that. mattered 
between. people—but 1 was mistrustful 
1 impatient, My black painter. friend 
said, “You're in the noose, man.” My 
Ider philosopher friend said, philo- 
sophically, “Maybe you married kind of 
young," My advisor at the Sorbor 
said, "Elle est mignonne, 
alors? 


ta femme—et 


s Fm lonely, 
1 don't know what Fm doing day after 
day.” 

“I missed you in Maly. I shouldn't ever 
go away without you,” L declared, and 
believed the words I heard. Oh. wanted 
to believe them! L held her tightly and 
rocked her to sleep. We wanted to be 
strong as twa sticks bound together, two 
ales twigs wrapped in marriage and 
4l, defended, a gathering, 
ning a delegation of our col- 
Ieagnes in the Hotel de Verneuil came 
10 our room while 1 was supposed 10 be 
1 my wife was out shoppin: 
for the cheese, bread and tomatoes. tha 
we took to lunch. with a bottle of wine 
nthe Luxembourg or the Tuileries or 
the little garden of the Russian church. 
There was the Norwegian Lesbian and 
the American film maker and the nov 


as 


writing 


ist and di inter, all knotred 


up with high-level pro- 
posal. “Ve vill all cheep. in," said the 
Norwegian girl, "OK? 1 arrange the ex- 


hee beeshen.” 

There was barely 
thought she meant painti 
“You vill join us. You vill bring you 

fe." hr sounded more like fife. 

Such youthful solemuity—but it was all 
we had heard. about Paris. Having read 
our Henry Miller, our Villon, Francis 
Caro and Henri Макет, having sven 
the Opéra Comique version of Les Ma 


oment wh 


melles de Tivésias and the folk singers 
t the Lapin à Gilles, it was now time 


lor mare basic Paris stuff. We were too 
young for tourist shen: а ће 


Lido. We were тоо shy to lurk abour 
the White Russian doc on the Rue 
NoucDamcdeLoretue, We were too 


nfctered. to do 
ced, 


free, independent and 


ed with our g 
like to 


"n 


Ж said, 


org 


stated the pedantic novelist. "She won't 
have to do anything, necessarily" he 
added. 
Td really like i 
t thumping. 
Some of the fear came from the exhi 
bition  imelI—me? watching tha? a 
mere dad hom Lakewood Oly aur 
most of it had direct connection with my 
wile’s response. 1 felt bound by duty 
to tell | tdt She would be en 
raged that I even mentioned the mater. 
But we bel in an open franks 
with Principle. Uter hones 
ty. Bu o right to insult her that 
way. But if E didn’t tell her, that would 
be keeping seerets; and if 1 did. 1 would 
be betraying my base си and worse 
1 


an 


охи 


Vitation 10 violate her deep- 
h 


est convictions about purity and hi 
purpose. s. 

A bad night. She wept. I wept. Be 
tween times 1 explained about the di 
ference between am exhibition and an. 
and then the teary Howed once 
more, a Cuyahoga, a Detroit River of 
tears, sometimes turbulent, often pain- 
fully choked by the debris of intentions. 
At dawn we reached а statesmantike 
compromise, 1 wouldu't mention й 

in. The subject would never be pro 


orgy. 


posed in the bener їшше that lay 
ahead. Bur T could continue acquaint 
anceship with these old friends, even if 


she personally todo sce 
them, She would forgive me this immor: 
loyalty aybe. Afer all, she had foi 
ven Charles and Wendy, hadn't she? 
Alone. 1 contemplated. the quality of 
such forgiveness. E also had a public task 
to perlorm. 

^d like to go 10 an orgy—exeuse me. 
xhibition," I said to my friends like a 


i his bedtime wish with 
but I don't think we 
There were whispers which 1 h 
laughter down the halls of the Hôtel de 
Verneuil, D tried и mysel with 
pride against wil ridicule. 
felt like а 1001. And then late 


have the tight to do what 1 wa 
even vant to do 
mean, married man 


have the right to. um, a little diser 
the eyes of my friends, This is not the 
group 1 need to belong to. They're not 
ad wholesome expaniate citi- 
zens like me and the missus. 

She could now ride her new red bi 
de sigh amd unwebbly down 
Rue de Université. How m 
perverts and. fun-loving sex fi 
y they had successfully 


the 
у of those 
nds could 
instructed а 


lovely young girl, once afraid to climb 
on, now willing to steer straight through 
the seventh arrondissement toward the 


Rodin museum ou the Rue de Varenne 

But L wasa child groom, in the noos 
and as loncly as my wife, only making 
out hom day to day. The dream ol 


young marriage is to find meaning by 
gazing into each others eyes. Eye to 


суе, soul to soul is all we need. It tums 
out that the world’s noises cannot be 
drowned out, partly because the rumble 
also comes from the complex. miniature 
civilization within each body—history, 
istinct, heart, brain, blood, the mysteries 
of eternal. privac; nual 
age to an electric of 
between past and presen 
intention, hope amd ne 
science. What folly to die: 
ping these potencies in a 
looks. Even loving actions, a loving pl 
cam never be complete, Within cannot 
be done without, nor should it be, but 


and con 


lovers uy amd would-be lovers strive 
Poor crazy kids, glaring tenderly into 
cach other's eyes. 

One gare or another finches under 
the efla Ко is 


peace, nor ron 


tion [or n Two crazy kids Irom 


Cleveland and Detroit sought to. build 
their lonely fortress in the turbulent 
city, When 1 taught. her to balance a 


© 1 did a dance called. Pl 
a against a street Lamp. 
th my mask of buffoonish. ease, 
studied like an inspired instruction from 


teras 


Ridumd Wright, there day another 
creature that felt sullen and. brooded. 
Surely Mr. Wright sometimes felt sulle 


and brooding, t00. 
aferthoughts whe 
well as posibl 
Shsly one mornin 
ed this r 


There are always 
things go only 


my wife 
lilicd stoical state. She 1 


upt- 
1 


bottle with a specimen . The doc- 
vor said .o.o. and if the rabbit and 
ihe specimen aed with proper 


enthusiasm 
We emb; 


iced. She was fi 


nally forgiv 


for not attending the exhibition with 
me. Unlike those friends, who were 
merely antists and free spirits, we might 
soon be parents. E knew whit D had to 
do next "Where's my bicycle?" 1 
pedaled furiously away, doing my duty 
along with some mikl exercise, acros 
the Seine to a medical laboratory on the 
Rue de Rivoli. On the Pont Neuf 
pont leg caught in the bicycle chain and 
T was thrown to rhe pavement, but arose 
merely bruised, protecting the precious 
bottle by lilting i 


dy contained 


vinced that the boule ale: 
isible infant. 
I picked up the report 
b. "On a sucrifié le lapin,” it 
“One has sacrificed the 
tinued with the good 
news. Yes. Yes, we wae prospective p 
ciis, "Would. you like to tike the rabbi 
home?” а lovely assistant asked. me. She “A round on the Star Novelty and Toy Company 


d in my joy h Sais ^ 
E wi he Jor our grand men in uniform 


y people offer themselves a festive 
best with a fiuc light Chablis." 


diunci 
But T retuned without the ritual ani- 


My wile “What kind of idiocy is that?" but this fretful tidy was to be the moth 
: He laughed. cr of that flesh and spirit we shared. 
iduéronia gor ches app. "Youll You stupidas creep" 1 said. "By the Wha was this child and to what commu- 
Ihave тоте un shoka d 6 Vd Gl .my wile’s having a baby.” nity did i belong? Te was ours and we 
petens cp ses е CIEN qj He came toward me with an imense і, his, hers 
in fbemed fier: and withdrawn expression on his slow — Dining rhe cilm of w; 
Mm." she cc. He removed the cigarette from his office the obstetrician kept a lit statue of 
liim mouth. "Oh Jesus Herb that’s gren. Oh — Motherhood vising hom a floor minor. 
We were happy. She had a right ro Сї that’s wonderful.” He touched me ike Powidon from the se—we made 
say ito to the boheiikne of ilie quarter OM Ше shoulder ly a fight was new friends. My mother-in- sited us 
хей кий anl опий. We nid in inner nce. "So that's voit. We met a nem who could 
йа Бе RRC TE AUAM Mer 10 the exh talk because of damage done to 
the first in the Hótel de Verneuil to E aya, T didn't ma 
ИЙЕ, ОЁ awing. children. We Пай! it would have beeu a cimp experiment: his jaw, his tongue. 
Бей; an cir (dico y peftiapt cou thas why. ss. Oh cars hands and fect were growing inex 
опе of our good bicycling afternoons. " He stopped for a otably. ший his tongue would choke 
р during’ oha ОЁ Gun many. тес gurgling closet and him to death. When I shook his hand. 
tions, Smugly 1 reported my fantasy; threw hi wound те. He pressed My hand fay in а great horny wrapping: 
wed her to cook the rabbit with a the minuere to get some extra radiance "here was nothing to grip. The distorted 
Chablis. She shivered and I w on the subject. One watt of light. “Ah € looked apologetic: it regretted. He 
ed at my masculine lust for very that’s swell,” he said. “Lemme tell people, Ù tum imedacal me to ап okl man 


, à Р named. Schwzn ing a book 
ble suggestions. I worried only an OK P 
gg! ү about the Jew lled hy the 


mal. My own cars were [ 
and 1 celebrated by eating siusages and 


w 


id dreamily, not quite 


terrific bore. 
Chris. Fm 
momem by 


arms 


. basking in conjugal love, over The next morning the remainder of 229^ : 
Е и A : Nevis, including photographs of them 
the fact that the ide froma the carton of cigarettes lay wrapped ina 7 ‘ : 
: and their work and short histories ol 
litle French lab tech vith braised «ору of Le Monde, along with a boule A 
E RUE ETE и their truncated careers. He had been a 
eyes and rp-toothed smile. My of wine, ar the crack of our doo $ 
1 чие. M but had given up his own 


unel 1 carried the cigarenes back to the 


to perform this act of pe 


pants. As a father and responsible, Iwould sleeping Toke's door and left them Uh ^I lived. I lived.” he 
have to keep my bicycle in good repair, there. She shouldn't smoke anyway T sid, still not believing it. “Tm alive" 
When we returned down the Rue kept th D wished that T could speak Yiddish. 1 
Jacob and the Rue de Beaune to che — D 194 her what D had done and she couldnt, D spoke Rusian and French 
Hotel de Verneuil, the door :0 our fo rescue hier cigarettes. with the refugees Irom everywhere, in 
room was ajar, Someone had entered and “Don't run, don't run!" I bised аз  comprchemibly сам up alive in Paris, 
taken the carton of Pall Malls. Later 1 she burried barefoot down the hall. some with heavy new flesh loose on their 
saw Toke, the Amer Im maker, They've mine,” she said when she skeletons, some puzzled ones taking. up 
smoking a kingsived ciguette in the hall retuned their former lives as if nothing had 
near the w.e. He knew he would eventu- But 1 didn't want this to be ош fist happened. A few even thought of savin 
ally find me there quanel since we knew she was Carving their money and having the tattoo re 
“Are those my wife's cigarette?” I our child. Not the Arab for whom I had moved (55 men were tatioocd in a 
asked. felt sony when he recoiled at my wifes diferem place). The ones I came to 
He laughed. hands on hi cy. not my know best lived permanently in the 
“Why are you laughing fellow would-bees, disipproving of the sight of thei history. Not all of them 


He laughed. bourgeois couple 


п the room next door, walked with crippled adre 


nds, 243 
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Iunched like terrified wrestlers, apes in 
ag glasses, but all had cars cocked 
and eyes distanced by unbearable recol- 
Jections, They seemed to be listening Гог 
the past to be rescinded. The man with 
swelling nose, ears, hands, feet. tongue, 
came 10 sit with his arms dangling be- 
tween his legs. He talked to me about a 
Polish city that no longer existed. I vied 
to understand his painful French past 


the cartilaginous tongue. 
Aud yet my wile was swollen and 
heavy and happy. as was 1, as we were 


1 each or at that moment, Peace 
to the couple, peace to ourselves, T sat 
h rhe old min and his album of the 
murdered artists, puzzling over the photo- 
graphs and reproductions, uying to Te- 
member all these men and women. Dead. 
Dead. Dead. The book was written 
Yiddish, I asked Schwartz to translate his 
s ог me. They were spare, mild, 
and said not so much as the eyes looking 
out of the book into mine. Those eyes 
were relies; they existed no place a 

They existed for Schwartz. 1 asked 
him to read ibe dedication of his book: 
To the gypsies. 

“Why?” D asked. 

“When 1 was im Auschwitz" he said. 
ct а gypsy. He said, "We will all dic. 
You Jews will die. We will die. But the 
world will remember the Jews." This 
ferocious old тап Schwartz, collecting 
his Yiddish album, which was published 
by subscription from Jews in America, 

Т want them to remember the 


gypsies. 1 want the gypsies ло be remem- 
Dered, because no one will remember 
them, either. 


As the c 
Foch in a 


is, I stood outside the door and 
ard a nurse screaming at my wile, 
“Poussez! Poussez, madame!” Those 
and shrieks were strangers to 
which I had given birth along with thc 
chil. I marveled at them, and won- 
dered why so much pain and pushing, 
saring so young, just to get imo the 
world, and it doesn't stop there. 

We held the child and looked at 
something outside ourselves. What w 
felt we called. happiness, but that’s only 
а name. To know about the child and 
weakness is to begin t0 know about men 
nd power—Charles and Wendy, Saul 
Bellow and the Arab counterfeiter who 
be the fingers 
of women, Philippe Soupault and the 
Rederazed novelist, Ben Johnson and 
Richard Wright, power and powerless 
nes and the human state in between, 
amd the ones whom 1 now came to 
measure equally with my own Ше, of 
which I becoming the custodian 
Roland LaPorte, the murdered. Jews and 
gypsies, and my first child. 
en by a publish 


moans 


hated o touched Ьу 


My first novel was 
er in New York. We went back to Cleve 
land to live. In my mad pride—new 
father, new novelist—I expected to sec 
the statue to my glory in the Public 
Square, next to the hectic Civil War 
heroes on their horses. While awaiting 
the final casting of events, I took a job 
managing a hotel on Prospect Awcnuc 
It was the time of Korea, Senator Joc 
McCarthy, the Eisenhower mumble, 1 
wanted my child to grow up an Ameri 
cin. 1 hoped to discover both what that 
was and what it could be. 


“I told you my wife was a terrific cook.” 


CAN HOWARD HUGHES. 


(continued [rom page 115) 


created a factory to build them. He de 


oped an intercontinental airline, His 
monumental stubbornness and intelli- 
gence sparked the creation of a g 


tific ha 
of our mi: 


hery, where major elements 
je systems, lasers, commu 


He 
ht over a quarter of a billion dol 
worth of hotels, gambling halls, 
ag claims, ranchland and other real 
estatte—as well as a television station. 
nd around Las Vegas. He brought 
new life to Vegas, a place he somehow 
loved. He did all this without a conven- 
tional office, keeping no hours nor counsel 
but his own—increasingly his own as the 
years went by. He worked without stop- 
ping. often 72 hours at a stretch, drink- 
ing and eating very little. Like other great 
American inventors—Eli Whitney, Thom- 
Edison—he was, and is, profoundly 
eccentric. Over the past 25 years, he has 
retreated from business associates, re- 
porters, the world 1, deep 
decper into isolation. And по one really 
knows why. No one knows what makes 
this alternately m: d de: 
potic, timorous and forceful, mightily 
successful man tick. OF those few who 
know him, some feel that Howard Hu 
ilf has no answer [or 
him. For he is driven: obsessed with wor 
obsessed with ideation 
with fear and guilt. 


perhaps obsessed 


Young Howard's mother, ап upper- 
crust Texas lady, was concerned—unlike 
her husband—with the proprieties. She 
taught her son to be polite. He was a 
good little boy. quiet and withdrawn 
who sought refuge in things that were 
safe and easy to understand. At three, he 
took pictures with a box с ad 
during his childhood spent every spare 
minute in a tool shop behind their Hous 
ton home tinkering with machinery. His 
mother once said of him: “He thought 
а puppy dog was a machine of some sort.” 

Big Howard may have regarded a boy 
as à machine of some sort, As his som 
told writer Dwight Whitney, "He never 
suggested that | do something: he just 
told me. He shoved things down my 
throat and 1 had i0 like it, But he 
а hailfellowwell-met quality that I 
had, He was à 
1 am not. 1 don 
people the way he did. I suppose I'm 
not like other men. Most of them 
study people, Tm wly as 
ested in people as 1 shoukt be, T guess 
What Eam tre ab in is 
science, nature in nifesta- 
tions, the cath and thc minerals that 
come out ol 


mera 


ever 
cally loved man. 


ibility то win 


not i 


scndowly interes 
s various. 


Big Howard was almost the stercorype 
Texas tycoon. His exceses гап beyond 
those of ordinary mortals. He would 
eventually eave more tim $250,000 in 

il 
friends, champagne and 
called. demimondaines. 
Mered on his arm 
While he loved his d red wife and 
dressed. her ully as himself. 
soon after her death he was «сеу 


personal debts. He tilled his private 
Toad car w 


Duying and squiving young women all 
over Texas and Los Angeles. 
‘The ease with which big Howard bi 


ied his wile, the speed with which he 
forgot her, must have wounded and of- 
fended his son. who understood the c 
queue of grief. 

In time. young Howard be 
his sense of courteous, proper conduct as 
chological technique, As long as he 
he came to believe, he 
could do most anything to anyone and 
get away with jt Today, those who 
Know Hughes still speak of his polite- 
nes over the phone. If he disturbs som 
one at four Ам. а favorite time fo 
work and talk—he begins with, "I'm 
terribly sorry to disturb you at this hour, 
I wouldn't have done it, but something 
important has come up.” An hour later, 
the recipient of the call hangs up and 
stumbles back to bed. Half 
later, the phone rings ag 
on the wire, once more 


an fo usc 


is 
pologetic, but 
tome up 


...amd so it goe 
Howard had always been 


terested in 


lumnus, intox 
Yale in the boat 
he could have 


ted by a victory 
es of 1918, told 
nything he wanted, 


it was a dangerous thing for any father 
to say, but this one meant it—and could 
afford it, Young Howard pointed to a 
moored seaplane and said he wanted a 


olved 
Ir 
as to 


а plane ride d 
but he got his w 
was the first pale taste of what w 
become his great pleasure. 

What big Howard never En 
upon their renin 10 Нончо 


was that 
his son 
x lessons, becoming one 


took secret fly 


took a S250scmonth job as a copilot 
with American Airways, calling himselt 
Charles Howard. He was amiable and 
cooperative, an earnest. listener and ob- 
n His questions were direct and 
ching. He watehed and learned. Tor 
two months, then walked out on his job, 
sorbed what he needed to 
now. No one can say whether or not he 
pay check. Those who know 


servi 


involvement with 
ied. them, built. them, 


Hughes's 
planes. He desi 


flew them and helped create the acro- 
space industry 

In 1935, he broke the world speed 
record for landplanes—in a machine of 
his own design—by more than 35 miles 
per hour, flying faster than anyone had 
flown before: $52 mph. In his haste to 
put the machine in the ай, Hughes 
ps overlooked. some final mecha 
cal details, for he had to crasteland the 
plane. He was able to walk away from 
the wreckage. In 1936, he broke the tans- 
continental speed record, taking off from 
nk Airport near Los Angeles and 
g ar Newark, New Jersey, nine 
hous and 27 minutes The follow- 
ing year, he d This time, he 
flew the 2490 miles between. Los Angeles 
and Newark in sc s, 28 minutes 
and 23 seconds. He mph. 

In 1938, flying a customized Lockheed 
ircraft—o thoroughly modified il 
Че remained of the original des 


the shell—Hughes flew around the 
world in the record.breaking time of 91 
hours, cight minutes and ten seconds. He 


York World's 
touchdown ас 


After his 


“Before you say * 


Md. there 
le in Manhauan 
sed the recep- 
И? lier. 
Tr was one of the few times people saw 
Hughes smile. He even shook some hands. 
The next morning's news photos gave 
Hughes's divorced wife, Ella, а rar 
portunity to recall wh 
looked like. They 1 
rose garden on a warm Houston summer 
day in 1925. She was the former Ella 
Rice, a һай ful girl fr 
the wealthy fan 


Brooklyn's Floyd Bennett 
was a 


ickertape 
Ineses said. si 
tion accorded 1 


eli 


Tustitute (now Rice Univer s name. 
She was slighty older than he and 
physically very much Tike mothe 


about 
. TÉ thi 


10 specu 
s's need for a mothe 


gly found 
than his 
wife. So Ella Hughes gave up on her 
husband and returned 10 Houston. and 
in 1029 won a settlement. of 

51,250,000. 
Hughes's second marriage, to actress 
(continned on page 218) 


divorce 


70 away, little bo: 


let me tell you 1 have a hundred dollars in my 
pocket and Гт a very horny midget!!” 
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HISTORIC OCCASION 


Those of you seeking a location for a charity ball, art exhibit or 
folk-music festival should drop a line to The National Trust for Historic 
Preservation, Washington, D. C. It's now renting ten historic sites 

across the country to recognized nonprofit, civic, cultural and educational 
organizations. Among the famous mansions and estates available is 
Lyndhurst, the creepy Gothic castle on the Hudson used in the vampire 
flick House of Dark Shadows. Or you might prefer Shadows-on-the-Teche, 
an antebellum mansion in New Iberia, Louisiana, Others include 

Belle Grove, a Virginia town house built in 1794 for James Madison's 
sister; Oatlands, a house located in the Virginia hunt country (it's 
available with 261 acres that could be used for horse shows and races); 
and the Pope-Leighey House in Mount Vernon that was built in 1940 by 
none other than Frank Lloyd Wright. Rentals from $15 skyward. 


LIE-DOWN COMICS 


First it was the midiskirt and 
Dames at Sea. Next came 
greaser rock and Buffalo Bob. 
There's no getting away from it, 
nostalgia is back; and 
considering the rerelease of such 
monuments as Fifties musi 
economics and Thirties 
who can blame Fieldcrest for gett 


sheets and pillowcases? The 
cartoon twin, full, queen or 
king-sized cotton-polyester 

no iron sheets are adorned with 
four full-color strips—Litile 
Orphan Annie, Terry and the 
Pirates, Moon Mullins and 
Gasoline Alley—as drawn by 
their original illustrators. The 
sheets come in both flat and 
fitted styles and start under. 
even dollars. Move your 

arm, baby, so we can read 

the next frame, 


PLAYBOY POTPOURRI 


people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement 


HOG WILD 


Trivia question: What did Peter Fonda 
wear to keep his pants up in Easy Rider? 
Answer: A Harley 74 primary chain, of 
course, And now bike freaks of both sexes 
сап fashionably go whole hog with 

the same belt, available chrome-plated 
(S18) or 24-kt. gold-plated ($36) 

from M&M Limited, Chicago. Other styles, 
above, include a chrome Indian 80 (528) 
and a gold Sportster 51 ($36). Heavy! 


INFERTILITY CULT 


Some 10,000 vasectomy veterans are 
currently sporting badges of their 
to the Association for 

оп in New York City, 
which offers gold lapel pins—in the 
shape of the male sex symbol with a break 
in the circle—for one dollar. (Т 
female readers: The associ 
way of authenticating pin wearers, 
When in doubt, ask to see a doctor's 
certificate—or check for a scar.) 


SORRY, THIS 
TABLE'S TAKEN 


Antique buffs who dig fondue 
will enjoy dining amid the 
charming clutter of yesteryear 
found in The Wine Cellar 
restaurant at 531 Hudson 
Street in Greenwich Village. 
And should you develop a 
fondness for one of the nearby 
relics, simply take it with you. 
Owner Buddy Noro has priced 
many of his furnishings for 
sale, so that you can include 
the cost of dinner and, say, an 
old wine press, all on one 
check. Garçon! Two corned 
beef and a credenza to go! 


HOWLS AND PURRS 


Some time ago, Natural History magazine decided to give its 

subscribers more for their money and offered them a free album 
poetically titled The Language and Music of the Wolves. Side one 
featured Robert Redford narrating The Wolf You Never Knew; side 
two was 11 cuts of wolves in full song. To everyone's surprise, the album 
instantly became a howling success and. 
now Columbia is distributing it nationally, 
However, if you prefer the purr of а 1909 
Rolls-Royce to the growl of a wolf, pick up 
The Sound of the Motor Car 1900-1930, 
on Marble Arch, The LP begins 
with а 1901 Panhard 
and ends with a 1930 
four-and-a-hall-liter 
Bentley. Gentlemen, 
start your engines. 


PUZZLING ART 


» Mom kept making you put the Monopoly set 
luttercd up the living room? Well, the latest in 
adult games and puzzles are designed to be left out on the 

vell as brain stretchers. The Nine of 

Swords (510) challenges 20th Century Lancelots to replace а set 
of interlocking swords in a white cube; Pitfalls (310) asks 

players to maneuver a steel ball through a maze; and Plato's 

Plight ($5) dares puzzle nuts to free a ball from a snare of pegs 
and cords, All are marketed by Reiss Associates in Manhattan. 


ж 


SY 


vous 


THOMAS EDISON, 
EAT YOUR HEART OUT 


“When your feet are tired and aching, try 
walking on your hands,” reads the caption to the 
shoe glove shown above, This and such other 
bizarre inventions as a group urinal and a 
motorized boomerang can be found in Ballantine 
Books’ Catalog of Fantastic Things (52.95), 

а remarkably inventive puton by French 
sculptor-illustrator Jacques Carelman. 


AND FOR THE MAN WHO 
HAS EVERYTHING: FROSTBITE 


If the standard vacation scene of salubrious 
Caribbean breezes, sun-drenched lagoons and 


ied maidens is beginning to wear on 

your imagination, why not be the first on your 
block to visit Santa Claus land? Yes, we're talking 
about the North Pole, where, from the last 

week of March to June 1, 1972, you, experienced 
arctic aviator Welland Phipps and his 
twin-engined Otter can rendezvous with the 

ice floe of your choice, all for a cool §2500. 
Phipps's week-long package to the pole includes 
transportation via DC-3 from Montreal or 
Edmonton to his home at Resolute Bay, 
Northwest Territories, and a stopover at a camp 
on Lake Hazen. Then, after landing on the north 
magnctic pole, you'll fly on to the geographical 
pole. We'll refrain from polc-ish jokes. 
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gag esque Tags, 


Jean Peters 
When she fi 
year, it w 
scen her—to touch, at least—for s 
years, Others claim she was an unwaxer- 
ng weekend visitor and traveled from 


lly divorced. Hughes this 


as said by some that he had not 


California to Vegas—after he moved 
there—eve iday. 
One i 


Hughes remained in 
than any of Hughes's gi 
treated her the way he tr 
—but on a much grander scale. 
essence, Jean sat in her rented. quarters 
(a large house in Bel Air) and waited, 
She whiled away her time with college 
courses (she had once prepared herself to 
be а high school teacher) and with shop- 

hen she got tired of w. 
ing. When Jean later announced her 
engagement Чо 20th Century-Fox vice- 


Still, in 


Stanley Hough (they were 
wried this past September), Hughes 
nt her a telegram of congratulations. 


For many years. Hughes used his fame 
из а Hollywood producer and maker of 
stars to recruit lovely young girls from 
the world. (By he had 
profitably produced Hell's Angels—thus 
ing Jean Harlow reasonably 
tal—Searface and The Front Page) The 
photographs of these would-be starlets 
were collected for 
wherever he might Бе, Oc 
would look over the glossies, pick out 
the one he wanted, and some ambitious 
young lady would find herself signed to 
Howard Hughes Productions at a salary 
of 575 to 5150 а week. She would be 
given free voice and dramatic lessons, 
live in а small, comfortable, rent-paid 
apartment and eat in good restaurant 

wly guarded like a queen. 
would 4 wait—io 
Howard Hughes, Most of th 
(there is no way of knowing how many 
there were; it was part of their contract 
they keep their mouths shut forever) 
cd in vain. After some months— 
or years—their contacts would not be 
renewed. 

The most famed of his l 


май 


ҳе 


ics in waitin 
; Jane Geraldine Rus 
She was a tendoll 
in a docior's ойсо wh 
her reached. Hughes, W 
Jane's glossies, he blinked and 
immediately signed her for the starring 
role of Rio in the first sexy Western, 
The Outlaw. 

Hughes was obsessed with Jane Rus- 
sell’s breasts. Impersonallv. He decided, 
he told his publicity man, Russell Bird- 
well, that he “wanted to get some mile- 
age out of her tits" Throughout thc 
movie, Miss Russell, dressed in pictus 
was continually bending over 


1. 


vweck. receptionist 


п some photos ol 


(continued from page 215) 


са 
jons, the 


someone or something, her cle 
by one of Hughes's minor inv 
cantilevered bra, which h 
пса. The results infu › 
Office, which was in charge of cinema 
censorship in those days, Howard Hughes 
[used to cut an inch of film. The bat- 
tle between The Man and the Hays Office 
sted for months. Tt was resolved some 
[ter Hughes invited Joseph Breen 
ive direc 

tor—and other censors to a meeting. On 
the walls of the room where this confer- 
ence was held, Hughes had. pasted blow. 
ups of f screen actresses. With 
calipers and а ruler it was proved that, 
comparatively speaking, he had shown 
less of Miss Russell than, for instance 
had been unwrapped in the сме of Jean 
Harlow, а less nobly endowed wom: 
The Outlaw premiered in San. Fran- 
cisco in 1943. Tt was possibly onc of the 
worst Westerns ever made, Publicist Bird- 
faced with a monumental moncy 


motion a whispering cam- 
paign to the effect that reel three of 
the movie was the damnedest thing 
ever screened. The Catholic Church 


quickly denounced it, The United States 
Army kept the picture off Service bases. 
Throughout the country, reel three was 
furtively discussed. There was, of course, 
nothing special about the third re 
je vest of the pict 
Then, in the midst of all the furor 
and whispering. The Man inexplicably 
alled the film. He had a special lead- 
ined room built to house the fragile 
negative in complete sterility at an ideal 
temperature. For three years The Out- 
law vested there, When it was re-released, 
in 1946, it was once again in the сус of 
а legal storm. Finally, Hughes gave а 
ttle, Breen gave a litle and Jane Rus- 
sell's most sensuous 18 minutes were cut 
from the original. The pictme grossed 
over 55,000,000. 
Miss Russell rem 
to Howard Hu 


ned under contract 
es Productions for 


more than a decade. During that time 
week sala- 


t. E 1м 


(оо, 
nd ма ited. 


їз loving inattention: the Her- 
cules, а vast wooden seaplane he de- 
gned for the U.S, Government du 
World War Two. It was dubbed the 
Spruce Goose, a nickname Hughes 
loathes to this day. And in the course of 
its conception. H . for once, was in 
the position of being manipulated by 
someone else. In 1912, California indus- 
Kaiser became convinced 
ys to win the war in 
Europe was to develop huge сатво planes 
capable of flying entire plitoons of 
combat troops to wherever they were 


ing 


most urgently needed. He talked to 
Hughes about his idea. Hughes was 
pressed. However, iny decision 
volved the terrible ordeal of making up 
his mind. Hughes did little but listen to 
1 doodle 
а of a super flying 
› perated by Hughes's 
г announced that the two of 
them would jointly design and build the 
largest hydroplane in the world. Thus, 
publicly committed to a project th 
had envisioned in only the sketchiest 


fashion. Hughes went hurriedly to the 
drawing board. 

The parmenship. N Dest, was 
dissolved almost before it began, Hughes 


has never worked successfully with any. 
T was in his 


stu 
the prototype of the g 
hydroplane. From then on, K: 
take over to build the productio 
els. Kaiser had said publidy di 
pline could be desi 

ten months. Hughes thought it would 
take two years. It took five. 

Hughes, involved as he always was in 
five or six overlapping careers. took the 
passage of time with equanimity; he м 
used to waiting. K: his pati 
worn away by the attrition of years, 
finally returned to building ships. 

With metals all but impossible to pro- 
cure, it was decided to build the huge 
plane out of wood and a laminate called 
Duramold, By that time, the Govern- 
nent was almost certain Hughes would 
never complete the prototype. The Man 
had been given $18,000,000 to construct 
three planes within two years. He m 
aged to finish the Hercules by 1947, with. 
П the money spent on one hydroplane. 
Hughes described it 

“The wing span is 320 fect. Th 
more than a football field, more than a 
city block. The length is over 200 feet. 
The circle on which the hull is built is 

- It has е 


ally desi 
al more power. The wing area is 
11460 square feet, wl 
most three times that of any pl 
Tas ever been built at this time. . . . I be- 
lieve the wing span is almost three times 
that of the Consolidated [Coronado] ai 
plane, which is the biggest one that I 
know of in the world tod: 

Perhaps the most important single 
benefit to emerge from the costly and 
ill-fated venture was Hughes's answer to 
superable obstacle: how to 
control such ап enormous machine. It 
could not һе done manually. So Hughes 
designed. workable power соппо of a 
sensitivity undreamed of in the middle 
Forties. This alone made the entire Не 
cules project worth while. Without this 
technolog breakthrough, mammoth 


floor wall 
furniture..furniture 


Та; 


You know about floor furniture. Stereo consoles TV tables, oll or ed less than ther floor space-toking Counter- 
Bookcases. How big they are. How much they cost How parts While much more useful and versatile 
they look But here's the best port 
There's just one trouble If you can Iff a big dictionary you con lift our furniture 
No matter how you rearonrge o console, table or book- So every time you reorronge or add to your Interior Systems. 
cose. you still have just o console, о table or a bookcase. youve creoted o whole new room. To suit whotever mood 
Now here's what you should know about wall tumi- you're in 
tue by Interior Systems* Ө But see for yourself. Stop by your local Interior Systems 
Interior Systems furniture is o collection of pieces you store (the only place youll find Interior Systems furniture) 
design yourself into a hondsome interior, Shelves. Cobi- $ Or send for our handsome, full-color Catalogue olong 


nets. Chesis Tobles Desks Bars Whotever. with the name of the store neorest you. (Send 25¢ for 


th interior Systems: patented Sky Hook suspension, |, handling to Interior Systems, Dept P, 9454 Wilshire Bvd, 
pieces hang on walls as 


‹ ly o5 pic б Beverly Hills СА 90212) 
lures, And though hend-tinished, comest Inferior systems We'llgive you moreroom tomove around. 
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jet ples might nor have been de- 
veloped until the Sixties, 

‘The Hercules flew only once, on No- 
vember 2, 1947, with Hughes, appropri- 
ately, at the controls. At 100 mph, 
Hughes pulled on the joy stick and 
the huge plane trembled and rose to 
an altitude of some 70 feet above the 
choppy water. The Hercules remained 


airborne for nearly a mile. 
Howard Hughes had achieved his de 
sire t0 build and fly the largest plane in 


his time. The Hercules was returned to 
its hangar, where it sits, at a rumored cost 
of $500,000 а year in ha space and 


On July 11, 1936, in Los Angeles, 
Hughes and a Indyfriend, Nancy Bell 
Bayly, were driving slowly on Third 


Sweet around 11 юм. in Hugh 
$16,500 Duesenberg. Here is his stite- 
ment of what happened: 

“I was driving west... when a car 
passed me on the right and pushed me 
Over to the left... . Just as we reached 
the intersection, а таап тап out in front. 
of the other car, .. . The man ran ahead, 
right in front of my car, I tried to turn 
10 the right to miss him and put on the 
brakes, and it was impossible.” 

struck Gabe S. Meyer. a 59- 
y esman, killing him instantly. 
Hughes was exonerated by a coroner's 
jury. However, it is one thing to be 
judged innocent by a court of Jaw, quite 
another to pronounce yourself blameless. 
Some time later, while driving to a restau- 
rant whe! was waiti 
for him, Hughes гап over a dog. 
stopped the cw, picked up the anim 
drove 10 n and showed up 
two hours Inte for dinner. He sat down 


vererinar 


beside the girl, his coat stained with dog's 
blood, 


and proceeded to ignore her 
hout the meal, making frequent 
dashes to the phone to сай the animal 
hospital to check on the dog's recovery. 

to have another accident that 
brought severe physical inj nd— 
some amateur Hughes analysts believe 
— permanent. damage to his psyche. On a 
Sunday afternoon. in July 1916, he 
climbed into the cockpit to testfly the 
XE, a photo-reconnaissince plane. of 
his own design, In midi, 
hal of the right propeller complex re- 
versed itself. The four front blades were 
trying to pull the airplane ahead, while 
the four re: les were tryin 
push it 
at the controls. 


Award. Hughes was helpless 


The XF-AL crashed 
the middle of Beverly Hills, plowing 
through the roof of a house, a nearby 
garage and smashing into the home of 
n Amy colonel. 

A Marine sergeant, William Lloyd 
Durkin, discovered Hughes's broken, 
bleeding body and helped pry him away 


from the wreckage. His chest was 
crushed. Nine of his ribs were broken. 
His left lung was collapsed. His left 
shoulder was broken. He suffered a Iac- 
crated skull and a broken. nose. He was 
seared by second- and third-degree burns. 
He was not expected to live. 

Three days later, Hughes, 
piin, summoned 
working on an ide: 
to be built made up of threcinch foam- 
covered by cloth. Each 
was to be mounted on a platform 
Mb under each platform was to be a 
screw jack attached to a motor: 80 
squares, S0 motors. Each square could 
then tilt independently in any direction. 
‘The bed was built and even incuded а 
n the middle so a bedpan could 
be slid in and out without disturbing 
the p it. 

When Hu Hy recovered 
enough to leave the hospital, he was a 
nged man. The t duced. b; 


aide. He had been. 
He asked for a bed. 


accident and the suflering that fol 


lowed hav 
survives such terrible wounds is particu- 
larly susceptible to respiratory infection: 
conceivably, he might not survive 
moni may account for the sterile, 
conditioned, controlled. environment 
in which Hughes lives today. One 
that the wreckage of his body 
his spirit. His distaste for public e 
tion grew rapidly, So powertul did it 
17 years later, Hughes was 
alt 
| person 


lasted to this day. A man who 


become tha 


willing to risk a $145,000,000 def: 
nt rather tha 


n appear 


Durkin, the who 
helped save his life, Hughes arranged а 
fetime y. Durkin (probably un- 
der orders) never эшч] it, Years 
Tater, the story came out and Hughes 
was furious. His passion for secrecy is 
He wants no publicity—bad 


man 


annu 


ment 


consistent: 
d. 

There is something capricious about 

e impulses. He gets 

ading the paper (practi- 

ine and newspaper pub- 


ог 


Hughes's cha 
them while т 
ally every ma; 
lished in the United States finds 
zed cell) and 


them vily and instantly. He may 
kearn about a child stricken with a 
rare disease; four eminent specialists are 


rushe 


o the bedside. It may be the wife 
of a Hughes employee who has died: 
she receives a naively anonymous check 
for 520.000, 

These only 
Hughes makes up his mind quickly. 
1 iness dealings, he procrastinates 
intolerably. Decisions imrude on his 
pasionate absorpr detail. Yer per 
sonally, he lives as austerely as a monk. 
Tam not a man of mystery," he said 
in 1952. "I run several businesses, and 
the people associated with me read those 
tories and do not understand them. 


the times 


nre about 


bi 


"There is nothing mysterious about me. I 
have no taste for expensive clothes. 
Clothes are something to w TETS 
tomobiles are transportation. JE they 
rely cover me up and get me therc, 
that's sufficient. In a Chevrolet, E can go 
where I want without being noticed. I 
can drive up to the c 
the Hail the Conquering Hero. 1w 
to avoid any ceremony and pomp. I 
in my office or wherever I happen to be 
it to be unobirusiv 


b without getting 
at 


17 Howard Hughes wi 
his worth, both invested and liquid. he 
could possibly run the entire Federal 
Government for a d8hour period. For 
that length of time, he could assume in- 
terest on the national debt, pay the cost 
of keeping our unemployed, underwrite 
the country’s wars and the оре 
its agencies 

How did he amass such an incompre- 
hensible sum? The great fortunes of the 
world have their roots in the past. The 
Rockefellers, the DuPonts, the Mellons, 
the Rothschilds all began building their 
weilth generations ago (in the case of 
ds of years ago). 
rests have prolifer- 
ted into a tangled skein of subsidiary 
companies. Some of these subsidiaries 
grew of themselves; the growth of othe 
was part of a successful aud continuous 
attempt to avoid the bi 


о spend all 


rich: taxes. 
In comparison, Hughess empire is 
young and baldly simple. Its basis is the 


Hughes Tool Company. Ever since big 
Howard invented his drill bit, Hughes 
Tool has been a faithful and munilicent 
provider. Hughes owns it wholly. Th 
company strength is twofold. The first is 
the product itself, initially protected by 
ad diligently improved. by x 
search. The company manufactures thc 
tool joints used t0 couple sections of drill 
pipe. It also makes over 100 types and 
sizes of rock bits—roughly 75 percent of 
Ш bits used ling oil wells in the 
Hughes's meral- 
э second to 


n- 


patents ie 


non-Communist world. 


as cont 


ing. Wisely. the сот 
leased its drill bits. No one can buy oim 
‘Therefore, no one can тейр the dulled 


conces and resell them at lower | 

Its other strength is a highly efficient 
ami pervasive salesand-service organiza 
This Facility makes the à 
extraordinarily dependent upon Hu 
Tool. AIL bits in use ате under const 
surveillance by a company representative. 
So are the oil-rich Texas plains; Hughes 
‘Tool salesmen have been known to keep 
rig owners posted on when and where 
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“Oh, yes—do come in!” 
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“Lionel! |... That's your good suit!” 


new fields are ripe for explo 

Another factor contributes to the com- 
рапу' success. Hughes Tool is the only 
one of his emerprises the boss has left 
lone. He has heen wen in its ollices 
once since 1926, iwo years after he 
walked from the Houston courtroom 
with Judge Montcith's permission to be 
come a billionaire. His management 
team is eft to run the business its own 
way. The result: an estimated gross ye 
ly income of more than 575.000,000. 

The second of Hughes's major compa- 
nies is Hughes Aircraft—which has not 
since it pro- 
prototype. After re- 
turning the se: ne to its hang: 
Hughes lapsed. into weeks of deep and 
caper brooding over his next business 
venture. He presciently concluded that a 
breakthrough would soon occur in 


duced th 


he electronics industry and, further 
more, that Hughes Айай could be- 
come the finest electronics. corporation 


in the world, This decision was quite 
in line with the general order he had 
given Noah Dietrich—his longtime top 

istant who stayed with him for over 
30 years—when he hired him. Dic 
Кей his new employer what he w 
him to do. "Fist" Hughes answered, 
“help make me the richest man in the 
world.” [Hughes's life in the present is 
trenchantly discussed in the accomp: 
le by James Phelan; it looks 
ah Dietrich today, at 83, and at other 
principals in the current confusion sur- 
rounding the Hughes empire.—Ed.] 

Now The Man had to find someone 


to rum his electronics corporation, which 
consisted so far only of what was in 
his head, plus a few scribbled notes 
Hughes always has had trouble hirin 
top executives. As he has grown older 
and stranger, so has his notoriety spread 
among top management. As 
1947, most of the cligible executives i 
the country felt one had to be i 
take a job with him. Licutenant бепе: 
Harold L. George—who had run the 
y Air Transport Command du 
World War Two 
the Army to ri Peruv 
was no exception, When Hughes wrote 
to George, whom he had met dur- 
ing the war years, and asked him to 
head Hughes Aircraft during its change- 
over to an electronics concern, George 
turned down the job with alacrity. So 
Hughes phoned him. Against his will. 
General George found himself agreeing 
10 go to Los Angeles with his family at 
Hughes's expense. Hi soned that 
at least George could use a vacation. 
The general checked into the Beverly 
Wilshire Hotel and called 7000 Ro- 
ne Street, saying that he had arrived, 
Days later, a crisp young voice phoned 
to dell George the appointment had 
heen amanged. He was to be 
tain street, at а typical Hows 
business-conference tim 
designa 
pulled up beside him. Hughes was at 
the wheel. George got in and they pro- 
ceeded to drive solemnly and aimlessly 
around Los Angeles, while Hughes told 


ез ге: 


at а cer- 


ted hour a battered Chevrolet 


him about his ideas, punctuating his 
conversation with increasingly tempting 
job offers. AN the while, Hughes was 
patient, kind, courteous—and would not 
take no for an answer. George accepted 
the job at a salary of $50,000 а ye. 
He hedged his acceptance with a 
choice array of disclaimers. Hughes was 
not to interfere in. George's operations. 
Hughes was to make himself available 
for discussion and consultation; and, 
mirabile dictu, such discussions were to 
be held during the ordinary business 
day, Hughes agreed to everything and the 
two men shook hands. The electronics 
company, under the protective hat of 
Hughes Airaaft—which, in turn, carried 
оп its business under the umbrella of 
Hughes Tool Company—was launched. 
At first, things went smoothly enough. 
George recruited top scientists and gave 
them free intellectual rein. By 1919, 
Hughes Aircraft delivered to its custom- 
ers almost 59,000,000. worth of cq 
ment. In 1953, it delivered gross orders 
amounting to S200,000.000. 
1000 electronics 
ans and other 


techni- 


assorted 
ans were working for Hughes Aircraft. 


At that point, the enterpri actual- 
ly making more money than its parent 
company. But by then, the inevitable 
pattern had begun to work its way past 
Georges adamant conditions of agr 
ment. He couldn't reach The Man for 
important decisions—sometimes not for 
months. In order to make good on its 
numerous and enormously profitable 
commitments (mainly to the Air Force), 
Hughes Aircraft. needed additional capi- 
tal. Specifically, General George trans 
mitted to Hughes, via Romaine Street, a 
request [or additional laboratory space 
costing dose to $4,000,000. George, and 
the huge complex for which he was 
responsible, waited impatiently for The 
Man’s reaction. 

Hughes's eventual reply suggested 
that any additional facilities be built in 
Las Vegas, He waned to use some land 
he had recently acquired there. The 
solution was wholly impractical, Quite 
naturally, George didn’t want his in- 
ceased laboratory space іп a separate 
state. Alter wecks of delay, General 


corge was allowed to expand his plant 
in Culver Ci 
But an irritated Hughes decreed that 


all blueprints had to be submitted to 
him for approval. Routinely, plans were 
sent to Hughes, held sometimes for weeks 
and returned. with detailed instructions 
on such things as a change in the place- 
ment of windows or the color of paint. 

The репу demands multiplied like 
locusts and Hughes Aircraft still waited 
ably lor major decisions. Gen- 
eral George Jost his usually calm disposi- 
tion and a number of pounds. 

At that point, Noah Dietrich, sull 


Tool Company office a 
impressive sales figures passed 
over his desk, decided he wished 10 run 
ft directly. He tried to 
accomplish this in various direct and 
indirect ways, calling on existing corpo- 
rate imbalances to help him. For, while 
Toolco was running Hughes Aircraft, 
there was no representation on Toolco's 
board of directors from Hughes Aircraft. 


Die of elec- 
tronics and h itive meddling so 
ed Ged er a dew 


his secre! 


mon 
Dietrich's name out of 
with her boss. 


ry was careful to keep 


any conversation 


The айай ended їп 1953, when 
George. preceded by two of his top scie 
stexecutives—Dean Wooldridge and 
Simon Ramo—sent his resignation to 
7000 Romaine Street. Wooldridge and 
Ramo built an immediately successful 
electronics firm of their own, (The Ramo- 
Wooldridge Corporation kuer merged 
with Thompson Products, Inc, and is 
now TRW Inc) Ge 
faded from the Hughes universe, There 
w any more top-level resignations. 
The Man wondered if it was all the work 


this wholesale desertion, The 
Man turned his attentions to other mat- 


tery, In a shon time, Hughes Aircraft 
began to fulfill its potential, In fact, so 
successful did it become that it was 


ive for Hughes to find a 
ng profits. As a result, 
Hughes became philanthiopic 
established ihe. Howard Hughes 
al Dustirute, a nonprofit. organizi 
tion lor medical research, His fist gilt 
to that foundation was Hughes Aircraft 
stock—in toto. A portion ol its profits 
ere siphoned off to feed this new 


quickly impe 
use for its mou 
in J 


Hughes had to find someone to 
run the company, as both the Air Force, 
biggest customer, and his own man- 
agement had repeatedly requested. He 
wrence Hykind, a Bendix Cor 
poration executive, who, from the begin- 
ning, enjoyed an e that General 
George siw eva first bliss 
ful months: He was allowed to run the 
company free from Hughes's intervention. 
Hughes Aircraft is still an extremely 
successful clectronies firm. It is still 
by Hyhind and its profits are enormous. 
The company’s net worth is calculated. 
at slightly less th: 00.000.000. It 
iginated the Early Bird and now manu- 
s satellites for a gobal come 
municions system subscribed (о by 
81 countries. It is a stunning success, and 
Lo predictably benevolent to another 
Hughes venture, since most of its profits 
go to the nonprofit Howard Hughe: 
Medical Institute. which, of course, is 
wholly controlled by Howard Hughes. 


‘There ше failures in the life of any 
businessman, even Hughes. But his mis 


takes have invariably paid off—one of 
them overwhelmingly. 

In May 1918, Hughes acquired, from 
Floyd Odlum, controlling interest in 
RKO studios. He paid 59.50 a 
a total of $8,825,500, and became at one 
stroke principal stockholder in one of 
Hollywood's mpicture stu- 
ined con- 
theaters, thus giving him, 
me in his spasmodic cine- 


dios, Almost incidentally. he 
124 


по! of 
for the й 


matic ready-made distribution 
compley 

The se of events fol- 
lowed the familiar pattern. The first 
executive 10 yo was Dore Sth liter- 
ate, immensely competent film maker, 
who couldn't disguise his e dor 


Hughes Peer Rathvon, president of 
RKO, lollowed almost immediately. Rath 
von and Schary were followed by nearly 
700 fellow employees. By the end of the 
summer, RKO was almost stripped of 
its stall. 

About that time, Hughes put the ubiq- 
witous Noah Dietrich at the head of 
RKO Corporation. True to his inverse 
logic. Hughes was never seen on the RKO 


lot but opened an office at the Goldwyn 
i mile away, so he could 
transmit orders by messenger, telephone 
or carrier pigeon 

One of the first things Hughes did 
was sell RKO those properties that ће 
actually owned, including The Outlaw, 
Mad Wednesday and Vendetta, believ- 
ing that by distributing those films, the 
studio's financial picture would be g 
a quick boost. By the end of the year, 
the studio suspended production. Tt had 
ved to lose over $5,500,000 during. 
the first year of Hughes's administration. 

It became clear to those. unfortunate 
executives whom RKO had hired to fill 
the spaces left by the vigorous Hughes 
broom that ever 
with The M 

The motion-picture bi 
impulse-buying industry, When you move 
for a script, for a star, you act quickly—or 
the other fellow gets there first. Cl 
such an impetuous business climate will 
prove uncomfortable for someone so 
unted by the idea of decision making 
that he buries himself in trivial detail. 
At one point. The Man became interested 


n 


Where am I going to find pickles and ice 
cream at this time of night?" 
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in an elaborate set that had been con- 
structed at great expense on the RKO 
lot. He ordered the set dismantled and 
ed for him a mile away, on the 
Goldwyn lot, where he could see it from 
his window. After his suggested changes 
were made, the set was again dismantled 
and reconstructed on the RKO lot. 

Having become part of The Man's 
private universe, RKO moved аз far 
from reality as Hughes himself. 

During his reign at RKO, there was a 
marvelously complicated system of espio- 
nage in effect. Battered Chevrolets driven 
by creweut young men shadowed top 
ecutives. Information was passed on to 
Hughes's message center by anyone who 
wanted а quick 5100 in cash, Не trusted 
no employee, Morale, never high, hit 
rock bottom. 

Sometimes 


ех 


he tried to become the 


impulsive whecler-dealer, buying picture 
soipts at ridiculously high prices on a 
whim; they were put into production 
and 


RKO's board of 
me increasingly vo- 
cal as RKO lost more money. The com- 
pany became entangled in a cloud of 
legal disputation, a doud that follows 
Hughes wherever he goes. 
Hughes's reply to the board's per: 
ent criticism was typically obstinate, As 
ing director of production, he 
declared that no script could be shot 
without his problematical consent. The 
ickened. An Ann Sherid 
vehicle, scheduled [or 1949, never sot off 
the ground. Miss Sheridan ended up 
g RKO. Jet Pilot, a modem Hell's 


never 


Angels, took so long to complete that 
the 


the Force um (dn 
film became obsolete during the mov 
production. 

Hughes continued to operate RKO in 
his own inscrutable fashion and the stm- 
dio los more moncy. He kept hiring 
people—good people, who had worked 
with the best, who were the best them- 
selves. They endured for as long as they 
could and then they, too, left. Among 
e many distinguished dropouts from 
Hughes's RKO tenure is the. produc 
director team of Jerry Wald and Norman 
Krasna. They had been signed—alter 
wild. shenani involving the usual 
banered car and two-&-M. conversations 
had defeated oncefirm resistances—to 
ne of the largest five year contracts in 
cinematic history. 

Another RKO executive recalls hi 
business days under Hughes with a mix. 
ture of amusement and horror. He dealt 
with Hughes by phone from біте to 
time. 


omms wot 


Га just gotten divorced. I was 
asleep when the phone rang. It was 
after two AM. It was Hughes. "Ате 
you alone?” he asked suspiciously. 1 
told him I was. “I asked you that 


because you've just gotten your di- 
vorce. You're sure you re alone? 

ed me, “How long will it 
ke you to read L wold 
him about two homs for а standard- 
length screenplay. “II call you back 
in two hours,” he said. “Th 
script on its way to you 

Within one minute after banging 
up, the doorbell rang. One of his 
crewcut. young men stood there with 
a script in one hand and a receipt 
in the other. 1 signed for the script, 
got back into bed and read it, God- 
awlul script. The phone rang two 
hours later. 

“Well? What do you think?” 

I remember I thought: Here goes. 
I said, "IL you're considering this 
vehicle for someone of Miss Peters’ 
s—I'd sty its far below her 
s, Howard. 

He thanked me, apologized for 
disturbing me and, one minute lat- 
er, there was the same guy ringing 
my doorbell. I gave him back the 
script, he gave me back my receipt 
and 1 went back to bed for two 
hours’ sleep. 

When 1 got to my office, І didn’t 
know if T still had a job. Then the 
other guys started to trickle in, all 
of them with bags under their eyes. 
We finally got to talking among 
ourselves. Fveryone there had read 
the same saipt the night before. 
Hughes had staggered his calls at 
half-hour intervals. One poor 
tard didn't get back to bed at all. 
п on the totem pole. 


He was low ma 


Another favorite anecdoie dating 
from Hughes's RKO days has come to 
be known as the “Каршыс1з H 
story. The gil involved, Gail Ganley. 
was 18, pretty, a student at UCLA and 
looking for a career in the movies, 

One morning she received a phone 
call A pleasant voice told her tha 
very influential person was interested in 
helping her carcer. Would she mind 
having some photographs taken? If she 
agreed, the voice implied, she might be- 
come а movie star. That was sufficient 
urging for Miss Ganley. She reported to 
the specified Hollywood photo studio, 
where she was shot without make-up, 
Васі, so that she would look (she re 
members thinking) as ghastly as possible. 
Afterward, she repeatedly questioned her 
agent for information. He acted as though 
she had been struck by beneficent light- 
ng, but he said nothing. 

A chauffeur driving а battered Chevro- 
let arrived some days later and the girl 
found herself at the studios of a famous 
dramatic coach. He let her know, finally, 
that he usually took in hand Howard 
Hughes's discoveries. She had been picked 
by The M 


а 


Every afternoon, the dhauffeur picked 
her up and drove her to her lessons. 
Miss Ganley would work. conscientiously 
for two hours or so and then be taken 
to the Beverly Hills Hotel, where she 
and her mother—who went along as a 
chaperone—would cat dinner, Everything, 
was charged to Hughes. After. dinne 
Gail would return to her lesons and 
work until 10:30 or 1 at night. 

The schedule was inflexible. After а 
while, Mis. Ganley decided her presence 
as chaperone was unnecessary. The girl 
continued her rigid routine. After a 
month, however, she understandably 
grew bored and called her agent. He 
called his сотас at 7000 Romaine 
Street, who informed him that there was 
a contrac ready and waiting for Miss 
Ganley, but Hughes had not yet found 
time to sign it 

The arrangement, the coaching, the 
пее meals seemed to go on indefinitely. 
ly, G n disgust. A gifted 
musician, she joined ап orchestra, Two 
years мет, she received a phone call 
irom Romaine Sucet, They wanted. new 
glossies. This time they offered her a 
act and expense money, They gave 
| honestto-God script— Pale 
Moon—to read. She didn't like it. 
Hughes's representative reminded her it 
«| cost a great of money 
added that high-priced writing talent 
was busy reshaping the story. 

The routine Бера 
she was allowed to drive her ow ат. 
She had free meals waiting at a number 
of top Hollywood restaurants but re 
ceived no promised expense money. Fi- 
nally, when her own funds began (0 run 
low, she gave Romaine Street ап ultima- 
Tum. With earnest assurances. they a 
ranged a way to give the 20-year-old 
starlet some cash. Hughes's people 
agreed to station one of their men in a 
car in front of 7000 Romaine at a speci 
fied time. When Gail appeared, driving 
her car, he would sound his horn in а 
predetermined pattern, A window would 
on the second floor of the build- 
and a white envelope would be 
vered on a long suing. The man in 
car would get ош pt 
clipped to the envelope, take the enve- 
lope off its hook and ceremoniously hand 
it over to Miss Ganley. Inside, in cash, 
would be the agreed amount of money. 
Meanwhile. the receipt rose slowly back 
townd the open low, where 
anonymous hand reached out and took it. 

Alter a wl 
drive down to 7000 Romaine herself and 
do her own signaling. The envelope 
М be lowered. She would sign the 
receipt and pocket the cash. This went 
on for two years, By then, the girl knew 
every line of A Pale Moon by heart. She 
also knew as much about acting technique 
as money could buy. After this 24month 
period had elapsed, she гес 


wi 


le, Gail was authorized to 


phone call; Hughes had decided aga 
doing the pictur 

In 1962, G Ganley, stuffed with 
expensive food and expensive lesson 
but thin in the росе 
lope had stopped desc 
window at 7000 Romaine. 
ainst Hughes for more than 55 
The suit was settled out of court, She 
declined to talk about most of her expe 
riences with the Hughes ménage, but 
once, much er, she told a friend, “I 
keep seeing that goddamn script. I know 
it by heart, every lousy word, every line. 
inclu. the cam lirections. 

Between Hughess selection of starlets 
whom he sincerely believed he would 
promote to studom and of scripts that 
w shot and the films that weren't 
completed, ККО s fortunes continued то 
fall. By early 1954, RKO publicly held 
stock had lost nearly 70 percent of its 
value under The Man's stewardship and 
the corporation could point to overall 
losses of more than $38,000,000, 

Finally, Hughes acted, in his own in- 
imitable style. First he disposed of 929,000 
shares of the theater-owning-company 
he had obi 1 as а result 
ust ruling that divorced the 
theater chain from the studio, Hughes 
sold his shares to an investment group 
at $175 ‘The stock had been sell- 
ing on the exchange at 53.875 per share. 
Now The Man had recouped approxi 
mately 50 percent—nearly. 54,500.000— 
of the sum he had oi ally disbursed 
to Floyd Odlum. 

On February 8, 1954, Hughes offered 
to pay 523.480.178 h for all RKO 
assets. This would pay off all stockhold- 
ers at the hefty price of six dollars per 
share—shares i were sellin, 
board for under three dollar 
Together with this kin; 
issued a rare public pronouncement: 

“There с been expressions of dis 
satisfaction among shareholders. I have 
been sued by certain of the stockholders 
and accused of responsibility for losses 

ion. I would like to feel 
eholders of 


st 


on the 
the time. 


stock am 
ket. value. 
y 14, 1954, the RKO board 
cept Hughes's offer; the 
stockholders ratified their acceptance а 
month ater and Hughes became one of 
the few men ever to own a m 
A bemused film industry 
watched and wondered. What would The 
Man do with his prize, undoubtedly the 
1 white elephant. ever 


decided to 


O'Neil, president of General Telei 
which owned four TV si among 
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to get our Christmas tree. The woods around 


Jack Daniel's Hollow are filled | 
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CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 


trouble getting ready for che б 
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sit back and truly enjoy this б 
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othe 
esed 


things, and was increasingly inter- 
» the purchase of feature films. 

"Tom O'Neil's first exposure to 
the Hughes marathon of no sleep, con- 
nt talk, liule or no food. After some 
уз of this, the exhausted middle-aged 
тей 
ed һалйу at a document that The 
1 produced at the right psychologi- 
cal moment and agreed to sign it. But 
єз wasn't through. For some pri 
ason, he refused to 
the agreement ratified їп Califor- 
Tired to death and confused, 
mself in а Hughes-piloted 
Vegas. The con- 
tract was signed there, giving Hughes 
а profit approach (0,000,000, minus 
ains tax of 25 perce 
to bed for 12 hours of 


vate, undiscernible 
have 


exhausted sleep. 

If RKO was a fiasco that eventually 
produced 

-profit, Ti 


out of which The 
а mammoth sum. 

His association with TWA began 
n he was 34 years ОМ, Ti took over a 
rr century for him to finally sell 
out, and he did so against his will. The 
story is than instructive. Like 
ghes’s spasmodic life style itsell, it is 
ous events and un- 


more 


In 1934, a young airplane pilot. Jack 


Fryc, n 
then n пеша! 
Western Air, Inc. The airline operated 


between Los Angeles and New York and 
other satered points in a sort of hit 
ormiss fashion. (Indeed, such irregular 
performances were symptomatic of most 
airlines in those technologically  prehis- 
toric Frye and Hughes had 
known and respected each other as pi- 
lots s looking for capital. He 
envisioned luxurious galleons of the sky 
moving hundreds of passengers from 
опе end of the country to the other at 
enormous speeds. However, his sh 
holders had informed him they were in 
the airline industry and had little taste 
for such science fiction. So Frye gave 
Hughes a call and explained that he 
needed money. The Man listened to 
Frye and asked one question. 
How much money?” 
Fifteen million dollars," 
He gulped and then added, 

Hughes exploded. “Good God! Don't 
you realize that’s а small fortune?" 

Frye, who must have gulped again at 
ng $15,000,000 dismissed as a 
“small fortune," agreed that it was a 
iderable amount of money," and 
Hughes retired to ponder the idea. 

He decided he'd like to own an ai 
line. He purchased controlling interest in 
Transcontinental and Western. Air, Inc, 
for more than 57,000,000. 


Frye said, 
an cash 


he 


The more Hughes worked. the more 
excited about the passengerairline in- 
dustry’s future he Бе Hughes and 
spent nights dr g of great 
ships waveling at supersonic speed while 
The passengers ate elegant meals. and 
watched the latest. movies al com- 
fort. Most of their associates thought 
they were, to put it kindly, visionary. 

But the planes were on the draw 
board. Hughes spent most of his timc 
on technical matters. TWA had a boss 
who was a combination of superconscien- 
tious test pilot and mechanic. Ош of 
Hughes's absorption in technical detail 
re was born the Lockheed Cousiclla- 
tion, which became—with the Douglas 
DC series—the si d of the commer- 
cial airlines, 

Meanwhile, he neglected the business 
end of the company and FWA lost 
money with alarming consistency, That 
didn't seem to bother Hughes, perhaps 
becuse the ai was owned—here, 
again, the summe structure existed—al- 
most wholly by Hughes Tool Company 
Tn fact, TWA was a valuable tax loss 10 
Hughes. For the tool company was im- 

nensely profitable, and its profits, had 
they been paid out to The Man, would 
е becn returned to the IRS almost. 
entirely. But Hughes Tool Company did 
not pay ош its earings 10 Howard 
if istcad, it explained to the IRS 
that most of its profits went into feeding 
wry, TWA, which was d 
. Result: Hughes Tool Comp; 
did have to pay a truly ruinous undis- 
uibuted-profits tax. 

In the lave Fifties. commercial airlines 
entered the jet age. In February 1956, 
alter five years of study, Hughes placed 
his first order for jet airplanes. He or- 
dered 33 Boeing 707s, 30 Convair 880s 
from) General. Dynamics and millions 
more in piston-driven aireraft. With some 
other commitments, Hughes had, in o 
grand gesture, placed TWA (and Hughes 
Too! Company) in the position of ov 
5497.000,000. Apart from this enormous 
commiment, Hughes's belated timing 
also put TWA years behind competitor 
п terms of actual delivery of aircraft. 
While he waited for delivery of planes 
noney to pay for, 
led for time while Joo! 
. But by the end of 1960, uh 
Wall Street and the Federal 
were fed up with Hughes. 
‘They resented his arrogance, unpredicta- 
bility and the fact that he could never 
һе есп face to face. 

For the first time, Hughes was out of 
his depth, afloat in a muddy sea of 
commitments he could not possibly ful 
fill. Though he had told his friend Od- 
Jum in 1958 that he would “rather 
starve in а garret than give up TWA,” 
he was forced by his creditors по put his 
stock in a voting trust on December 30, 


пс 


he didn’t have the 
Hughes st 


1950. In Apri 
ity was handed to new pres 
С. Тиіп, 
sued, charg 
advantage of TWA to serve his own 
interests. Hughes still owned the airline. 
but he could no longer yun it. He had 
been told. and not subtly, to go aw: 
let others thought more qualified. 
over 

Things improved almost immediate! 
TWA (which had showed a 1055 in 
1961—the year after. Hughes lost control) 
lost money in 1962, then showed a profit 
of some $20,000,000 in 1963, $37,000,000 
in 1964 and over $50,000,000 in 1965, 

TWA stock rose correspondingly. At 
the time Hughes was removed from ac- 
tive management, it was selling at less 
than $14 a share. When Hughes finally 
sold his stock- everyone, 
including brokers nderwriters, a 
wound—he sold 
the top of the 
ket. And in selling, he made himself 
perhaps the richest man in the world. 

On May 3, 1966, Hughes Tool Com- 
pany accepted, on behalf of Howard R. 
Hughes, a check for the proceeds of his 
sale of 6,581,937 TWA shares. There was 
a strange expression on the faces of 
Hughes's representatives as they held the 
check gingerly, by its edges, toward the 
camera, as though it might explode at any 
moment. The check was made out for a 
| of $516,519.71. The amount was 
written. twice—but in numerals only. 
There was no space on the front of the 
check to write out the sum in script, This 
check represented the largest amount of 
money ever paid an individual outright 
in the history of American finance. 


1961, effective responsibil- 
lent Charles 


take 


On November 27, 1966, а large truck 
backed up huge service elevator 
the Desert Inn Hotel and Casino on 
the Las Vegas Strip. When the truck 
doors opened, a man got up from a 
mattress and walked into a service eleva 
tor. The doors dosed. Only a handful of 
корк were ever to see Howard Hughes 
There on the ninth floor, in the 
thouse Suite, without a watch or a 
clock to remind him of the passage of 
he intended 10 spend the rest of 
fe. In his pocket—so to speak—was 
TWA check that he planned. to 
convert. into producing proper 
ties and was thereby responsible for one 
of the great buying sprees in history 

The groundwork had already been 
laid. Among the shadowy figures who 
had arranged Hugh try into Las 
Vegas was a balding. vigorous man in 
his late 40s. The m: ment of the 


w 


icom 


за 


Desert Inn Hotel knew him as а [ree 
spending guest, Robert Murphy, This was 
а cover name for Robert A. Maheu. 


onetime FBI operative and, since 1953 
owner of Robert A. Maheu Associates. 


wement-consultant firm formed in 
Washington, D. C. 

n 1957, Maheu Associates 
selves deeply involved with 
Hughes, They had successfully u 
taken a number of minor chores for him. 
From 1957 to 1961, the small firm in- 
creased ity involvement with The Man's 
Hughes liked the way Maheu 
handled his business. In 1961, Maheu 
moved [rom Washington to Los Angeles 
at Hughes's request. By 1963, Robert 
A. Maheu Associates had one client: 
Hughes. at a $500,000 annual retainer, 
plus lavish fringe benefits. 

In September 1966, Hughes phoned 
Maheu from Boston and asked him to 
nge accommodations for him in Las 
gas. He wanted to spend the rest of 
his life there. 

Reserving space for Hughes was no 
casy matter, since he requested пог 
rooms nor suites but floors. It must 
have taken some doing (since luxury 
penthouse floors were reserved for the 
big-time gamblers, who had come to ex- 


pect them as their due), but Maheu 
managed it. 

Maheu supervised Hughes's secret en- 
trance into his eyric. The special bugles 


phone wires and private switchboard 
had to be installed. The closed-circuit 
television, which allows The Man to 
talk fom another room to those fi- 
vored few who do speak with him, the 
claborate amplifying system, which h 
become necessary with Hughes's increas 
ing deafness, and the air purifiers and 
special airconditioning systems also had 
to be emplaced. 

Provisions had to be made for the 
ctorian guard: Hughes's 
silent, incorruptible, nonsmoking, 
totaling Mormons. The huge security 
system had to be briefed and organized. 
The bulleiproof steel doors, painted to 
look Hike wood. had to be made and 
installed, Custom-built sanitary facilities 
had to be incorporated. Special hospital 
nt, working on unusual volt- 
1 to be hooked up and made 
operative, And all this had to be done 
in absolute secrecy. 

Hughes was now so terrificd of the 
genns people carried that he refused to 
shake hands, He shaved himself, no long- 
er tolerating barbers, His obsession with 
isolation had blossomed into paranoia, 

Within two years, Maheu bought, 
for Hughes, the E Inn, the $ 


quired Harold's Club, the Largest 
room under one roof in the world. By 
1071, much of Hughes's loose ch 
over $300,000,000—had been spent. Over 
15 percent of Nevada's gambling revenue 
now owed into the coflers of а man 
who did not gamble, smoke nor drink. 


As chief of Hughes-Nev Ope: 
tions Maheu controlled, under Hughes's 
direction, a gaming empire that em- 
ployed more than 8000 people, with a 
total payroll of some $30,000.000 a year 
and a gross handle of some 5500.000,000. 
Throw in a local airline, nother 
5100,000.000 worth of desert land and a 
TV station and it can be understood that 
Nevada is as much the property of How- 
ard Hughes as Tammany Hall once was 
of Boss Tweed. 


On November 25, 1970, Howard 
Hughes left Las Vegas. He left it secret- 
ly. by night, as he had entered it. It was 
somc time before anyone knew he had 
gone from the ninth floor of the Desert 
Inn. When the news broke in scream- 
ing headlines in the Las Vegas Sun, 
the city wailed; Daddy had left with the 
pay check. 

Several days later, there was a quiet 
invasion. Hughes Tool, represented. by 
Frank William Gay, senior vice presi- 
dent, and Chester C, Da the con- 
pany attorney, announced it had taken 
over the HughesNevada Operations on 
Hughes's express command. Robert Ma- 
heu was fired and, with him, Jack Hoop- 
er, security chief for the network of 
private police that constantly patrols the 
Hughes hotels. 

Maheu, unable to accept his dismissal, 
refused to quit. He hired an attorney. 
Morton Galane, and sipped a complex 
$50,000,000 suit оп Hughes, Davis and 
Gay. 

Rumors were thick: Hu 


es was dead. 


He ng. He had been kidnaped 
by his top associates. Hank Greenspun 
editor and publisher of the Las Vegas 
Sun, went on national television to ex- 
press his fear thar Hughes was merely a 
vegetable, 

Thoroughly disturbed, 
Laxalt, together with 
acquaintance, Ус 


Governor Paul 
: old Hughes 
district attorney 
orge E. Franklin, Jr. pleaded for a 
phone call from The Мап. Eventually, 
Hughes picked up the phone. He as- 
sured Laxalt he was fine—just recover 
ing his health in the Bahamas. Twelve 
days lmer, a Vegas court ruled that 
Hughes, through the Hughes Tool Com- 
pany’s board of directors, had the legal 
right to fire Robert Mahcu. 


Why fred? These are 
some of the 
Hughes. Ne produced in 1909- 


1970 something over one percent in 
profits. Most of Hughes’s competing ho- 
tels produced nearer a ten percent profit 
during that same period. 

Maheu is a high liver. His home, his 
yacht, his expense account, his clothes, 
his jewelry. are in contrast to the sober 
living standard of other Hughes execu- 
tives—and Hughes Tool Company had 
greatly subsidized Maheu's life style. 

Maheu had launched 
that he's since sold—of his own. He 
bought, lor fish-and-chips 
franchise. He bought controlling interest. 
n Elpac, Inc, a bankrupt electronics 
firm. He became a partner of Marina City 
Corporation in Los Angeles He in- 
vested in Radiarc, Inc, a distributor of 


enterprises 


instance, a 
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Japanese-made lights. In short, he L 
me a reasonably active entrepreneur 
his own right. 

Hughes has a fatherly interest in his 
employees. He is often benign and pro- 
tective. (One of the reasons he has hesi- 
tated o Hughes Tool Company, 
complete with employees, to Vegas is his 
concern over whether the men on his 
payroll would lose their pay checks. not 
10 mention their morals. in the casino 
pits. Also, executives of. Hughes-Nevada 
Operations have been forbidden to use 
the Paradise Golf Course; its greens and 
fairways are supposedly watered by ef- 
fluent. Lake Mead is verboten; it's pollut- 
ed.) But he is also a harsh parent and 
never forgives anyone who competes 
with him on his own ground. (Noah 
Dictrich learned of Hughes's unbending 
sternness in 1957, when he mentioned 
once too often that he wanted to be- 
come more than just a salaried employee 
—he wanted some Hughes Tool Comp 


PLAYBOY 


a tremendous 
house on Country Club Lar ate 
idential area of Las Vegas. И was com- 
€ with elecironic alarm and builtin 
kler systems. It had been built with 
Hughes's money. A week after Malicu's 


—a pr 


dismissal, his protective system, which 
included a direct wire t0 the Hughes 
security guards, was disconnected. His 


phone lines were cut shortly after that. 
He had seen this coming and had put in 
two phone lines in his own 1 
Galane, Mahew's attorney, һа 
the case, whether a man of Hi 
could legitimately cont to 
“If such а man is no longer in 
control," he stated in court, “that сап be 
very serious for Las Vegas and for the 
e state, Sometime, somewhere, How- 
ard Hughes must make himself available 
10 people. Some contact with him must 


пс. 


be тае. ala believes that. there 
comes a time when the right of а man's 


privacy is superseded by a moral obli 
ion to a state and its people. 

Since his retirement to Las Vegas in 
1966. Hughes has seen no one except his 
scerctary nurses. He still has а [ew close 
acquaintances who remember times 
spent with him before he closed his 
bulletproof door permanently on the 


world. One of these acquaintances is 
Kirk Kerkorian, who had this to say 
about him: 


“Hughes was а good businessman, but 
he was also lucky. He was forced out of 
TWA, but he was able to sell the stock 
at the right time. It could just as easily 
have gone another way." 

Kirk Kerkorian knows about luck. He 
has managed to run a 512,000 stake, 
made during World War Two poker 

258 games, into mated 5250,000,000 


empire, which once included Las Vegas! 
Flamingo and International hotels. 
(They now owned by the Hilton 


chain.) 

Another of the very few who have 
actually known The Man on a more-or- 
less personal basis is Del Webb, himself 
a multimillionaire. Webb ow 
e in Las Vegas 
other profitable operations 
parts of the world, He has known Hughes 
lor over a quarter century. He's probably 
the Last. outsider to have seen The Man, 
some four or five years ago. Webb remem- 
bers Hughes's eyes: "He's got black ey 
They look right through you when he 
talks. When 1 im, he'd grown 
older, but he ha aged much 
still had his mustache and his h 
graying. He was still tall. stooped 
underweight.” Webb has always been fas- 
cinated by Hughes's modus operandi: “1 
wish 1 could work the way Howard does. 
He concentrates on one thing at a time. 
He doesn't let anything interfere, There 
may be a hundred other things needing 


h tention. But he'll finish what he's 
working on, right down to the smallest 
detail. Perhaps he won't work in the 


right order: but, eventually, he gets it 
all done. I's not an easy pattern for his 
executives 10 work with, but you can't 
shake him. 

Webb and The M 
together on the town. 

Once; we took on чч to a small 
night club on the Strip to hear Ben Blue. 
We had dinner. The girls had some 
wine. We watched the show and then 
called for the check. Howard reached. 
nd remembered he had no money 
m. I'd forgotten my wallet myself. 
irls paid for the dinner, Howard 
hates to sign his name to anything. He 
doesn't charge. He likes to pay and get 
it over with. 

"He's the kind of fella who'll surprise 
you by how much insight he has one 
minute; and the next, you feel he has 
none at all. When he was younger, he 
was quite attractive to ladies. At one 
time," Webb adds delicately, “Howard 
was occasionally interested in ladies of 
the evening. He isn't. particularly inter- 
ested in making friends. All his friends, 
if you сап call that, are made 
through his business. The older he gets, 
the more he gets that way. And then, a 
fellow in his position—my God, every- 
one's after you. Chari ny are 
worth while, but limit. You 
almost have to remove уоште to be able 
to live, Howard's developed a complex 
as he's grown older. He thinks evervone's 
trying to take advantage of him. He gets 
an odd view of the world trough let- 
ters, newspapers and. television. 

“He's moved around from one hotel 
to another all his Ше, He once told me, 
T live around damn hotels just like a 


n usd to go out 


there's а 


rar! Гус got to get myself a home!" So 
we started looking for a home for him. 
He wanted to live near Vegas. Found a 
place he liked, but he got с 
dust storm while looking over the site, 
He played around with the idea of 
building a shell around the house to 
catch the dust, but that proved impracti- 
cal. So he dropped the idea. Then we 
looked around for a place im Florida. 
But he couldn't take the mosquitoes.” 

Webb ughs, dismissing stories of 
The Man's untidiness. 

"Howard doesn't have many clothes, 
but wi he wears is neat and clean. 
When he's working, he's in slicks with 
an open shirt. He's no fashion plate. He 
rarely takes time to buy clothes. He's 
just not interested in them. 

Webb says that Hughes's one over 
ing ambition is "to leave two billion 
dollars to а new medical-rescarch center. 
But he's come to an impasse with his 
advisors. He had in mind to build a 
dinic and a research center in some 
isolated spot. But he had no plans for a 
hos} The doctors said he had to 
build а 2800-bed hospital to go 
with it, And it ought to be connected to t 
university. And he would need 
port, even if he had 


least a 


10 be 


ly dose to an a 


to build on 


Hughes probably continues to func- 
tion, Employees no doubt still dance 
like puppets at the end ol a string ot 

handwritten and tele- 

He's surely surrounded 
nds, air purifiers, i 
hers, his closed-circuit television. system 
and his doctors (not to mention his 
hospital equipment). He is not well; he 
reportedly sullers from anemia, among 
other ailments. Hank Greenspun says 
with melancholy relish, “The richest 
man in the world and he's dying of 
arvation. 
And plans for the d esearch cen- 
ter, where he could be с nily 
treated while his isolation was being 
honored, await a series of Hughes deci- 
sions. “The reason he wan 
from everything," explains Del Webb, 
“is that hed like his name identified 
with itike the Mayo Clinic. It's really 
what he's dedicated his lile to. But hc 
hasn't yet made up his mind.” 

The big Vegas money would probably 
say that he never will. For this time, the 
partnership is different. In the past, 


Howard Hughes has used time and 
they ve worked well together, The long- 
er he let it run, the more he won. The 


RKO sale and the TWA settlement at- 
test to that. But mone 
anymore—his health is; and Howard 
Hughes, plushly quarantined on a N 
sau hotel's ninth floor, is losing. 


isn't the measure 


LOVE'S LABORS CAST The theme of lovers on a bed w 
(continued from page 200) taken up again in 1965, when the art 


e first 


carly Sixties. In his sculpture, th 
encounter with sexual love poten- 
tial subject occurred in 1962, when he 
asked a newlywed couple who often 
came to visit to pose for him sitting on a 
park bench. Since the girl had posed for 
drawings. it seemed natural that the 
double portrait be in the nude—a trad 
tional idealizing device with ample h 
toric precedent. In this sculpture, the girl 
holds her hand possessively on the man’s 
thigh. Segal recalls how the pose struck 
him as an ironic inversion of the tib: 
kings and queens in. Айкап sculpture 
“Was this a young free breed sitting in 
па authority or were they mocking 
marital togetherness? 

As one pose prompted another, the 
young lovers were eager to comply. Segal 
cast them lying on a bed in tender em 
brace and called it Lovers on a Bed 
The sheltering superiority of the woman, 
who was. indeed, ihe stronger of the two. 
is evident again in this sculpture. Segal 
admits that it taught him how people 
private sensual lives can differ from 


their private mental lives 

This first version of the lovers was 
intimate and poetic. Reflecting young 
love and “carly sexual bloom,” to quote 
Segal. it steered clear of the self-doubt, 
disenchantment and downright hostility 
that marked Later versions. As the mod 


t 
els for Lovers on a Bed los their ам cast his Couple оп a Bed, now in the 
vestiges of self-consciousness in his pres Art Institute of Chicago. Most striking 
ce and grew increasingly bold, Segal there is the acceptance of conflict, the 
as led at their urging to cast them falling out of grace. The man is seated 
while making love to cach other. ‘The on the edge of the bed, brooding and 
st pondered the difficulty of “plung- turned away from the woman. who is 
in, almost as a participant, yet keep stretched out and relaxed. "I have no- 
ing the distance required for doing the ticed.” Segal says, "how quickly after 
job.” I's ironic that loveplay, so familiar intercourse two bodies exist again with- 
to all of us, is so difficult to record satis іп their own boundaries." 
factorily. Jt thwarts most artists’ efforts Segal has cast a great many women, 
to grapple with it. Grappling—to come generally alone and unobserved, ab- 
back to Segal—has the extra connota- sorbed by routine occupations, vaguely 
tion of physical contact, the constant narcissistic and not altogether unerotic, 
touch of the hand on the bodies of the if only by inference. What shines 
people he is casting. Only the film direc through clearly is the artist's love for 
tor is forced into so direct а conlron women. He finds попе of their activities 
tation with his subjects. especially in (o trivial to be treated fondly. There is 
seeking to record erotic actions. Like a long processia 
the film director, Segal is dependent on Shaving her leg in a bathtub, stepping 
the right vibrations from his subjects, PUNE Gr КБ a лы pping 
With his Lovers on a Bed model ш ош а Shower stall, washing her foot in 
a sink. hooking her bra. putting on her 


fortunately, they were all wrong. The 
shoes, combing her hair. polishing her 


relationship had deteriorated in a ye 
time to die point where a deepseared "2105 fixing an carring that has come 
hostility of the man toward the woman 1905. looking in a mirror or simply 

sitting on a chair. Segal's work depends 


foiled their attempts to act lovingly. It 

turned Segal off, made him dissatisfied and thrives on watching the people 
with the cast and killed the desire to put Around him. Just as he wrenches quali- 
the pieces together. Thus, the “tuck ties from objects—color, shape, texture, 
piece,” as he wryly refers to his abortive memory asociations—he selects perti- 
venture, lies sadly discarded in a corner nent gestures in people. favoring those 
of his studio. fragile and delicate ones that flash by in 


of subjects: woman 


\\ 


є 


A 


When we re-invented the slide projector, 
we came up with a whole new way to 
Show and store slides. 


Now we've come up vith a whole new price. 


Less than $90.00 can buy you the newest model 
of the Slide Cube Projector that has revolu- 
tionized slide viewing. 

We've kept all the same thoughtful features. 
The cube that gulps a fast 40 slides. The preview 
station that lets you see before you show. The lift. 
lever that snaps your slides back into your cube. 
And our storage bonus: you can stash 640 
slides (16 cubes) in the space of one round tray, 
at one third the price. 

Naturally, we'll be glad to show you our entire 
line—complete with automatic focus and zoom 
lens models. 

"I here's a Bell & Howell Slide Cube Projector for 
you from $189.95 down to our new $89.95 modcl 
(suggested retail prices). See the Slide Cube 
system at your nearest Bell & Howell dealer. 


1 Ё Bete Howe 
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the blink of an eye but are incredibly 


telling. 

Could there be a subject more banal 
than a woman shaving her leg? Yet 
Segal revels in the croticism of that 


bathroom scene: “IE you live with a 
woman, the bathroom is a natural place 
to be nude and a place often i 

erotic play." Critics have comp 
Woman Shaving Her Leg to a Venus 
ing from the sea, seeing in it not a spec 
occurrence but an archetype and pr 


her not for what she does but for what 


she promises. In trying to understand the 
comparison of Segal’s work to classical 
d mythological themes, we have to 
conclude that the whiteness of the plaster 
has a great deal 10 do with it. Place the 
t of a girl sprawled on a mattress up- 
right against a wall and she turns into a 
atid begging for company that will 


help her support the roof of an imaging 


temple. And since we are all living in a 
muscum without walls, we will under- 
stand the sculptor when he refers to yet 
another great culture; "When looking at 
Woman Washing Her Foot in Sink. 1 was 
struck by how much her pose resembled 
that of women I had seen in erotic Hindu 
temple sculpture who stretched their 
bodies 10 their anatomical limits for the 
glory and celebration of sex raised to 


ad collect chairs, 
Chairs are magical cont the 
body." But what intrigues him in p: 
icular is the soft, voluptuous form of 
the women against the straight hard 
lines of the chait—"that springboind for 
crotic pleasure,” he says. In no work has 


nce between wor 
and chair been better achieved than in 
Pregnant Woman, a 1966 commission 
for rravsoy (sce The Playmate as Fine 
Art, January 1967) that seems to defy 
rather than comply with the rLaynoy 
nage. Yet the girl is beautiful, the scene 
oving and the chair has all the 
properties Segal ascribes to it. 

More powerful sometimes than a full 
form or statement is a fragment or allu- 
sion. In a recent interview 
ted to Dick Bellamy, his loni 
nd onetime dealer, that the 
must have their begin 5 in some kind 
of erotic or sensual impulse, an attempt 
to "define bits of lips, fingers, breast, 
folds of Mesh, intricate lines.” He asked 
himself, what they were: “Notations 
Loving commente Lyric statements? 
Glimpses of things seen before?” Their 
pocuy is so strong that when left on the 
floor, they look like spr 
when hung on a wall, they se 
bits and pieces of a cubist collage—the 
highest accolade, in the artists cstima- 
tion. They are like words barely spoken 
and sweet compliments between lovers. 
One of Segal's most recent works, Lovers 
on a Bed И, is yet another version. of 
the theme that haunted him throughout 
the Sixties. It is tender and intimate but 
much less virginal than that first. bed 
picce. Obviously, the people portrayed 
are knowledgeable and mature: their 
ity міш sex 
don. 
Suctched ош, relaxed, their limbs 
touching, they are bathed in sensuality. 
It would эссп that, for Segal, the good 
feelings are back ag: 


is 


“For God's sake, Murray! If you see one 
Pepsi. youve seen them all!” 


PORN-O-PHONE 
(continued from page 222) 
DEGENERAT 
E 


Have you got a pen. 

M04: Yes. Shoot. 
DEGENERATE: Tell Shirley I'm go 

ing to screw her br 
S..0.&.: Mm-hmm. 

called? 

DEGENERATE: She'll know. 

X least, are you a pro- 


DEGENERATE: Hey—just give her 
the message. OK 
хок: Do you work for a profit- 
making organization? Are you sala- 
ried or self-employed? Do you carn 
more than: 
DEGENERATE: Jesus. (Hangs up) 


Excitedly, Griselda wrote out a check 
and went home to wait for her first call 
Since it was Beginner's Service, it would 
be a Soft-Voiced Stranger. Other than 
t, she knew only that it would come 
rush hours. (Porn-o-Phone 
1 shown that the least sexy 
times are 10:30-11:15 A.M. and 4:45- 
PAL on weckdays) The first call c. 
at 11:02 оп Thursd i 

crisetpa: Hello. 

STRANGER: Griselda Thrindle? 

cristina: Yes? 

STRANGER: I'm calling to persu 
to join me in a meaningful 
sonal relationship. 

GRISELDA: I don't understand. 

strascer: Well, it might include cer 
tain—er—intimacies. 

GRISELDA: Could you be a little more 
specifie 

STRANGER: I'm afraid not. 

CRISELDA: Aren't you going to use any 
rotten language? 

STRANGER: Sorry. For eight dollars, you 
get cuphemisms. 

GRISELDA: Aw, sli 

STRANGER: Yes, that's wha 
Well, toodle-oo. (Hangs up) 

The calls became the most important 
thing in Griselda’s life. Her carcer. was 
going down the drain. Her suds ranneth 
over. Her finesse with the Johnny-Mop 
grew stale, her short strokes careless. She 
lay awake nights having fantasies about 
men. She called Porn-o-Phone. She need 
ed stronger stuff and she needed it quick. 

For an additional six dollars a month, 
she ordered the С 1 Titillation Spe- 
cial. These calls came in the sexier eve 
ning hours, The new voice was manly and 
concise, a no-nonsense Sex Technician, 

GRIsELDA: Hello. 


Че you 
nterper- 


t they all say. 


TECHNICIAN: Miss Griselda Thrindle? 
GRISELDA: Yes. 
Tecnsicias: 10 is my intention to ap: 


ply frictive activity to your labia majora 
and minora, thus bringing about oblate 
dilation of the voluntary sphincter m 
culature, 


лазера: Groovy. But what's in it for 
me? 

TECHNICIAN: Well—I propose a pro- 
gram of erotogenic conditioning, includ- 
ing excitation of the clitoral reflex: system, 
with consequent release of psychomotor 
inhibitions 

азы: OK—if I let you do all that, 
we fool around afterward? You 
know what I mean—tit for tat. 

TECHNICIAN: I'm sorry, my dear. 1 don't 
have any 

сизе рл: Don't feel bad. 1 don't have 
any— 

TECHNICIAN (Hangs up) 

Griselda was hooked. She had to esca- 
late her doxige—but she was out of 
money. In desperation, she sold her 
most prized possession—her masterwork 
—the brilliant formula she had once 
hoped would catapult her 1o the heights 
of chardom. No one had ever become a 
superchar without a secret ingredient. 
Griselda had worked for years perlect- 
img hers—Propho-lax-o 26, with Instant 
Barnacle-Removing Action, for rubber 
ducks, plastic warships and other bath 
tub toys, [t was to have been Griseld. 
gift to the children of the world—but 
now it would never sce the light of day. 
"The barnacle lobby snatched it up cheap 
—10 keep it off the market. As soon as 
shed the check, she called 
PonroPhone and advanced herself to 
the Omar Khayyám Service (848 a 
иһ). 

The calls came from a Poetic Stran- 
He had a high reedy voice and a soft 
sp (espe 


Lr 


y males from the br 

y. These calls came at truly ungodly 

hours. They would wake up all the girls 

in the dorm, who were then forced to 

eavesdrop and, of course, later 

gossip about Griseldi's weird love life. 

An Omar Khayyám transcript. 
cristina: Hello. 

strancer: АМ My ly 
sweet voice! 

GRISELDA: Wha? 

POETIC закаха: Thy silv'ry voice en- 


would 


POETIC 


t at thy 


Thy sweet immortal Wha? 


onisenpa: Wha??? 
POETIC STRANGER: Once more thou 
speak'st, О wondrous voice! 


My blood bestirs: my loins rejoice— 
My heartbeat leaps, my tongue doth 
burn 

To sip the honey from thine ur 
yea, kiss thy hollow love balloon! 
Alis, tha 
Саал: Oh—could you repeat that? 
* got a rotten connection 
STRANGER: Оһ. Certainly. Where 


Ww. 


скіра: Kissing my hollow love 
Joon. 

POETIC STRANGER: Oh, yes. 

Yea, kiss thy hollow love balloon! 

Alas, that's all, ГЇЇ call. back soo 
(Hangs up) 

The foulmouthed gossip of her good 
friends began to bear fruit, As soon 
word got around that 
ly freaky, she began getting calls from 
young men who were not employees of 
Porno Phone but genuine Hollywood 
studs, with almost-new Porsche Targas, 

e Griselda never knew which 

she would answer the real studs 
with such comments as: “That don't 
rhyme, man," or "Prose won't get you 
nowhere, baby." These quips str 
ened her reputation аз а rca 
chick. She began to comb her 
She covered her wart with mascar 
became a beauty spot. Her vacant stare 
became the talk of Laurel Canyon; every- 
one called it the look of love. 

Griselda was close to a big break- 
through. Alb she needed was the right 
mick to burst onto the Hollywood. 
c as a full-fledged sex symbol. The 
registered letter from Porn-o-Phone was 
timed perfectly. For an additional $100, 
she could buy the exclusive Grafiti 
Service, 

She could compose her own adv 
ng message. The Porn-o-Phone Gr 
ists would reproduce it. in е 


tis- 
"affiti 
y-to- 
t eye level 
Шор) in Holly 
ble men’s rooms. 


read black. felttipped pen, 
E 


Their demographics analysts had care- 
fully selected the top 100 for good traf. 
fic flow, easy access and availability of 
prime space. Griselda's copy would be 
read by an audience of cligible bache 
lors, held captive by their own bladders. 

it was just the kind of 
she was looking for. 
Griselda composed her copy carefully: 


GRISELDA THKINDLE IS 
ONE GREAT BIG 
EROGENOUS ZONE 

вз DAY OR NIGHT 
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The phone in the hall be} 


a to ring 
Though 
stud 


incessantly, always for Griselda. 


she was still ‚ every 
Hollywood claimed to be making it with 
her. No one dared give a Hollywood 
party without inviting her. Hi 
appeared in Joyce Haber's column. She 
became the envy of charwomen all over 


vix 


the English-speaking world. Griselda 
Thrindle was where i's at. 
Chester Standish сате t0 Рон 


Phone through different channels. Ches 
ter was selforiented, much too shy to 
ever approach a girl. He lived complete- 
ly in fantasy, forever studying what he 
called the good book—his leather-bound 
first-folio edition of Portnoy's 
plaint, thoughtfully thumb-indexed by 
the publisher 

Chester had never taken out a girl 
Once, long ago, he had noticed one. In 
a way, he liked her—especially those big 


Com- 


“There hasn’! been enough evidence to convict you, 
but it would be in poor taste for you to go prancing 
off, bragging to everyone that yowre innocent.” 
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round bulb things on top. But though 
they fascinated him, the big round 


things also scared him, Chester's mother 
had had some. 
When the 30-day [ree offer fron 


Porn-o-Phone came in the junk m 
Chester thought, What the hell. He 
made an X in the square for The N: 
cissuy Service. 

A few days Later, Ро i 
neers came to his apartment, After Ches- 
ter filled out the questionnaire. they 
supplied him with a script. He made a 
таре recording; and once a week. his 
own voice would call him—always a 
pleasant surprise 

cursrrn: Hello. 

CHESTER S VOIC 
hunk of man. 

CHESTER: [ know, 
for your call. 

сирт voice: Oh, God! 1 love 
you, baby. You're all 1 think of. You're 
my reason for being. Oh, how I w 
you 

curstER: Tw 
matters 


o-Phone 


ful 


: ds me, you beau 


Гуе been waitin, 


nL yor 


too. No on 


Are you naked? 
now I am. 
SiER's vonce: You drive me crazy 
you get me so horny. 
Oh! Wow 
al nebulae 


CHESTER. VOICE 


CHESTER: 


Zowie! Oh, fire- 
! Domino effcet 


CHESIER'S voice: Wait for mel Wait 
for me! Wait for— 

TELEPHONE OFFRATOR: I'm sorry, vour 
time is up. Please deposit ten cci 


you wish to continue. 

M first. this service sent. Chester into 
indescribable ecstasy. Eventually, it be- 
gan to pale. Somehow Chester wanted to 
come out of his shell l face the out- 
side world. He consulted. the Porn-o- 
Phone experis. His tests showed that he 
was not yet ready for girls. He was still 
id of those big round strange bulbs. 
for S98 monthly, Chester enrolled 
in ‘The EyesHavelt Voyeur 


Through the miracle of closed-circuit 
TV, Chester was able to tune in 
Channel 98 for one hour a night and 
watch qualified sexual athletes, exposing 
themselves and indulging in comp 
gyrations for his viewing pleasure—with- 
out commercial ruptions. For éich 
exira quarter in the special coin box, 
Chester observed 15 minutes of addi- 
mal obscenities. 
Fhough Chester way not basically a 
ur, this service helped him over- 
come his phobia of big round strange 
gs. He was now ready to try a tele- 

phonic confrontation with an actual 
girl. Pornmo-Phone started him off with a 
service that was simplicity itself: 

cnestek: Hello. 

cart. (Breathes heavily) 

cuester: Hello? Hello? 

cmt (Begins to рату 

enesrer: Who is this? 


Gua. (Gasps and groans softly) 
cnesier: This is Chester 
May T ask who is calling? 
Lo (Shricks. Heaves 


a 


deep 


Moans) 

curser; 1 don't understand, Would 
little slow: 
You 


you repeat that. please—a 
aint: Ob, wow. baby! 
1 just had? 1 just had 
catester: Attack of asin 
сам. (Hangs up) 
Chester was doing well. But he still 
lacked self-confidence. For an extra S20 
a month, he took the Male Ego-Booster 
Service. The calls cime from a Throaty- 
Voiced Young Lady 
cursrien: Hello 
VHROATY VOICE 
dish? 
Gesie: Fm soriy, 1 curi help it. 
тизолту хосе: Oh, God, С 
drive me mad! Just hearing your voice 
causes senstious heavi 


know 


Are vou Chester Stan- 


ster, you 


in my enormous 
pink breasts—my erectile nipples. press 
their madder 
aphanous р 
deepest jungle desires 


ainst my di- 


nd awaken in me 
of primeval Lust 


THROATY vi 
of you every Delty, you insinu 

your experienced hand under. ту 
with incredible adroitness. your 


1 dicam 


ate 


re—yet 1 feel nothing but the 
warm delicious love pains of your pul- 
nd ma 


terful teeth as you 
at the delectable ecstasy meat of my 
lobes. 


TER: Say. You're some smooth 
тиколтү voice: Thank you. Then, 
tenderly. you insinuate your throbbi 


в 
tumescent member into the burning 


moist cavern of my insatiable desire— 
©икзтЕк: Ате you sure you dialed the 

right number? 

HROATY Voice: Yes, 

plunge within. thrust 


ind 
hey 


damn й 
ter m 


thrust. Heaven and earth disappear аз 
our firefrenzied bodies fuse into one 
glorious star shower. Oh, yes! Yes! Yes! 


к: Oh, m 
10 me! 
THRONTY 


тоо! Me, 100! 


vor 


And 


then, by the 


t tell me! Let me guess 
dissolve im. the molten lava of 
erupted passion as our limpid souls 
whisper farewell to paradise 
тинолзу vore: Right on! 
back Thursday. (Hangs up) 
Chester Standish was hopelessly ad- 
dicted. He had to more ditty talk 
or die, but he was broke. Desperate, he 
took the good book to an auction gal- 
їсту. He couldn't bear to watch; 
1t to sce who bought 


lo wi 


TH call 


he 


With the proceeds, Chester raced to 
Porio-Phone and ordered the new Mé- 
mageà-Trois Plan—an Obscene Confer 


ence Call. 
Then came one of those trillion-to. 
incidences that give true love its 
serendipity: Griselda Thrindle w: 
ned to the same Ménage! When the 
time came, the operator plugged Chester 
and Griselda together. bur the third 
party never showed. up. PornoPhonc's 
solt-spoke g Low Key Pi 
had taken his customary place in his 
ned phone booth; but just 


as- 


те. 


nd busted hi 
Chester and Griselda had no one 
to talk to but each other. She found his 
Midwestem twang refreshing 
plained he was from M. 
Wisconsin (a stone's throw froi 
Ethic). Emboldened by love 
suddenly asked Griselda. “Wh 


he ex- 
1 Falls, 
риги 
Chester 

don't 


you come over to my apartment for a 


nighteap?” To both of th 
Griselda agreed. 

From his first sight of her. all Ches 
ter’s childhood [cars evaporated. This 
girl didn’t have strange Ing round bulb 
things. She had a wide fat spa 

Griselda began to exami Chester's 
‘Just look at this place! 


ir surprises. 


m sony." Chester. said, 
messy." 

"Look at all that cough caked-in dirt 
in those hard-to-getat crevices.” 

Т shouldn 
Chester said. “I'm ashamed 


“Tt is a bit 


t have bro 


it you here,” 


She looked inside the toilet tank 
оок at that corroded Hush ball 

Can you ever forgive me?” Chester 
apered. 

"Amd the kitchen 


ugly scuff ma 
weep uncontrol 


“Please don't cry.’ "hs 
fault. 1 ruined everything. You're а 
princess—and | brought you into a 


place that isn’t fit for a charwoman,” 

У not why I'm crying,” Griselda 

“Tm oying because I'm so hap- 
le. A sign from heaven, 


sobbed. 


t^ Chester asked. 
“Your filthy apartment" Griselda 
said. “Ivy exactly Jike my filthy doll- 


y ry me?” asked Chester 
and Griselda simultancously 

“Oh, yes my darling right number,” 
they both replied 

With destiny'’s wlephone ringing in 
their future, the happy couple em: 
braced. 

And they and A. T. & T. lived happily 
ever after. except dur 


terrupted service. 


ec 


g periods of in- 


FEMINIST LOOKS AT HISTORY 


virgin. (For the benefit of modern wom 
cn, a virgin is defined as a girl who 
has never had sexual intercourse.) As 
Joan matured, her belligerent indin: 
tions directed themselves at grown men 
Trance was then at war with England 
and she took command of a 4000-man 
army to liberate the besieged town of 
Orléans, This noble enterprise was al- 
most frustrated when a bunch of mal 
supremacist swine ins be 
examined by an assembly of learned 
theologians. Ostensibly, their idea was to 
explore her religious convictions, but 
their explorations carried them far 
alield. The chief inquisitor, Dom Peri 
non Trente Neuf, charged her with ha: 
ing served as a mattress for half the 
nion and ordered а gynecological ex- 
amin: 

As by this time the dedicated maiden 


ation. 


hymen had grown to some six inches in 
thickness, the examiners were compelled 
10 exonerate 


She was released, 
is and went on 
h. No. excuse 
me, Tm on the wron c of my ency- 
clopedia. But as long as we're talki 
about Toash. we might as well finish the 
story, "When chall 
Judah, Joash uttered the famous 
of the thistle and cedar and a battle 
fought at Beth-shemesh in which Israel 
was completely successful.” 

Beth Shemesh, one of the few fei 
histori 
place, reports the continuing harassment 
Joan suffered at the hands of male tor- 
mentors because of her "bovishe dresse 
and gaye wayes.” She was finally sum- 
moned to appear before a tribunal. "The 
chief interrogator demanded to know 
why she insisted on wearing pants. Jo: 
eyes twinkling with pixy humor, 
swered, “De debbil made me buy dem 
panis." Regrettably, the joke was lost on 
the members of the wibunal and they 
drew up a condemnation consisting of 
12 anticles, six short storics and а one-act 
play. Not long afterward, this martyr to 
sexism was sent to her doom murmuring 
the Gallic equivalent of “Right on 

I have saved the most flagrant form of 
historical abuse for last, for it testifies to 
the almost incredible lengths to which 
males will go to protect their sexual 
hegemony. I am referring to their delib. 
crate alteration of the sex of some of the 
greatest women in history—so that fu 
iure generations would believe. they 
were men! 

JC а surgeon. today were to attempt а 
sexchange operation with a 
pen (or, worse, a ballpoint), he would 
loubtedly be subject to censure by the 
American Medical Association. Yet un- 
told numbers of male historian-buichers 


her 


ns whose head is in 


an- 


founta: 


(continued from page 178) 


have n 


aged, with a few strokes of 


their pens, to append male genitalia to 
such female immortals as Caesar, Charle- 
magne, Milton, Michelangelo and Wel- 


lington without having to account to 
»yone. It is due only to the patient, 
unrewarded work of a handful of ded 
cated female historians that a tue pic 
ture is beginning to appear. 

The first major alteration of this kind 
was rendered on Aristophanes, the Greek 
satirist. Her real name was Glæria Stenem. 
Legend has it that she was the spawn of 
a Harpy, but this myth was undoubtedly 
contrived by a spurned lover. 


Alter freelancing for Athens mag 
zine for a couple of years, she turned 
her incisive wit to the problem of war. 
Actually, war had not been a problem 
for the Athenians until she 
question, for they passionately loved it 
d would invade places like Pelopon 
nesus and Persia at the drop of a hat 
But Aristophanes, as the town wags 
came to dub her (I don't know much 
Greek, cither, but I can imagine what it 
meant), had a boyfriend in the ar 
and resented his spending so much time 
on foreign campaigns Finding many 
women of Athens to be of like mind, 
she wrote Lysistrata, which portrays a 
boycott by Greek women on sexual 


ied the 


6х9 


ct 


“This was a nice place until they started 
all this wife-swapping business.” 
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imtercourse, aimed at forcing men to end 
war, This is the play, by the way, in 
h the famous line -Aévvara etxora 
ades no. we won't go") appears 
1atingly Несе 


К 
The play was dev 
forcing the Athenians 10 withdraw all 
troops from foreign service. That t 
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led to the collapse of Athenian com- 
тесе and the faci decline of this mag. 
is neither here nor 


nem wanted her boy 
nd, by Zeus, she got hi 
Other playwrights who were really 
n were Dryden, Congreve, Racine 
and Oscar Wilde. And it goes without 
saying that Shakespeare was. 

It ahways surprises me that with all 
the ink spilled over Shakespeare's identi 
по one has picked up on this. Shake 
е herself left ample clues to future 
ars even in her name. If you take 
the word Shakespeare, drop the two Ss. 
the three Es, the К. P and R. rearrange 
the remaining leuers and add an H, T, 
A. W and Y, you get Hathaway. Yes, the 
author of Hamlet and Macbeth was 

ione other than Anne Hathaway. Shake- 
speare’s wife, Shakespeare himself was а 
costermonger in Bloomsbury, by 
and was said to mong the best 
costers in London, for what that’s worth. 

Thor is much in Anne's personal life 
to document the conclusion that she was 
the real Shakespeare, such as her tend- 
icy to speak in Elizabethan prose. She 
would sty things like "Come, let us to 
the banquet" and "Quick, quick, I pray 
thee.” People just didn’ 
unless they were try 
ducers attention. 

So many of Shakespeare's lines su 
a female hand that her works virtually 
shiiek to scholars, “Jerk, I'm а woman!” 

Take As You Like П, act three. scene 


the 
w: 


est 


hwo, line 263: "Do you not know I am 
a woman?" Or Julius Caeser, act two, 
ne four, line eight: “I have а man’s 


ad, bui a woman's might.” And while 
Iking about Caesar, what do you 
make of this stage direction hom act 
hwo, scene two of Shakespeare's. play: 


sane is ошу oue of the ans in 
which great women have suffered sex 
akenttiony. Such painters as Giono, 
Rubens and Rembrandt are now gener- 
ally acknowledged to have bee 
(Grandma Moses was actually Grandpa 
Moses, by the way, but that’s another 
story). And in the field of music, there 
is growing evidence that Beethoven wis 
female. 
Biographeis 


women 


ма (har of 


always me 
seven children delivered of Mar 
Beethoven, four died in childhood. 
The town records of Auschlussaul-Aus- 
iria, however, show burial of only ducc 


264 


‘The missing Beethoven, Betty Lou, was 
surreptitiously raised in an abbey by 40 
friars, 80 clk and a 

She mastered. the usual accomplish- 
ments that women of her day were ex- 
pected 10 know, such as trepanning. 
spelunking and tam 


:—shc could out 


tat half the girls in the Flemish Brabant 
bur she soon began to exhibit a Чал 
aling musi tuosity. Just for kicks 


she'd devise fiendishly intricue Hule 
fugues, such as her wry musical pu 
on Verzeichnis der nicht in der Gesamt- 
ausgabe verdffenlichten Werk i 
cracks me up every time I he: 
At the 


e of 12. she was summoned 
10 the court of the El nilian 
Frederick. The s female 
put the Elector in an untenable positio 
ch says a Jot, considering the fact that 
untenable positions were a commonpl 
among the profligate courtiers. Be 
Lou thereupon prevailed on her brother 
Ludwig to substitute for her whenever 
public appearances were called for, and 
this Ludwig did with alacrity. He was a 
born ham and sing fair musician 
and could rope and yodel with the best 
of them 

That Beethoven never married. in 
spite of the countless women who threw 
themselves at his fect, is a good indication 
that he was a she, but other clues beckon 
to the alert he Lrequently com- 
posed in the key of C minor. а dead gi 
away; and then of course there are those 
opening notes ol the Fifth Symphony— 
ВА BABABOOOOM—which musicolo: 
gist Shulamith Bullpizzle has so cannily 
interpreted as: “I am not male!” 
Iu polities and statesmanship, one 
ds numerous examples of great men 
who were really women. Metternich, 
Dischi and Edmund Burke (“То tax 
and to please, no more than to love and 
то be wise, is not given to men”) come 
readily to mind. The same holds tru 
the military: Alexander the Gre 
polon and Patron (and wha 
Hollywood did on her!) 

The most flagrant с: 
supremacism in this count 
spiratorial лрг of scholars to 
guise the true sex of William Howard 
ай. 27th President of the United 
States, TiGrace Taft. (as her name real 
ly was) displayed Irom the very first all 
the waits of the true feminist: She was 
sloppy and dull, bur all heart 
teens, she took up the study of 
1880 was adn 


just a few. 
ample of male 
y is the con 


1 


ted to the 


and in 


law 
Ohio bar in Dayton. When the bartender 
yelused to serve her, she hit bim in the 
throat with a beer stein and he went 


down like a wheat sack. Despite this 
Pynhie victory, (ће bartend- 
ers пате was Рут), Ti-Grace experi- 
at. diffi in the 


howevei 


enced gr 


alty competin 


legal profession against males and in 
desperation turned to soliciting. Her 
first big break came when President 
Benjamin Harrison, dining one of those. 
ioc urnal piowls for which he was nick- 
med “the Nocturnally Prowling Presi- 
mt,” picked her up and took her back 
to the White House and spent the ni 
with him—with her—with , . . see how 
complicated m makes things? In 
пу event, Harrison appointed her Solici- 
tor General in 1890. 

Tt was just around this time that Su- 
san B. Anthony and abeth Cady 
Stanton were making names for them 
selves (“Bitch” being the most common) 
in the women'ssullrage movement, and 
it was they who put a Пса in Talt’s car 
about becoming President. Гай sullered 
a ruptured cochlea but assured them she 
would think ' 

She rose to the ром of Scaetary of 


hour 


War under Teddy Roosevelt. and that. 
put her in an excellent position 10 fulfill 
a lifelong dream. the building of a canal 


a00% Panan 


a 10 expedite the impor 
tion of lichees from the Orient. for 
h she had a consuming passion. 
result, she swelled 10 stupendous 


but not before being drafted by her 
pariy to run for the Presidency (she 
could not (row her bat in the 


because it would give her sex aw 


ran on а free-trade platform. th 
ped during a speech 

Nebraska. Her opponent was William 
Jennings Bryan, whose "Cross of Gold” 


nocatic Con 
da chance 
do you have 


speech electrified the Da 
vemion. For a S50 bonus 
10 bet the other couple, 


Grace Taft won handily and her 
first official act was to purge all women 
from offices higher than janitorial 
Today, two important organizati 
ave into the historical-revisionist 
ment. Matrons for the Encourage 
le Ideologi 
Othcial Formation of 
Se 


ns 


move 


ism (MEFISTOFELES) is 
the more activist of the two. conducting 


Iront of the Library of Congress, 
picketing Will Durants home and dese- 
crating the tomb of Edward Gibbon. The 
other group, The Historicttes. is less mili- 
preferring to draw atiention 10 sex- 
ing in formation 


Disguise our bondage as we 


"Tis woman, woman, vules us still. 


Moore understood the heart of wom 
am better than almost any poet that ever 
lived. But then, why shouldn't she have? 


INTRODUCING THE MIST-AIR HOT COMB. 
IT HELPS YOU PUT THE RIGHT AMOUNT OF 
MOISTURE IN YOUR HAIR. 

SO YOUR HAIR WILL STAY PUT. 


Use The Hot Comb™styler/ Comb directs a fine spray ofwater comb for fine hair anda regular tooth 
dryer ona wet head of hairand you'll onto your hair. The dampened hair comb for regular hair. 


get more style and body than you isnow ready to be styled. Italsocomes without some- 
ever knew you had. The spray attachmentalso thing. The need to figure out the 
But how wetshould your head ^— makeseasy work of keeping your best way to dis before you 
of hair be? hair damp throughout the entire style it. 
If it's too dry, it'll never style styling operation. In case your hair If you'd like to know more 
the way it steal dries ES you're finished. about what the Mist-Air Hot Comb 
If it'stoo wet, it'll take too long The Mist-Air Hot Comb. can do for you, send your name 
todry. comes with a bristle E and address to: Remington, 
‘Toputanend toall this, we've ^^ brush, a fine tooth РО. Box 534, West Haven, 
developed the Mist-Air Hot Comb™ Connecticut 06516. 
EE. THE MIST-AIR HOT COMB” 


All youdo is fill up the spra: 
attachment with water. And atthe 
touch ofa lever, the Mist-Air Hot 


ELECTRIC SHAVER DIVISION, BAIDGEPORT, CONN, 
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Airport was shrouded in fog. Whether 
Wrong Way knew this or not was ques- 
tionable, bur. undaunted. he тоок off 
his new Piper Tri-Pacer and, finding 
sun, flew toward it. As luck would have 
in he found himself. wh he was s 
posed to be, above Matinicus | 
the carly- morning blue green calm of the 
surrounding waters. Left behind was the 
fog that obscured the mainlimd. He pro- 
ceeded, from 1000 fect up, to look for 
schools of fish; if he saw any, he would 
report their whereabouts by radio to his 
relatives in the trawlers below. 

By 9:15 the fog had redistributed it- 
self so that Wrong Way could see nothing: 
below. An uncle on the radio said, “Л 
10 go home, Wrong Way. Whid 
you headin’ in 
Guess ГЇЇ 


im her for Eagle Hi 
Light and from there 1 can pick my way 
over Thief Island." 

Finestkind, Wrong Way.” said the 
voice on the radio. "We know you can 
find the Light. The question is, can you 
get past it?" 

“Со to hell,” replied Wrong Way. 
“Over.” 

Another voice chimed in: “Hey, 
ng Way, if you don't run into Fagle 
Head Light within seven minutes, keep 
your eyes peeled for the Eiffel Tower. 

Wrong Way Napolitano. uttered a 
gestion and headed for home. 


Thiel 
nd Lu 


med in the warmth of the sun that 
had begun to penetrate the fog. On all 
sides. there was gloom. but Thief Island 


ethereal sunlit I 


was blessed with a 
that, like almost everything else, turned 
the highly suggestible mind of Trapper 
John to thoughts of love. He and Lucin 
da had discovered. (actually, Lucinda 
had led him to) а tiny cranberry bog in 
one corner of the island's central clea 
ing. In June, a cranberry bog is no good 
Tor cranberries but, with a blanket 
placed upon it, provides a soft, secluded 
in which to express one's tenderest 
sentiments. 
Trapper John preferred 
е matters, so. 


ibout а swim?" 
ered with, "Cranberry 
hog first. hon. Then a swim." 

пее nds. before consummating 

tenderest sentiments, the lovers 
la sound that became a noise and 
ng x Wrong Way 
апо, lying at 50 feet, spotted 
nd, breathed a deep sigh of 
med the treetops on the 
south shore, looked down, saw the ac 
tion in the cranberry bog and reacted 
stinctively. Wrong Way's instinct often 


sea 


THIEF ISLAND (continued from page 158) 


takes over when the call is for judg- 
In this case, one must suppose 
thar he instinctively wanted to partici- 
pate rather than watch, Convulsively, he 
pushed forward on the controls, took 
dead aim for the cranberry bog, missed 
ir but sheared off the top of a sonb 
pine 20 feet beyond. Somehow (great 
rellexes?), he regained control and headed 
for Spruce Harbor International in his 
scarred but still functional aircraft. 

As Lucinda told Hawkeye later, she 
and Trapper were somewhat shaken by 
this experience. They lay naked, con- 
fused, scared and apart, looking up in 
to the fog. “What happened?” Lucinda 
ed hesitantly, fearful of the answer. 
Tm not sure,” replied Trapper. “Does 
the Church of the Nazarene have an 
force?” 

"E don't think so,” 


ment. 


sed Lucinda, 


recovering somewhat, “That was Wrong 
Way Napolitano. I guess he must have 


wen us and had a muscle spasm or 
something. Let's not worry 

“Speak to me of Wrong Way Napoli 
tano,” urged Trapper. “I know of 
vaguely, but fill me in.” 

‘Wall, Hawkeye fixed a hern 
him a few months back and I 
know him. He's sort of a le; 


for 
got to 
round 


calls him a 
dreamer, but everyone else laughs 
h hey think of him as just a 
who runs a dinky little air service and 
spots schools of fish and flies people 
around the islands. Actually, Wrong 
vay could fly for any of the big airlines 
nd, in faci. he does. Once or twice a 
month, he disappears for a few days and 
fills in as pilot or copilot for Interconti 
nental. Whar's morc, he could do that 
full time, but he likes it too well here.” 

“Do you mean this guy flies jets? 
s. he does. 
Hawkeye, like everybody ehe, didn’ 
really believe it until he went to Chi 
for that course in vascular surgery 
while back. You know Hawkeye 
tells stories and blows them up a little; 
Bue Т guess it was quite a shock to h 
nervous system.” 

“What happened?” 

“If you want me to tell you, take your 
hand off my breast. It distracts me. 

"Of course, my dear." 
“Well, Hawkeye was a little late get- 
ting on this flight out of Logan to 
icago. Like every passenger, when he 
went aboard, he pecked into the pilot's 
cabin. Then he went ten fect down the 
e before what he had seen registered: 
in the pilots scat was Wrong 
Way Napolitano. 

‘Oh, no. It can't be’ Hawkeye said 

to the stewardess and went back for a 
second look. 


yes Hawk 


Y 


o 


how 


asked the 


dess, 


asked, 


Captain Napolitano aw said 
Hawkeye. “Lemme off this mother." 
Tm sorry, si 1 the stewardess. 


10% too Tate 


“You better believe it's too lates 
Hawkeye said. ‘Lemme talk to Wrong 


из insist” 


"Сар 
“I'm sorry, sir,’ 
You'll have to take your 


n Napolitano, if 


1 the stewardess. 


politano that Hawkeve Pierce is 
senger and that 1 want to hear, di 
from him, where we are going 
whether he's going to pay me for fixing 
his hernia or finish me off in a 707 to 
beat me out of my fce? 

"The stewardess followed. instructions 
and came back with Wrong Way: 


s 
Blue Shield card and a note that said, 
"Chicago. " 

‘Trapper asked, "And that's who just 
ruined my morning love life?" 

"Yes. indeed. Let us swim. Of course, 
Wooden Leg expects us to peddle fish 
today. T hope Wrong Way got in OK. 
He hit that trec hard.” 

“But not square,” Trapper pointed 
out. "Ler's get going on Wooden Leg’ 


fish. 


his hi 
landed. 


t and sling 
his waumatived Тарасе at 
Spruce Harbor International. Nothing 
gave way; it was a normal 
Inspection of the plane теу 

jor damage. Relicved. Wi 
called the Massasoit In 
hotel on Sears Point, 


landin; 
led 
ong V 
а large simmer 
few miles cast of 
Spruce Harbor. He asked to speak to the 
house dick, his best friend and brother: 
indaw, Tiptoe Tannenbaum. Whenever 
Wrong Way became overwrought. һе 
sought solace. advice and comfort from 
Tiptoe. a calm. judicious. meditative fa. 


no 
ma 


ay 


ther of eight children, who was one of 
Spruce Harbor's most respected citizens. 
Tiptoc, a tall, lean. black Вайса, hawk 


nosed softhearted middle-aged апасто 
nim and deputy sheriff, had. gradually 
chieved nearsaint status since his a 

rival in Spruce Harbor ten years сапе 
Every summer, he worked as security 
officer at the Massasoit, He earned 5500 
а week, roughly five times the usual wage, 
because the management knew that Tip- 
toe was worth it опе way or another. He 
solved all problems. He prevented theft 
He protected the inn from bad publicity 
And parents of teenage females knew that 
he never allowed teenage females to get 
into trouble at the Massasoit Inn, Just 


around made everyone feel 


good. 
During the months when the 
asoit Inn wasn't open, Tiptoe Tan- 
appeared every Sunday noon 
ppeared the next ‘Thursday noon, 
His wife, Maria, sister of Wrong Way, 
always explained that he w 
business. "What. business? 
ways asked. 
He's a jet pilot.” she would 
That was a perfect answei 
beyond the fact that Fiptoe w 
guy. the one thing everyone knew was 
that he was scared livid of airplanes. He 
would not go up in one, When his job 
as security officer at the Mass: 
deputy sheriff of Spruce County called 
for of the 
Tiptoe chose boats or cars. This occa 
an embarrassment, but 
issue of it. One look at 
plating am airplane was 


nine 


she was al- 


псе 


sionally becam 


io one made 

Трое conte 

enough 
Mns. Г; 


inenbaum drew smiles when 


she referred t0 “my husband. the jet 
pilot 


Lefiy (a name he prefers to 
the Androscoggin 
College quarterback and onc of Тірке, 
sons. gracefully accepted everyone's 
«рее when he alluded to “my father. 
the jet pilot.” Wooden Leg Wilcox and 
Токо Mlcock. intimate friends of Tip- 
toc, always hailed Tiptoe in public as 


the Jeft-handed Jewish jet pilot and ex- 
ned to all who'd listen that left- 
handed Jewish jet pilots are scarce 
everywhere. The public, not fooled by 
I this foolishness, knew perfectly well 
that Tiptoe was the head of a large 
international detective agency. 

Every Monday morning, except in 

mmer. the pilot of Intercontinenta 
Airways flight 507 out of Idlewild to 
is and Rome was Captain hving 
baum, the house dick at the 
Massisoit Inn. The only people in 
Spruce Harbor who knew this for cer- 
tain were Wrong Way Napolitano, his 
er. Mrs. Tannenbaum, the eight 
nenbaum children. Hawkeye. Wooden 
Leg. Jocko and Dr. Doggy Moore. 
Tiptoe’s career as a pilot hit botton 
in 1954. The birth of his th child 
made his fear of flying even worse, so he 
went to Dr. Doggy Moore. sccking help. 
If he'd gone to a psychiatrist. he'd have 
been trouble, Tiptoe wasn't foolish 
enough for that. 
have racked 
find а differs 


Tiptoe.” he said. "you may be a 
screwy 1 ad there, but you're a 
valuable guy. If youre scared to fly. 


wt nothin’ 1 can do 
of bein’ scared of fly 
concentrate on makin’ your family rich? 
Doggy." urged Tiptoc. “How 


“They got them insurance ma 
all the airports, don't they? Every 
time you go out. grab a million bucks of 
flight insurance. 


because 
also seeking insurance, found 
r pilot camped at the insu 
es like a widow trying 10 beat a slot 
in Vegas. Later. a simple deduction 
from his pay check provided Tiptoc 
with the 51,000,000. in insur: 
time he went to Rome and back, and 
thereby avoided passenger discomfort. 
ptoe was able to Hy happily. with 
visions of his family rolling in weal 
He became one of Intercontinental's 
senior and most trusted pilots. 

ter Wrong Way's abortive 
kamikaze attack on Thiel ud. 
increasingly familiar. titillating specta 
was taking place on Spruce Harbor 
main street. Wooden Leg's truck. filled 
with fish that had slept the night before 
in Penobscot Bay. was parked in front 
оГ the Depositor’s Trust 
Trapper John. long:baired, b 
the briefest of swimming trunks. exuded 
ch nd good will ro all mankind as 
he defily cut. to the customer's. orders, 
fillets of haddock, cod and hake. The 
audience quivered as the sun-tanned, 
blonde Lucinda, draped in the scantiest 
of bikinis. packaged the ocean delights, 


An hour 


Field & Stream takes youto  :; 
A Manis Place 


A prize is worth the risk when you're in 

A Man's Place. And as you come to know the outdoors, 
you appreciate even more the easy taste and the 

great aroma of Field & Stream pipe tobacco. 


A quality product of Philip Morris U.S.A. 
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made change and bequeathed a mind. 
blowing smile on each eager, happy 
customer. 

On the edge of the crowd, as the 
truck emptied, stood Wooden Leg and 
Тірке. 

“Business looks good,” observed Tip- 
toc. 

“Jesus, boy, betcher everlovin' А. The 
way them two move fish is some Christly 
wondrous to behold. 

"You hear what happened this morn- 
ing?" asked Tiptoc. 

“I heard Wrong Way hit a wee. So 


what else is new?" 
Reason he hir the tree was he saw 
Trapper and Lucinda working out in 


that cranberry bog. I guess he was 
distracted, 

“Jesus Christ, Tiptoe,” said Wooden 

Leg, "if that dumb guinea brother in 
law of yours has a few beers, everybody 
in town will know about the cranberry 
bog.” 
And.” continued Tiptoe, 
ne for miles around will be cirding 
gulls around а sardine 
boat. 1 th ut would be too bad. 

“So what you gonna do? You 
make Wrong Way keep quiet? TI 
be the day." 

"Well," mused Tiptoe, "I've had some 
thoughts. The new extension on the 
runway was finished last week. Wrong 
Way says they just got a supply of jet 
fuel. T think it's time for Spruce Harbor 
International to receive its first jet. Oc- 
casionally, we could refuel here when 
Idlewild is stacked up or fogged in 
Whar's more, the front office asked me 
to investigate the possibility of picking 
up 200 to 300 pounds of fresh lobster 
meat if we came in here once a week. 
We like to feed our passengers the best. 
What are the possibilities, Leg?’ 

Finestkind. 1 could give you a nice 
price and still make а bundle. What's 
this got to do with Trapper and the 
broad?” 

“Leg, the thought has come to my 
i n that Trapper and 
the young lady might prefer to perform 
exclusively for Intercontinental. passen- 
pers, than be harassed by every 
ilot on the coast of Maine. A 
ly erotic performance might al- 
sengers’ fear of an un- 
scheduled landing at a small field." 

Suggestively erotic!" exclaimed Wood- 
en Leg. "You mean, if they'll take a piece 
when the jet comes in, you'll keep Wrong 
Way's mouth shut?” 

Precisely, Leg. One of our men is 
sick, so 1 have to go to Rome next week. 
Can you have the lobster meat ready 
about five rat. next Thursday 

“Betcha Tiptoe. That'll shake 
"em up. You bringing a 707 in here?” 

You don't know the half of it. Keep 
it under your hat, will you, Leg? 1 must 
talk to Lucinda." 


"every darn 


May I have а word with you tw: 
Tiptoe asked Trapper and Lucinda 
the last fish was cut, packaged and paid 
for. 

"Oh, hi,” Lucinda s: 
is Tiptoe Tannenbaum. 

“A pleasure, Dr. McIntyre,” said Tip- 
toe. “ГИ just be a minute, T wanted to 
talk about this morning. Wrong Way told 
bout it.” 
pinch?” demanded Trapper. 
is no, doctor, Actually, 
its pure blackmail, Fm prepared to 
offer one hundred dollars per week for 
you two to perform exclusively for an 
Intercontinental Airways jet; and if you 
don't agree, ГЇЇ let Wrong Way have 
four beers. 

“What's that mean?" asked Trapper. 

“After four beers,” explained Lucinda, 
"Wrong Way keeps no secrets." 

“I get it.” said Trapper. "This way, 
we can hit the cranberries at will, just so 
we time one workout for Intercontinen- 
. You mean you're going to bring 
jet into that dinky airport? You mean, 
come to think of it, you're really a 
pilot?” 

“Yes, sir; Tiptoe affirmed. "But not 
one word, understand 

‘Oh, Trapper,” said Lucinda, bub- 
bling with delight, “just think, getting 
for making love." Then her mood 
changed abruptly. “Tiptoe.” she said. 
“I'm ashamed of you. How high will you 
be over Thiel" 

"Low enough for the passengers to get 
the idea. Too high for anyone to rec 
ognize you, Vm sure you will perform 
nobly, Your first assignment will be next 
Thursday at four-fifty-nine р.м. weather 
permitting." 


id. “Trapper, this 


‘The Spruce Harbor fleet was annoyed 
on Monday when it learned that Wrong 
Way was not available for fish spotting. 
He left word that he would have to be 
way for several days but that he would 
be on duty Thursday evening. Schools 
of fish are most visible from the air 
n late evening, when the wind has 
died down and dusk approaches. Wrong 
Ways occasional morning searches had 
sighted no fish —only cranber 


At 3:15 к.м. on Thursday, consterna- 
tion and havoc broke loose in the 
Spruce Harbor Intemational control 


tower. Johnny Kimball, the flight con- 
troller, who had never seen а jet on the 
ground, received word from Air Traffic 
Control in Boston that Intercontinental 
ight 518 from Rome via Paris, now 
over Gander, would land at Spruce Har- 
bor for refueling a imately 1700 
hours. 


hoping a jet would come, but no one 

ally believed it would happen so soon 

or with so little warning. 
Further information w 


iS transmitted 


from Boston: "The aircraft will estab- 
lish direct communication with you at 
pproximately sixteen-forty-five hours. 
Please be prepared with details of 
weather and landing instructions.” 

“I don't know what the hell to tell 
them,” Johnny said frantically. 

“Have no fear,” answered Air Traffic 
Control "The pilot is familiar w 
your facilities." 

Word spread from Johnny to the 
whole town, By 4 а crowd of 


hundreds had appeared to witness 
Spruce Harbor's first jet landing. Early 
ami N Tannenbaum 


her eight childre at happily 
proudly in, around and on top of the 
family station wagon. Nearby were Wood- 


we're gonna dean up,” Jocko kept say 
ing. "Leg, you work the cast side, I'll 
take the west.” 

At 4 
tablished between aircraft 
tower. 

“Hello, Spruce Harbor. How do things 
look? Whar's the wind doing?" 

Johnny Kimball heard and looked 
эстей. “Ten to fifteen knots three 
hundred and twenty degrees,” hc said in 
scarcely more than a mumble, 

“OK,” said the aircraft. “Is Cindy on 
dut 


nd control 


s a tall, redheaded 
ne senior who'd been 
in the cafeteria for 


ndy Howell w 
University of N 
hostess 
thc past month. 

Johnnv got pale before he turned 
green. "To whom am I talking?" he 
asked in a quavering voi 

Dru the copilot,” answered the 
aircraft, "I know Spruce Harbor, so ГЇ 
be bringing this one in." 

‘What ails you, Johnny?” asked Cindy, 
who'd come up to bring him a cup of 
coffee. 

That voice; 
voice, It can't 
Johnny got back 
Rome and demanded, 
copilot’s name, please? 

“This is the copilot, Captain Napoli- 
апо, Ts there something wrong? 

Hawkeye Pierce, knowing it all 
advance, had rushed from his office and 
arrived just in time to see Johnny ru 
ning out of the control tower, у 
"Emergency! Get the fire trucks! Get 
ambulance Get these people the hell 
out of here! Wrong Way's comin" 
7077 

The crowd was restive but did not 
ic. Jocko and Wooden Leg circu 
ed among the brave and curious 
offering even money that Wrong Wa 
would get in and ont without mishap 
Aware that Wrong Way had crash-landed 


nd cashier 


said Johnny. 
be, it just can't be 
to the flight from 
May 1 have the 


with fair frequency at Spruce Harbor 
International, the crowd gave ther 
plenty of action. Meanwhile, Hawkeye 


walked into the deserted control tower, 


n Napolitano at five-second 
“May 1 have land- 
se?" 
rophone, Hawkeye 
solemnly spok in Napolitano. 
“Here are your instructions. 1 rep 
here are your instructions. I will give 
them just once before 1 evacuate the 
arca. Please repeat slowly after me: ‘Ou 
Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be 
у>" 

That маз as far as he got before 
other voice interrupted: “Enough of 
Get off the radio, Hawkeye. 
"s that idiot Kimball? 

"said. Hawk, as Johnny, 
under control, returned to his post. 

‘Now, listen very carefully, Kimball 
said ther voice. “This is Captain 
Tannenbaum. We will touch down at 
exactly seventeen hundred hours. The 
passengers will disembark for one half 
hour. During that time, I will take care- 
ful note of any remarks made, in the 
presence of ш, _Dessengers, concerning 
the flying a . person: 
gion, other ЕЕ oe eile: back 
grounds of any member of my crew. 
Intercontinental giveth and Interconti- 
mental can damn well taketh away. Is 
that clearly understood?" 

"Huh?" replied Johnny. 

“ГИ explain it to him, Captain," said 
wkeye. “Just tell your copilot to keep 
his eyes on the runway and not on the 


added Hawk, "there's a rifle- 
man in the steeple of the Congo 
Church. The preach says they can't take 
a hit from a 707. 
Aboard flight 518, five minutes before 
touchdown, a stewardess over uie 
intercom: “Ladies and gentlemen. short- 
ly before landing at Spruce Harbor In- 
ternational, we will pass over ‘Thief 
Iskind. This little island. now deserted, 
was for nearly two centuries the home of 
intrepid. hardy Maine fishermen. On the 
north edge of the island, there is a tiny 
cranberry Бор where, according to leg. 
end, local Indian tribes performed fertil- 
ity rites before the coming of the white 
man. The idea seemed to be u con- 
summation of the Indian brave's be- 
trothal in this soft, warm bog assured 
him a long, happy. fruitful marriage. 
“Intercontinental Airways is proud to 
present, for the exclusive enjoyment of 
its passengers, a reenactment of this 
cient ritual. We regret that only the 
window-seat passengers will have a clear 
view. Captain Tannenbaum suggests that 
а rearrangement of seating will allow for 
the others to view the . which 
be repeated upon our departure.” 
As the stewardess completed her con 
mercial, Hawkeye was talking to Cindy, 
the longlegged redhead who was halt 
aged to Wrong Way Nap 
What's that song your boy's always 


ng on the jukebox?" he asked. 

"Oh, you mean The Blue Water 
Line. 

Yeah. Play the plane comes in 
nd hook it up to the loudspeaker. The 
captain should be greeted by his theme 
song when he emerges triumphantly fom 
the cockpit. or whatever you call it” 

Flight 518, the passengers enlivened 
by their view of the bogshaking, primi- 
tive rite оп Thiel Island, set down 
smoothly at Spruce Harbor Intemational 
Jetport ied 
to the The first thing the 
s the door opened was 
o's favorite line of his 
We'll have William Jen- 
! stoking coal on number 


Captain Napolita 
favorite so 
nings Bry: 
nine.” 


The local radio and ТУ people were 
there to interview the crew in the ter- 
minal lobby. The surprise of the com- 
munication industry's personnel was 
reflected in their performance. The first 
jet landing at Spruce Harbor was the 
news event of the decade. To discover 
that its pilots were local men added 
to its newsworthiness. To discover who 
they were was something със. The news- 
men, of course, had covered previous 
exploits of Wrong Way and Tiptoc. To 
their credit, they didn't blow it com- 
pletely. The heroes, in the uniforms of 
Intercontinental, commanded automatic 
respect. Maria Tannenbaum, on TV, 
put her arm around Tiptoe amd said, 
nds and. neighbors, this is my bhus- 
band. the jet 

Cindy Howell, also on TV, embraced 
Captain Napolitano and answered a 
question that she'd been asked three 
times in the previous three weeks by 


nnouncing, “This is my fiancé, the jet 
pilot.” 

Just before flight 518 took off for 
Idlewild, Wrong Way's uncle Pasquale, 
who'd stayed home with a hangover, ap- 

ached his nephew and said, “Wrong 
Way, you sedda you agonn: 
spotta da fish tonight. You a very un- 
reliable 

“No, I'm not. Get on the radio. We 
got time to kill Idlewild is stacked 
up. Tell the boys Vl give them fifteen 
minute 

As 518 took off over Thief Island, 
‘Trapper John and Lucinda, stark-naked, 
were running across the little field. 

The stewardess then announced 
dies and gentlemen, we have just rece 
word that our landing at Idlewild, due 
to circumstances beyond our control, will 
be delayed by twenty minutes. Captain 
Tannenbaum suggests that а look at the 
beautiful islands of Penobscot Bay from 
а height of twelve hundred fect rivals any 
scenery in the Bay of Naples. Accord- 

ly, we will spend a [ew minutes in 0 
delightful area, rather than join the 
crowd and smog over New York, 

Ten minutes later, although Wrong 
Way had spoued three Таре schools of 
herring, the word came from below: 
“Heya, Wrong Way. You getta that bi 
ga noisimak: the hell outa here. You 
gonna scara da fish.” 

Later, when the weekly Intercontinen- 
jet flight то Spruce Harbor became a 
regular thing, Wooden Leg Wilcox, en- 
joying a beer at the Bay View Cale with 
the two fliers, said, "I gotta admit, for a 
guinea kamikaze pilot and a left-handed 
Hebe, you guys have done OK." 


“Male-chauvinist pig!” 
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SPIRITS OF CHRISTMAS 


(continued from page 228) 


mugs or cups with a spiral of Jemon 
peel for deco 


Note: May also be served chilled. 


HOLIDAY SOUR, 


2 ors. blended whi 
1 oz. lemon juice 


су or bourbon * 


e sugar or to taste 


Shake first three nts briskly 
with ice cubes. Give the shaker а work- 
out; that’s the secret of а good sour. 
Pour unstrained into highball glass or 
large wineglass. Lay garnish across glass. 

Garnish: Thread a short bamboo skew 
er or plastic cocktail pick with red and 
green fruit, alternating colors: strawber- 
ries, green grapes. watermelon balls, 
wedge of lime or honeydew-melon balls, 


PARTRIDGE IN A PEAR TREE 


ous. pear br 
poire) 
3 ozs. apple pea 
Dash lemon juice 
Red cherry 
Whole spiced Seckel 
canned pear half 
Shake brandy. nectar and | 
with cracked ice until chilled. 
over fresh ice in lc mouthed. old. fash- 
ioned glass. Fix cherry to blossom end of 
pear with short pick and set in glass. 


ndy (eau de vie de 


nectar 


pear or fum 


mon juice 
Strain. 


YULE NOG 
(Serves 20 to 25) 


2 quarts peach ice cream, softened 
2 ozs. peach cordial 

1 fifth bourbon, chilled 
Chocolate curls 


Place ice cream in large chilled bowl. 
Slowly міг in liquor until creamy, Gar- 
nish with curls of dark, unsweetened 
to peel- 


chocolate. 


MT. SNOW BLIZZARD 


- applejack or calvados 

up milk 

1 tablespoon concentrated apple juice 
Nutmeg 

Concentrated apple juice is a sweet- 
ner sold in naturalHfood stores, You may 
spoon sugar and a few 
Shake first three 
th cracked ісе 
until frigid. strain into chilled highball 
. Dust lightly with nutmeg. 


substitute 1 


tea 


CHRISTMAS FROST 


Almost as clear as vodka, white whis- 
key has а definite, though light liquor 
aste. strangely reminiscent of the light 
Puerto В. 


an rums. 


1 oz. white whiskey 


1⁄4 or. orange liqueur 

Juice of 14 lime 

Shake all ingredients briskly with. 
cracked ice until well chilled. Strain into 
Christmas-fosted cocktail glass. 

To frost glas: Mix red and green 


sugar crystals on napkin or fresh dish. 
towel. Run а wedge of lime or lemon 
around the rim of the glass, moistening 
both sides. Invert and swirl rim in sugar 
crystals. Shake off excess gently before 
pouring in liquor. 

low the preceding directions care- 
fully and. our host of spirits past and 
present will quickly put to fight the 
ghosts of winter gloom. Cheers! 


"Let's face it—he likes Walter Cronkite 


better than те... 2 


MEETING WTH MEDUSA 


(continued from page 161) 
one he could recognize was a plaintive, 
frequently repeated “Boss.” Even. now, 
Falcon realized, it looked toward hi 
mans for guidance; he felt sorry for the 
creature, involved in а mann 
ter beyond its comprehension 
which it bore no responsibility. 

It stopped opposite him, on the other 
side of the lattice: there was nothing to 


prevent it from coming through the 
open framework if it wi Now its 
lace was only inches from his and he 


was looking straight into the terrified 
eyes. Never before had he been so dose 
to a simp and able to study its features 
in such detail: he felt that strange mi 
gling of kinship and discomfort that all 
men experience when they gaze thus 
into the mirror of timc. 

His presence seemed to have calmed 
the creature: Falcon pointed up the 
shaft, back toward the observation deck, 
and said very clearly and precisely: 
"Boss—boss—co." То his relief, the 
simp understood: it gave him a grimace 
that might have been a smile and 
once started to race back the way it had 
come. Falcon had given it the best ad- 
vice he could: if any safety 
aboard the Queen. it was in that dir 
tion, Bat his duty lay in the ether 

He had almost completed his descent 
when, with à sound of rending metal, 
the vessel pitched nose down and the 
Tights went out. But he could still scc 
quite well, for a shaft of sunlight 
streamed through the open hatch and 
the huge tear in the envelope. Many 
years ago, he had stood in a great cathe 
dral nave, watching the light pouring 
through the stained-glass windows and 
forming pools of multicolored radiance 
on the ancient flagstones. The dazzling 
shaft of sunlight through the ruined 
fabric high above inded him of that 
moment. He зу; thedrat of metal, 
falling down the sky. 

When he reached the bridge and w 
able for the first time to look outside, he 
was horrified to see how close the ship 
was to the ground. Only 1000 mete: 
below w beautiful and deadh 
pinnacles of rock a 
mud 


remained 


the 


d the red rivers of 
t were still carving their way 


to the past. There was no level 
iywhere in sight w ship as 
large as the Queen could come to rest 
an even ki 
А glance 


area a 


the display board told 
him that all the ballast hid gone. How- 
ever, rate of descent had been reduced to 
а few meters а second; they still had a 
fighting chance. 

Without a word, n 
into the pilot's seat and took over such 
control as remained. The instrument 


con cased Батэ 


bo; 
to know; speech. w 
background, he could he: 
ations officer giving a running report 
the radio. By this time, all the news 
nnels of Earth would have been pre 
pted and he could imagine the utter 
frustration of the program controllers. 
One of the most spectacular wrecks in 
history was ocaming—without a single 
camera to record it. The last moments 
of the Queen would nc fill millions 
with awe and terror, as had those of the 
Hindenburg a century and a half be- 
fore. 

Now the ground was only half a kilo- 
meter away. still coming up slowly, 
Though he had full thrust, he had not 
dared use it, lest the weakened struct 
collapse; but now he realized u 

The w 
а fork in the canyon 
s split by a wedge of 
rock, like the prow of some gigantic. 
lossilized ship of stone. If she continued 
on her present course, the Queen would 
nd 
come rd of her 
length jutting out over nothingness: she 
would sn; 
m far bove the sound of 
metal and escaping gas, cime 
the familiar whistle of the jets as Falcon 
opened up the Titeral thrusters. The 
ship staggered slew to 
port. The shriek of tearing metal was 
uous—and the rate 
of descent 1 ted tọ increase omi- 
nously. A glance at the control 
board showed that cell number five had 
just gom 
ic ground was only meters a 
even now, he could not tell whether 
maneuver would succeed or fail. 


showed him everything he wished 
superfluous. In the 
т the communi- 


he 
id was taking 


had no choice. 
them toward. 
where the river w; 


awa 


nd began to 


now almost cont 


ad s 


He 
switched the thrust vectors over to verti 


cal, maximum lift to reduce the 
foree of impact. 


The crash seemed to last 


у 


forever. It 


was not violent—merely prolonged. and 
presistible. И seemed. that the whole 
universe was falling about them. 


The sound of crunching metal came 
hearer, as if some great beast were cat- 
ingi through the dying ship- 

Then floor amd ceiling closed upon 
him like а vise 


wa 


“BECAUSE ПГУ THERE” 


“Why do vou want t0 go to Jupiter? 
“Аз Springer said when he lifted for 
Pluto—because it's there, 
“Thanks. Now we've got that out of 
the way—the real reason.” Howard Fal- 


con smiled, though only those who knew 
him well could have interpreted. the 
slight, leathery grimace. Webster was 


one of them; for more il 
they had heen involved. in 
projects, They had shared triumphs and 


n 20 years, 
ch other's 


ster 


. Springer’s cliché is still valid. 
anded on all the terrestrial plan- 
cis but nome of the gas gi They 


ave you worked 
our the cost?” 

“As well as I can; here are the esi 
mates. But remember—this isn't а one- 
shot mission but a t: ion system. 
Once it's proved out, it can be used over 
and over again. And it will open up not 
merely Jupiter but alf the giants. 

Webster looked at the figures and 

whistled. 
Why not start with an casier planet 
Оташи, for example? Half the gravity 
and less than half the escape velocity 
Quieter weather, too—if that's the right 
word for it.” 

Webster had certainly done his home- 
work. But that, of course, w 
was head of Long Range Plan 


“There's very little saving. when you 
allow for the extra distance and the 
ics problems. For Jupiter, we can 
se the facilities on Ganymede. Beyond 
Saturn, wed have to establish a new 
supply base.” 

Logical, thought Webster; but he was 
sure that it was not the nt rea- 
son. Jupiter was lord of the Solar Sys- 
tem; Falcon would be interested in no 


lesser challenge. 
“Besides,” Falcon continued, “Jupiter 
is a major scientific scandal. Is more 


hundred years since its radio 
storms were discovered, but we still 
don't know what. causes them—and the 
Great Red Spot is as big a mystery as 
ever. Thats why I can get matching 
funds from the Bureau of Astronautics. 
Do you know how many probes they 
е dropped into that atmosphere?” 

“A couple of hundred, I believe.” 

Three hundred and twenty-six. over 
the past fifty years—about a quarter of 
them total failures. Of course, they've 


“But, Mr. Potter—I wished you a merry Christmas two 
hours ago in accounts receivable!” 
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learned a hell of a lot but they've 
barely scratched the planet. Do you real- 
ize how big it is? 

“More than 
nth." 

Yes, yes—but do you know what that 
really means?" 
con pointed ло the large globe i 
the comer of Webster's olfice. 

"Look at India—how small it seems. 
icd 
е of Jupiter 


times the size of 


ten 


it would 


look about as big as India does here.” 
‘There was a Jong silence while Web- 


Falcon 
id— deliberately, of course—chosen the 
best possible example... . 

Was it already ten years ago? Ves, it 

must have been. The crash lay seven 
years in the past (that date was 
graved on his heart) and those 
tests had place three years before 
the first and last flight of the Queen 
beth, 
Ten years ago. then. Commander (no, 
1 invited him to 
a preview—a three-day drift across the 
northern plains of India, within sight of 
the Himalayas. “Perfectly safe.” he had 
promised. “It will get you away from the 
office—and will teach you what this 
whole thing is about. 

Webster had mot been disappointed. 
Next to his first journey to the Moon. it 
d been the most memorable experi. 
c of life. And yet, ay Falcon. had. 
sured him. it had been perfectly safe 
d quite uneventful. 
hey had taken off from Srinagar just 
before dawn. with the huge silver bub 
ble of the balloon already 
first light of the Sun. Th 
been made in total silence; there were 
none of the roaring propane burners 
that had lifted the һог айг balloons of an 
earlier age. АШ the heat they needed 
came from the little pulsed-fusion reac 
tor, weighing only 100 kilograms, hang- 
ing in the open mouth of the envelope 
While they were climbing. its Taser was 
zapping ten times a second, igniting the 
merest whif of deuterium fuel: once 
they had reached altitude. it would fire 
only a few times а minute, making up 
for the heat lost through the great 
bag overh 

And so, even w 
meter above the g 


ile they were a kilo 
ound, they could hear 
dogs barking, people shouting, bells 
T Slowly the vas, Sun-smitte 
landscape expanded around them: two 
hours later. they had leveled out at five 


kilometers and were taking frequ 
dr 


aghts of oxygen. They could rel 
d admire the scenery: the опо: 
ion was doing all the work 


ng the information that would 
be required by the designers of the 
súill-unnamed liner of the skies. 

Tt was a perfect day: the southwest 


monsoon would not break for another 


month and there was hardly а cloud in 
the sky. Time seemed to have come to a 
stop: they resented the hourly radio re- 
ports that interrupted their reverie. And 
I around, to the horizon and far beyond, 

ite, ancien landscape 

drenched with history—a patchwork of 


villages, ficlds, temples, lakes, tion 
canals. 
With a real effort, Webster broke the 


ory. Tt 
than-air flight. 
realize the enormous size of Ind 
п à world that could be circled within 
90 minutes. And yer. he repeated 10 
himself, Jupiter is to Earth as i 
to Indi 
"Granted. your arg, 
and supposing the funds are available, 
there's another question vou have to 
answer. Why should vou do better than 
the—what is it—three hundred and 
twenty-six robot probes that have al- 
ready made the trip? 
“Dam beuer qualified than they were 
а an observer and as a pilot 
ly as a pilot; don't Гое Гус more 
experience of lighterthan-air flight than 
anyone in the world.” 
You could still 
and sit safely on G: 
“Bul that’s just the point! TI 
dy done that. Don't you reme 
what killed the Queer 
Webster knew perfectly 
merely answered, “Go on 
“Time lag—time lag! That 
platform controller thought he 
a local radio circuit. Bur he'd be 
jentally switched through a satellite 
—oh, maybe it wasn't his fault, but he 
should h: oticed. Tha's a half-sec- 
ond time lag for the round trip. Even 
then it wouldn't have mattered, lying in 
calm air. It was the turbulence over the 
Grand Canyon that did it. When the 
he corrected for 
pped the other 
1 to drive а сат over 


s controller 


1l, bur he 


iot of 


us- 


way. Ever iri 


bumpy road with a half-second delay in 


. But I 
Ganymede is more than a 
million kilometers from Jupiter. That 


means a round-trip delay of six seconds. 
No. you need a controller on the spot— 
10 handle emergencies in real time. Let 
me show you something. Mind if 1 use 
this? 

"Co ahead.” 

Falcon picked up a postcard th 
lying on Webster's desk; they were al- 
most obsolete on Earth, but this one 
D view of a Martian land- 
decorated with exotic and 
mps. He held it so that it 


was 


showed a 
харе and w: 
expensive st 


on cith That's 
right. 
Webster put out his hand 
not quite gripping the c 
“Now catch it. 


side, not quite touchin 


almost but 


without warning, he let go of the card. 
Webster's thumb and fingers closed on 
empty 

TH do it again. 
no deception, You se 

Once again, the falling card slipped 
through. Webster's fingers 
Yow you try it on me 
This time. Webster р 
id dropped it without warning. It had 
scarcely moved belore — Falco 
it: Webster almost imagined hc 
could hear a click, so swift was the 
othcr's reaction. 

“When they put me together 
Falcon remarked in an expressionless 
voice. “the surgeons made some im 
provements. This is one of them—and 
there are others. 1 want to make the 
most of them, Jupiter is the place where 
Team do it.” 

Webster stared for long seconds at the 
fallen card, absorbing the improbable 
colors of the Trivium Ch 
ment. Then he said quietly. “I 
stand. How long do you think i 
take 

“With your help. plus the bu 
plus all the science foundations we can 
drag in—oh, three years. Then a yea 
for паке have то send in at Teast 
two test models. So with luck—five 
years 

“Thats about what 1 thought. 1 hope 
you get your luck: you've earned it. But 
there's onc thing I won't do.” 

“What's that?” 

Next time you go balloon 
pect me as passenger." 


st to show there's 


sped the curd 


ng, don't 


1 


WORLD Or THE cops 


The fall from Jupiter V to Jupiter itself. 
takes only three and а half hours: few 
men could have slept on so awesome a 
journey. Sleep was a weakness that How- 
ard Falcon hated, and the litle he st 
quired brought dreams that time h: 
ver been able to exorcise. But he could 
expect no rest in the three days that 
ahead and must seve whit he could 
during the long fall down into that ocean 
of clouds, 100,000 kilometers below 

As soon as Kon-Tiki had entered her 
and alb the computer 
tory. he prepared for 
know. 
most 


checks wi 
the last sleep һе might ever 


sati: 


Tt seemed а Ша 


ippropriate м 


the same moment Jupiter сєрєй the 
hic and. tim 


Sun, he swept ino the 


age, golden twilight 
enveloped the ship: then a quarter of 
the sky becune an utterly black hole in 
- while the тем was a blaze of stars, 
uer how far опе waveled across 


“Yeah! What about all the little kiddies waiting 
for their presents?” 
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the Solar System, they never changed: 
these same constellations now shone on 
Earth, half a billion kilometers away. 
‘The only novelties here were the small, 
pale crescents of Callisto and Ganymede; 
doubtless there were a dozen other 
moons up there in the sky, but they 
were all much too tiny and 100 distant 
for the unaided eye to pick them out. 
"Closing down for two hows,” he 
reported to the mother ship, hanging 
1000 kilometers above the desolate rocks 
of Jupiter V, in the radiation shadow of 
the tiny satellite. If it never served any 
other useful purpose, Jupiter V was а 
cosmic bulldozer perpetually sweeping 
ged particles that made it 
calthy to linger close to Jupiter. Its 
wake was almost free of radiation, and 
ship could park in perfect safety 
while d ibly all around. 
Falcon switched on the sleep inducer 
nd consciousness faded swiftly out as 
the electric pulses surged gently throu, 
his brain. While Kon-Tiki fell toward 
Jupiter, gaining speed second by second 
1 that enormous gravitational field, he 
slept without dreams. They always came 
when he awoke; and he had brought his 


here 


nightma with him from Earth. 
Yet he never dreamed of the crash. 
itself, thou he often found himself 


e with that terrified 


face 


superchimp. as he descended the spi 
stairway between the collapsing gasba 
None of the simps had survived; those 
that were not killed outright were so 
badly injured that they had been pain- 
lessly cuthed. He sometimes wondered 
why he dreamed only of this doomed 
creature, which he had never met before 
the last minutes of its life—and. not of 
the friends and colleagues he had. lost. 
aboard the dying Queen. 

The dreams he feared most always 
began with his first return to con. 
ness. There had little physi 
pain; in fact, there had been no sensi- 
ion of any kind. He was in darkness 
and silence amd did uot even seem to 
be breathing. And—strangest of all—he 
could locate his 1 He could 
move neither his hands nor his feet, 
because he did not know where they 
w 


bee 


not abs. 


The silence had been the fast to yield. 
After hours or days. he had become 
aware of a faint throbbing and evento 
lly. after Jong thought, he deduced that 
this was the beating of his own h 
That was the first of his many 

Then there had been faint | 
sparkles of light, ghosts of pressures 
upon sull unresponsive limbs. One by 
one his senses had returned, and pain 
had come with them. He l had to 
learn everything anew, recapitulating 


babyhood and infancy Though his 
memory was пайса and he could 
understand words that were spoken to 
lim, it was months before he was able 
to answer except by the flicker of an 
eyelid, He could still remember the mo- 
ments of triumph when he had spoken 
the first word, turned the page of a book 
апа, finally, learned to move under 
his own power. Thal was a victory 
indeed, and it had taken him almost iwo 
years to prepare for it. A hundred times 
he had envied that dead superchimp. 
but ле had been given no choice. The 
doctors had made their decision and 
now, 12 years later, he was where no 
human being had ever traveled before 
d moving faster than any man in 
histor 

Kon-Tiki was just ng 
shadow and the Jo bridged 
the sky ahead in а titanic bow of 
when the persistent buzz of the al 
dragged Falcon up from sleep. The inev 
itable nightmares (һе had been trying 
to summon a nurse but 


from. 


emery 


did not even 


have the strength 10 push the buuon) 
swiftly faded from consciousness: rhe 
greatet—and perhaps Jast—adventure 


of his life was before him. 

He caled Mission Control, now 
100.000 Kilometer у and falling swilt- 
ly below the anve of Jupiter, to report 
that everything was in order. His velocity 
had just passed 50 kilometers a second 


If we've said it once, weve said it 176 
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р? 


(that was one for the books) and in 
half an hour, Kon-Tiki would hit the 
outer fringes of the atmosphere, as he 
started on the most difficult envy in 
the entire Solar System. Although scores 


of probes had survived this flaming 
ordeal, they had been tough, solidly 
packed masses of instrumentation, able 


to withstand several hundred gravities of 
drag. Kon-Tiki would hit peaks of 30 g 
and would average more than ten соге 
she came to rest in the upper reaches of 
the Jovian atmosphere. Very carefully 
and thoroughly, Falcon began to attach 
the clabor 


to the walls of the са 
ad finished. he was virtually 
a part of the ship's structure. 

The cock was counting backward: 
100 seconds to entry. For better or 
worse, he was committed. In a minute 


and a half, he would graze the Jovian 
atmosphere and would be caught irrev- 
ocb p of the giant. 


three seconds 


"The countdown w 
lue—not at all b: 
unknowns involved. I 
the capsule са 


d. considering the 


from il “entry on E 
Mars; in this thin atmosphere of hydro- 
gen and helium, all sounds were tans 
formed a couple of octaves higher. On 


falset- 


Jupiter, even thunder would hav 
to overtones, 
With 


m came also 
seconds. he 
field of 
vision contracted until it embraced only 
the clock and the accelerometer; 15 g. 
and 480 scconds to go. 

He never lost consciousncs 
he had not expected to. Kon-T 
through the Jovian atmosphere must be 
really spectacubu—by this time, thou 
sands of kilometers long. Five hundred 
seconds after entry. the drag began to 
ten g, five g, two... . Then 
ied almost completely: he 
Il his enormous orbital 


the rising scr 
within 


locity destroyed. 
There was a sudden jolt 
descent remnants of the h 
jettisoned. It had done 
would not be needed again; Ju 
could have it now. He released all but 
two of the restraining buckles 
ed for the automatic sequencer to st 
the next and most critical series of 
events. 

He did not see the first drogue p 
chute pop out, but he could feel the 
ight j 1 the rate of fall di 


s the incan- 
shicld were 
its work and 


going 
suaight down at 1000 kilometers an 
hour. Everything depended on the next 
60 seconds. 


There went the second drogue. He 
looked up through the overhead window 
and saw, to his immense relie. that 


clouds of glitering foil were billowing 
out behind the falling ship. Like a great 
flower unfurling. the thousands of cubic 
meters of the balloon spread out a 
the sky. scooping up the th 
was f 
dropped to a few kilometers an hour 
and remained constant. Now there was 
plenty of time; it would take him days 
to fall all the way down to the surface 
ol Jupiter. 

But he would get there eventually, if 
he did nothing about it; the balloon 


overhead was merely acting as an 
efficient parachute. It was providing ne 
lift, nor could it do so while the gas 


ide and out was the same. 

With its characteristic and rather dis- 
concerting crack, the fusion react 
апей up, pouring torrents of heat i 
envelope overhead. Within five n 
utes, the rate of fall had become zer 
n six, the ship had started to rise. 
According to the radar altimeter, it had 
leveled out at 430 kilometers above the 
surface—or whatever passed for а sur 
face on Jupiter. 

Only one kind of balloon will work in 
an atmosphere of hydrogen, which is the 
lightest of all gases—and that is a hot- 
hydrogen balloon. As long as the fusor 


to 


happy holidays. JIM 


! 


трун 
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could. remain 


lolt, dr s а world that could 


more dli bil 
Kon-Tiki st 
her name. She wits an 


upon the currents of the Jovi 
phere. 


Though a whole new world wa 
round him, it was more than an hour 
before Falcon could examine the view 
First he had te check all the capsules 
systems and test its response to the con- 
uols. He had to learn. how much ext 
heat was necessary to produce a desired 
e оГ ascent and how much 
wt vent im order to descend 


[just the length of the с 
his capsule to the huge 
Hoon, 10 da 


shaped ba 
and get the 
far. he way lucky 
s steady and the Doppler г 
the invisible surface 
speed of 330 kilometers an 
Jupiter, that was modest: wi 
io 1000 had been observed. But mere 
speed, of course, was unimportant: the 

sev was шешек. IE he ran 
< only skill and experience and 
ction could save him—nd these 
utters that could. yet be pro- 
omed into à computer 


For 


hour. 
ls of up 


Not until he was sn 
got the feel of this strange did 
tention то Mission 


Conwol’s ples 
the booms carryit 


Phen he deployed 
the instrumentation 

Р 
sule now resembled a rather untidy 
Christmas wee but will rode smoothly 
down tl 


ids. while it radioed 


up iis te of information 10 the 
recorders on the ship 100.000 kilometers 
above, And now, at last, he could. look 


ad. 
His бам impres was unexpecied 
and even a line disappointing. As lar as 


the scale of rhings was concerned, he 
might’ have been ballooning over an 
ordinary cloudscape on Earth, The ho 


zon seemed 
жаз no Tee 


a normal distance; there 
ll that he was on a 
world. 11 times the diameter of his own 
Then he looked at the inh 
sounding the livers of atmosphere be- 
neath him—and knew how badly his 
eyes had been deceived 

liye: of douds, apparently five 
kilometers away, was really 60. kilome 
ters below. And the horizon, whose dis- 
tance he would have guessed at 200, was 
actually 3000 Kil the ship. 
ty of the hydro- 
he sphere amd. the enormous 
curvature of the planet had fooled him 
completely. It was even harder to judge 
distances here than on the Moc 
th 


The crystalli 


um at 


every 
y he saw must be multiplied by te 
Jt was a 


imple matter and he should 


red for it. Yet somehow 
profoundly. He did not 
was hu but that he 


feel that Jupit 
һай shrunk—to 
с. Реару, with time, he would g 
consome to the inhuman scale of this 


aed toward the 
t horizon. he felt as il a 
з the atmosphere around 
g through his soul. De- 
uments, this n 
place for man. He & 
the first and rhe last 


world; yet as he 
believably dist 
wind colde 
him w 
spite 
be 
both 


to descend 
Unough the clouds of Jupiter. 


bove was 


‘The sky Ist black, except 
for a few wips of ammonia citrus per- 
haps 20 kilometers overhead, Ht was cold 
up there on the fringes of space. but 
both pressure amd. temperature. increased 
rapidly with depth, At the Te 
Kon-Tiki was dvilting now, 
degrees centigrade below zero 
pressure was five atmospheres, А hi 
Kilometers farther down, it would be as 
warm as equatorial Earth—and the pres- 
sure about the sume as at the bottom of 


ce. 


the sky 
cloudscay 


ters had robbed the Sun of 


though the sky was clea 


1 its power; 
Falcon. found. 


himsell cor thinking that it was 
heavily overcast day. When night 
fell, the onset of darkness would be 


swift, indeed; though it was still mori 
there was at sense of autumnal twilight 
the But autumn. of course. w 
something that never came to Jupite 
There were no seasons here. 

Kon-Tiki had come down in the exact 
center of the Equatorial Zone—the least 
colorul part of the planet. The sca of 
clouds that stretched out to the horizon 
was tinted a pale salmon: there were 
none of the yellows and pinks and even 
reds that banded Jupiter at higher 1 
tudes. The Great Red Spot itsell—most 
of all the plmev’s features 
—lay thousands of kilometers 10 the 
south. It hod been а temptation to 
descend there, but the South Tropical 
Distm bance usually active, with 
currents. rcachi 1500 kilometers an 
hour. [t © been asking do 
моне до head into that machtrom of 
unknown lores, The Great Red. Spot 
dits mysteries would have to wait lor 
future ex 

The Sun, moving across the sky twice 
as swiftly as it did on E 
nearing the zenith 
eclipsed by the great silve 
the balloon. Kon Tiki was stil 
swiftly. smoothly westward at a steady 
350, but only the radar gave 
tion ol this, Was it always as 
Falcon asked himself, The sei 


spectacula 


was 


would 


rth, was now 
had 


become 
апору of 


and 


tists who 


had talked learnedly of the Jovian dol- 
drums and had predicted that the equa 
tor would be the quictest place seemed 
10 know what they were talking about 
after all, He had be oloundly skep- 


tical of 5 sts and had agreed 
with one unusu nodest researcher 
who had told him bluntly. 

no experts on Jupiter.” Well. there 


would be at least one by the end of this 


ged 19 survive until then. 
THE VOICES OF THE DEEP. 


of the Gods 
is cal 


That first day, the Ёш. 
smiled upon him. lt was 
peaceful here on Jupiter 
yo, when he 


ye ап 


а 


was 


Webster across the plains of m 
India. Falcon had time 10 maste 

new skills until Kon-Tiki seemed ап 
extension of his own body, Such lud: 


was more than he had d 
wh: 


have to pay for it. 


The five hows of daylight were al- 
эм over: the clouds below were full of 
shadows. which gave them а massive 
solidity they had not possessed when the 
Sun was higher. Color was swiftly drain- 
i the sky. except in the west 
itself. whe and of deepening purple 
Jay along th Above this band 
was the thin crescent of a clover 
pale amd bleached against the 
blackness beyond. 

With a speed perceptible to the eye, 


al 
horizon 


oon, 
utter 


the Sun went straight down over the 
3000 kilometers away. 
out in their legions— 

ле was the heautiful evening st 


arth. on the very [rontier of twi- 


hi, reminding him how far he was 
from home. It followed the Sun down 
to the west: man’s first night on Jupi- 


ter had begun. 


With the onset of darkness. Kon-Tiki 
started to sink, The balloon was no 
longer heated by the feeble sunlight and. 


1 part of iis buoyancy. 
Falcon did nothing to increase lift: he 
had expe is and was planning to 
descend, 


The invisible cloud deck was still 50 
Kilometers below and he would reach it 
ight. Ir showed up clearly on 
ufiared radar, which also reported 
that it contained a vast array of complex 
carbon compounds, 
hydrogen, hel 
chemists were dying for samples 
fluffy, pinkish stull: though some atmos- 
pheric probes had already gathered a 
few grams. that had only whetted their 
alf the nolecules of 
Jite were here. Homing high above the 
surface of Jupiter. And where there was 
food, could lile be far away? That was 
the question that, after more than 100 
ye 1 been able to answer. 
was by the 


s well as n 


appetites. 1 Dasi 


х. по опе h; 
Тһе 


int blocked 


e \ C 
Bourbon ~=- 
Smoke. 


Good Kentucky bourbon actually softens 
the taste of pipe tobacco. Subtly adding 
flavor without disguising it. Amazingly, 
the Swedes discovered it 

The result is Borkum Riff. A unique, 
definitely rich smoke that won't bite. 
Burns evenly. Stays lit. Because its riff 
cut to pack perfectly, 

Youll like it. Borkum Riff. the 

curbon smoke. From Sweden, 

Sköal. 


Imported by United States Tobacco Company 
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clouds. but the microwave radar sliced 
ht through and showed laver alter 
all the way down to the hidden 
n 100 kilometers below. 
barred to him by enormous 
and temperatures: not even 
Lever reached it intact 
lity at the 
иу fuzzy 


laver 


pressures 
robot probes hi 
Ie hay 


g inaccessil 


ture that his equipment. could not re 
solve. 

An hour after sumet, he dropped h 
first probe. It fell swiftly for 100 kilome 
ters, then began to float in the denser 
atmosphere, sending back torrents of ra 
dio signals. which he relayed up to Mis 
sion Connol. Then there was nothing 
ehe to do until sunrise, except to keep 
ап eye on the rne of descent, monitor 
the instruments and answer. occisiouil 
queries. While she was drifting in this 
steady current, Kon-Tiki could look af- 
ter herself, 

Just before midnight, a woman con- 
troller came on watch amd introduced 
herself with the usual pleasantries. Ten 
ites Tater, she called again, her vo 
it once serious and excited. 

Howard! Listen in on char 
n 

Channel 162 There were хо many ic 
lanetering circuits that he Knew the 
nunibers of only those that were critical: 

s soon as he threw the switch. he 
enizcd this one. He wis plugged 
into the microphone on the probe, floa- 
g DU Kilometers below him du an 
atmosphere now almost as dense as wi 
ter. 

№ first, there was only а soft hiss 
of whatever stange winds stirred down 
йз the darkness of that unimaginable 
world, And then, out of the background 
noise, there slowly emerged а booming 
ration that grew louder and louder 
like t ng of a gigantic drum. It 
was so dow that it was felt as much as 
heard and the bears мену increased 
their tempo, though the pith never 
changed. Now it was a swift, almost 
inlrasonic thwobbing—and then, sudde 
Iy, in mid-vibration. i stopped, so ab 
тиру that the mind could not accepi 
the silence, but memory continued. to 
manufacture a ghostly echo in the desp- 
est caverns of the brain. 

Tt was the most extraordinary sound 
that Falcon had ever heard, even amon: 
the imultitudinous noises of Earth, H 
could: think of no natural phenomenon 
that could have caused it, nor was it like 
the сту of any animal, not even one of 
the great whales, 

It came again, following exactly the 
same pattern. Now that he was prepared 
for it, he estimated the length of the 
sequence: [rom first faint throb to final 
crescendo, it lasted just over ten seconds, 

And this time, there was a real echo, 
nel far away. Perhaps it came 

the many rellectin 


cl forty 


very faint 


hom onc of layers 


deeper in this stratified atmosphere; per- 
haps it was another more distant soure 
akon waited for a second echo, but it 
never came, 

Mission. Control. reacted. quickly and 
asked him to drop another probe д 
once. With two microphones operating 
it would be posible to find the approxi 
mute location of the sources. Oddly 
эщ, попе of Kon Tiki's own exter 
nal mikes could detect auvthing except 
wind noises: the boomings, whatever 
they were. must have been trapped and 
Channeled beneath an atmospheric re- 
Mecting Layer far below. 

They were coming, it was soon discov- 
cred, from a duster ol sources. about 
2000 kilometers away. The distance gave 
no indication of their power; in Earth’ 
oceans, quite fecble sounds could travel 
equally bir, And as for the obvious i 
sumption that living creatures. were re 
sponsible. the chief exobiologist quickly 
ruled that ош. 

"EN be very disippointed," sid Dr 
Brenner, "if there arc no microorg; 
isms or plants here. But nothing like 
animals, because there's no [ree oxys 
ME biochemical reactions on Jupiter 
must be low-energy ones—there's just no 
way an active Creature could. generate 
enough power to function." 

Falcon wondered if this were true; he 
had Вета the argument before and re 
served judgment 

“In any case, continued Brenner, 
some of those sound waves are a 
hundred meters long! Even ап animal 
s big as a whale couldn't produce rhe 
They sust have a natural origi 

Yes. Her seemed plausible, and proba- 
bly the physicists would he able to come 
up with an explanation. What would а 
blind alien make. Falcon wondered. of 
ihe sounds he might hear when standing 
beside a stormy sea or a geyser or a 
еН? He might well 
attribute them to some huge beast. 

About an 
voices of the deep died away 
D 


volcano or а w 


before the 


uel Falcon 


hour sunrise, 


gm to busy himself with prepiaratioi 
lor the dawn of his second day. Kon- 
Tiki was now only five kilometers above 


пе mearest cond layer: rhe external 
pressure had risen 10 ten. atmospheres 
and the temperature was a topical 30 
degrees. A 
with no more equipment than а 
breathing mask and the right grade of 
heliox mixture. 

“We've same goad news for you.” Mis 
sion Control. reported soon. after. dawn. 
up. You'll 
howr—but 


man could be confortable 


her 


Fhe cloud. layers br 
have partial cleaving 
watch out for turbulence: 

“Tye 

nswered. "How fa 
to sce?" 

“At least twenty kilometers, down to 
ond thermocline. That cloud deck 
t never breaks. 


ready noticed: sos 
г down will I be 


ble 


the se 
is solid. 


And it’s out of my reach. 
himself: the temperature down М 
must he over 100 degrees, This was the 


first time that lloonist had eve 
had to worry not about. his cciling but 
about his-—basementz 

Len minutes Liter. he could see whar 
Control had. already observed 
is superior vantage point. There 
change in color near the horizon 
nd the cloud layer had become rae 
sud humpy, as il someth 
open, He turned up his litle nuclear 
furnace and gave Kon Tiki another five 
Kilometers of altitude so that he could 
get a ber 

The sky below was clearing г 
completely, as if some 
away the solid overcast. An aby 
opening up beore his eyes; а momom 
Tater, he sailed out over the edge of a 
cloud cinvon 20 kilometers deep and 
1000 kilometers wide. 

\ new world lay spread beneath him: 
Jupiter had stripped away one ob is 
many veil. The second laver. of clouds, 
unatttinably far below, was much dirk- 
er in color than the first, It was almost 
salmon pink and auiously motrled with 
little islands of nick ved. They were all 
ovabshaped. with their Tong axes point- 
ing castwest, in the direction of the 
plevailing wind. There were hundreds of 
them, all about the sime size, and they 
reminded Falcon of pully Kule cumulus 
clouds in the terrestri sky 

He reduced. buoyancy and. Kon-Tiki 
begin to drop down the face of the 
dissolving cliff, It was then that he no 
ticed the snow. 

White flakes were forming in the 
and drifting slowly downward. Yer it 
was much too warm for snow—and. in 

ny event, there was scarcely a tace of 
waer at this altinude. Moreover, there 
wis no glitter nor sparkle about these 
flakes as they went cascading down into 
the depths: when. presently. a few Find- 


sion 
liom 
мау 


r view, 


pidly— 
was diso vir 


ed on an insnument boom ouside the 
in ng por. he saw thar they 
ға dull, opaque whire—not arysial- 


line at 


Hand quite Large. several cen- 

meters across. They looked like wax 
and Falcon guessed that this was precise- 
Ty what they were, Some chemical reac 


оп was raking place 
ound him. condensi 
соп» floating 


н rhe ammosphere 
god the hydro 
n ilie Jovian am 


А handred kilometers ahead. а disturh- 
ance 


the doul 


vals were 


was taking place im 
The itle ved 
jostled around. and were 
form a spivsl—the famili c pan 
tern so common in the meteorology of 
Enh. The vortex emergi 
astonishing speed: if chat was a 
ahead. Falcon told himself. he w: 
big troubl 

And il 
wonder- 
veloping in 


bein 
beginning to 
суйо 


way with 


storm 


s in 


n his changed. to 
nd to fear. For what was de 
is line of flight was nor a 


concer 


Lips that touch Holland House 
will probably touch yours 


Play it cool. 

The situation calls for cocktails. But don't clutter up your 
pad with squeezers. peelers, slicers and assorted 
gadgets. Holland House can make you a master-mixer 
in seconds. That way you can spenc your time squeez- 
ing her hand instead of lemons. 


Make the right move. 

What'll it be? The old standards, like Whiskey Sour, 
Daiquiri or Old Fashioned? Or maybe one of the swing: 
ing new exctic drinks, like Pina Colada, Banana Dai- 
quiri or Black Russian. Now tell her how pretty she is 
and hand her a perfectly made, icy cold cocktail—her 
favorite, of course. 


Holland House puts it all together. 

Compare labels. Let others depend on artificial ingredients. 
Holland House (the original and world's best-selling cocktail mix) 
depends on fresh fruit juices for basic 
flavors. That's why we import only 
the finest fruits. Bananas from 
British Honduras, blackberries 
from Austria and wild cherries 
from the Dalmatian coast. No 
wonder the Beautiful People 
everywhere agree the taste 
of Holland House Cocktails 
is where it's at. 


If it's just the two of you. 
Enjoy the intimate moment. And the cocktails. Charm her. Then 
mix another drink. Show her that Holland House Mixes make 
perfect cocktails—not just ordinary ones—every time. Then, 
touch glasses and drink to the two of you. 


If she brings her friends over, keep your cool. 
Holland House Cocktail Mixes (liquid от 
dry) can handle any number. You've got 
30 different Holland House Mixes to 
choose from. Add your own liquor. We 
know you have a mind of your own 
about that. We also know keeping the 
liquor out until you're ready to mix and 
serve keeps the 
fresh flavor in. You 
can see that every- 
опе gets his or her 
favorite cocktail, 
and still have time 
to circulete. You 

might even survey 

the field and 
decide on 
your next 
campaign 


How to get Started. 5 


You get the girl. We'll send you a Holland House Swinger Раск 
of Dry Mixes. Two Whiskey Sours, two Daiquiris and two Tom 
Collins. Just send 25¢ (for postage and handling) to Holland 
House Swinger Pack, Р. О. Box 566-P, Ridgefield, N.J. 07657. 


Holland House 
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storm at ай. Somethi 
something scores of kilometers acros— 


wh the clouds 


g cnormous— 


was risi 


ig thron 
‘The reassuring thought that it two. 
might be a coud—a thunderhead boil- 
up from the lower levels of the 
iosphere—lasted. only a few. seconds. 


this was solid. Di shouldered its way 
through the pink-andsalmon overcast 
like an iceberg rising from the deeps. 

An iceberg. Noming оп hydrogen? 
at was imposible, of course: but per- 
s it was nor too remote an analog) 
М soon as he focused the telescope 
upon the enigma. Falcon saw that 
a whitish, mas, threaded with streaks 
of ved and brown. It must be, he decided, 
the same stuff as the "snowllakes" [ling 
md him—a mountain range of w 
And it was not. he soon realized, as solid 
as he had thought: around the edges, it 
15 continually crumbling and rc-forming. 
TD know what it is.” he radioed М 
Conwol, which for the рам few 
utes had been asking anxious. ques 
ns. "ls a mass of bubbles some 
kind of foam. Hydrocwbon По. Get 
the chemists working on just a min- 


was 


ntet 

“What is iG" called Mission Control. 
"What is it?” 

He ignored the frantic pleas from 
space and concentated alb his mind 
upon the image im the telescope: held. 


de a mi 
stock of 


He һай to be sure: if he m 
kb be she fa 


ake, he 
the Solar Syste 

Then he relaxed. glinced at the clock 
and switched off the nagging voice Iro 


he said v 
Falc 


Mission Control, 
“This is Howard 
Kon-Tiki, Ephemeris Time 
Homs ‘Twenty One Minutes 
Seconds. Latiude Zero Degrees 
Minutes North inude One 
Hundred Five Degrees Forty Two Min- 
mes. System One. 
"ell Dr. Brei 
Jupiter. 2 


Lon 


Five 


adr 


there is life on 


WHEELS OF vosr 


y happy to be proved wrong. 
mer radioed back. cheerfully. 
ys has something up her 
the dlongdocus camera 
nd give us the steadiest pictures 


on 


you cim. 
The things moving up and Чом 
those waxen slopes were still too [ar 


away for Falcon to make out many dc- 
tails, amd they must have been very Euge 
te be v ME at such а distance. 
Almost black and shaped like 
he: veuvered. by slow 
tions of their entire bodies, so th 
looked rather like 
nming above some tropic 

Perhaps they sky-bor 
browsing on the cloud pastures of Jupi- 


ds, they mx 


swi povi 


wer 


ter, for they seem 
the dark, red-brown streaks tha 


1 ао be feeding along 
ran like 


aly пр ег beds down the flanks of 
the floating cliffs, Occasionally, one of 
them would dive headlong into the 
mountain of foam and disappear com- 


pletely from sight, 

Kon Tiki was moving only slowly with 
respect to the cloud layer below: it 
would be at least three hours before she 
Is. She was. 


was above those ephemeral 
з race with the Sun: Falcon hoped 
ald not fall. before he 
Т view of the mantas, as 
S well as tl 
idscape over which they Bipped 


баш 


а long three hows: duri 


wonde 
boon 


j@ophones on full з 
here was the source of th: 
the night. The manas were 
arge enough to have produced it; when 
he could get an accurate measurement, 
he discovered that they were almost 100 
meters inge That was ilice 
times the le 


чой 


across the w 


more than a few tons. 
Half an hour before sur 
was almost above the 
“No,” said Falcon, answerin, 
Control's repeated questions abour the 
mantas, “They're still showing no reac 
tion to me. Г don't think they're intelli- 
ение look like harmless vegetarians. 
And even if they ty to chase me—l'm 
v they can't reach my alt 
Yet he was a little disippa 
the mantas showed n 
in him as he sailed 
feeding ground. Perhaps they h 
о way of derecring his presence: when 
he examined and. photographed them 
through the telescope. he could sec no 
signs of amy sense organs. The crcatures 
were merely huge b Jas rippling 
over hills and valleys that, in reality. 
liule more substantial than (he 
clouds of Earth. Though they looked so 
solid. Falcon ki m 
stepped on white mount 
crashing. through them as if 
y were made of tissue pape 
At close quarters, he co the 
of cellules ог bubbles from 
which they were formed. Some of these 
were quite Lige—a meter or so in diam- 


Mission 


terest 


were 


Id see 


myi iads 


тап Falon wondered what 
h's caldren of. hydrocarbons they 
had been brewed. There must be 


enough petrochemicals decp down i 
the atmosphere of Jupiter to supply all 
Earth's needs for 1.000.000 ye: 

The short day had almost gone when 
he passed over the crest. of the waxen 
hills and the light: was fading rapidly 
their lower slopes. There were no 


lon; 


т on this western side and for 
some reason. the topography was very 
different, The foam was sculpted into 


Jong. level terraces. like the interior of a 
lumar crater. He could almost 
that they were gigantic steps 
dows to the hidden surlace of (he planet. 

And on the lowest of those steps. just 
dear of the swirling couds that the 
mountain had displaced. when it came 
surging skyward, w: roughly oval 
mass two or three kilometers across. It 


was ditheult to see, being only a Hide 
darker than the graywhite foam on 
which it rested. Falcons £ reaction. 


was that he was looking at a forest of 
pallid trees. like giant mushrooms that 
һай never эссп the S 

Yes. it must be ai forest 
hundreds of thin trunks springing fom 
the white, waxy froth їп which the 
were rooted. But the trees were packed 
astonishingly close together; there was 
scarcely any space between them. Pe 
haps it was not after all but 
single enormous. tree—like one. of the 
multiplemunked banyany of the 
He had once seen, in Jav 
е 200 meters across: this mon- 
size. 


coukl see 


forest 


something that cast the very gravest 
doubts on his interpretation. of the 
white oval. 

Unless the dim light had totally de 
ceived him. those hundreds of thi 
trunks were be back and forth. i 
perfect synchronism, like fronds of kelp 
rocking in the surge 

And the tree longer in 
place where he had first seen 
"Sorry about this.” said. Mission Con 
trol soon after sunset, "hut we think 
Source Bera is going 10 blow within the 
nest hom. Probability seventy percent.” 

Falcon glanced quickly at the «һап. 


was no the 


Beta—Jupiter Latitude HO dezrees—was 
50,000 kilometers away and well below 
his horizon, Even major erup- 
tions ran as high as ten megatons. he 
was much too far away for the shock 
wave to be a serious danger. The r 

storm that it would trigger was, how- 


ever, quite a differ 
The decamete 


outbursts tha 


imes made Jupiter the most powerful 


some- 


е whole sky had 1, 


covered back in the 1950s. 10 the 
utter astonishment of the astronomers. 
Now, more thin a century. later. their 
real cause was still a mystery. Only the 


symptoms were understood: the explana 
tion was completely unknown. 

The "volcano" theory had best stood 
the test of time—although no onc imag- 
ined that this word had the same m 
on Jupiter as on Eabh. At frequent 
intervals—olten al times 2 


seve! day— 


A tradition of the season. „= 
Beefeater, The Gin of England. : 


titanic eruptions occurred in the lower 
depths of the atmosphere, probably on 
the hidden surface of the p 

great column of gas, more than 1000 
Kilometers high. would start boili 
ward, as if determined 10 escape 


space. 


the most powerful g 
ld of all the planets, it h 
Yet some traces—a_ mere 
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chance. 


million tons—usually managed to rc 
the Jovian ionosphere: and when they 
did. all hell broke loose 


The radiation belts surrounding Jupi- 
ter completely dwarf the feeble Van 
Alien bels of Earth. When they are 


short-circuited by an ascending column. 
of g result is an electrical. dis 
charge millions of times more powerful 
than any terrestrial Mish of light i 
sends a colosal thunderdap of 
noise flooding across the entire 
System—and on out to the stars 

It had been discovered. that these 
outbursts cime from Го as 
of the planet: perhaps there were weak- 
nesses here that allowed the fires of the 
interior 10 break out hom time to time. 
The scientists on. Ganymed. of 
Jupiters many moons. now thought that 
they could predict the onset of a de 
meter storm: their accuracy was а 


the 


Solar 


romain ar 


bout as 


good as a weather forecister's of the 
сапу 19005. 

Falcon did not know whether to wel 
come or to fear a radio si it would 


certainly add to the value of the 

if he survived it. His couse 
planned to М sie from. 
the main ce hance. espe: 
cially the most active one, Source Mpl 


mission 
had hes 


p as far as powi 
sers of disiu 


As luck would have it. the threatening 
Reta was the closest to him: he hoped 
that 30.000 Kilometers—almost the cir- 


cnnference of Earth—was a safe enough 


“Probability ninety percent id 
Mision Control with a distinct note of 
urgency. “And forget that hour. Gan- 
ymede says it may be any moment.” 

The radio had scucely fallen silent 
the reading on the field. 
strength meter started го shoot upward. 
Before it could go olbscie, it reversed 
n t0 drop as rapidly as it had 
nil thousands of kilo: 
ters below, something | en the 
pliner's molt tan 

“There she 
Connol 

“Thank a 
the storm hit m 

“You can expect onset 
k in ten.” 
round e of fup 
Tunnel of gas as wide as the 


way 


n coi 
blow 


п five 
р 


the си 


Ocean was climbing spaceward at th 

sands of kilometers am hour. Already, 
the thunderstorms of the lower atmos 
phere would be raging around it—but 


s nothi 


282 they were ag 10 the fury that 


began to retract all the 
booms that were extended 
capsule: there were no othe 
he could take. Tc woukl be four hours be- 
fore the atmospheric shock wave reached 
him—but the radio blast, traveling at the 
speed of light. would be here in a t€ 
of a second once the dischinge had be 
cred. 

radio 


ret 


instrument 
ut from the 
precautions 


monitor, scanning 
and forth acrow the spectrum, 
showed nothing unusual just. thi 


mal mush of background sta 
Falcon noticed that the noise level was 
slowly creeping upward, The explosion 
was gathering its strength, 

At such a distance. he bad never ex 
pected 10 we anything. Bur suddenly а 
Hicker as of far-off h pining danced 
along the eastern horizon, Simultaneous 
ly. һай the circuit breakers jumped out 
ob the main switchboard. the lights 
[йсй and all. communications channels 
went dead, 

He tried 10 move but was completely 
unable to do so. The paralysis that 
gripped him was not merely psychologi. 
al: he seemed to have lost all control of 
his Jimbs and could feel a painful tin- 
gling sens entire body. Ir 
the cleenic field 
ve penetrated into this shielded 
» yet there Hick 
over the ишен board and he could 
hear the unmistakable crackle of a brash 


was impossible that 


wan a ng glow 


inst 


discharg 
With a series of sharp bangs. (he 
«псу systems operated and the over- 
t themselves, Th 
again and 
appeared: as swiftly 
Mier glancing at the 
sure that all circuits were buck to ner 
1. he moved quickly to the viewi 
poris. 

There was no need 10 switch on the 
inspection Limps—the cables supporting 
the capsule seemed to be on tire 
of light, glowing an electric blue 
the darkness. stretched upward fre 
main Hift ring to the equator of the 
balloon: and rolling slowly along 
Lof them were dazzling balls of fr 
The sight was so strange and so be: 
ful. that " 
ace im it, 
ever seen fi 


it had 
bourd to 


Lines 


1 any men- 
kon knew, had 
HI lightning, fram such close 
al certainly none had sur 
y were riding 


quarters 
vived if 


He remembered the flaming death 
Hindenburg, destroyed by а stray 
when she docked at Lakehurst 
ay it had done so often in the past, 

old newsreel film. Mashed 
it att least that could 


spark 
1937 
the horvityin 
through his mind. B 
hot happen here, though there was more 


ad ever 


hydrogen above h 


filled the last of the zeppelins. It would 
be a few billion ye 
could light а fire in the 
Jupite 

With a sound lil 
con. the speech circu 

“Hello. Kon- Til 
Are you receiving 

The words were chopped 
distorted but intelligible, Falcot 
lifted: he had resumed соп 
world of men. 

“I receive vou,” he said. "Quite 
elearical display, but no da 
Gee 
Phanks—thoughe 
Please check telemetry 
seven, twentysis. 
two. And we don't 
readings the este 
probes.” 


anyone 


€ briskly frying ba- 
came back to lile. 


jae you receiving? 


nd badly 
^s spirits 
л with the 


1 


wed low you, 
channels direc 
Abo gain on came 
qune bel the 

al 


on 


Icon tore his 


ting pyrotechnic display 

though from time to 
he kept glancing out the windows. 
The ball lightning disappeared first, the 
fiery globes slowly expanding until they 


reached a critical size, at which they 
gentle explosion. But lor 
hour kuter, there were still faint 


lows around 


1L the exposed mer 


the outside of the capsule; and the та 
circu ned noisy until well after 
mich 


s ol darkness we 


The remaining hoi 
neventful just before 
Because it came from the east, 
sumed that he was seeing the 
ise. Then he 
that it was still 90 minutes 100 
carly for nd the glow that had ap- 
peared along the horizon was moving 
im even watched, Ir swift 
ly detached itself from the arch of stars 
that marked the invisible edge of the 
way a relatively 
row hand, quite sharply defin 
am of enormous se 
wed to be swinging beneath the clouds. 

Perhaps 100 Kilometers behind 
first racing bar of li other, 
parallel to it and moving at the s 
speed. And beyond that another, and 
another—until all the sky flickered with 
Iernating sheets of light and darkness. 
By this time. Falcon thought. he had 
been inured to wonde semel 
that ah of pure. 
minosity could present ihe 
i nger But it was so astonish- 
ing amd so inexplicable тас he felt col 
aked fear gat 
No man could look upon such a sight 
without feeling a helpless pygmy. in the 
m l his compr 
hension. Was it posible that, afier all. 
Jupiter carried nor only Ше bur intelli 
gence? And. per 
that only now was begi 
his alien presence 


real- 


the 


his. хе сотто! 


itelligence 


id Mission Con 


Great expectations. 


Master Charge makes a good thing better. 


When somebody's expecting 
something special for Christmas, 
it's fun to go out of your way to 
find it. That's where Master 
Charge comes in so handy. It 
helps you go out of your way be- 
1 all over the place. 
So you can shop until you track 


cause It’s 


master charge 


THE INTERBANK GARD 


Merry Christmas 


down that just-what-I-wanted 
present. Master Charge. It cuts the 
whole town down to Christmas 
shopping size. If you don't have a 
Master Charge card, you can ap- 
ply for one at any Master Charge 
bank. Master Charge. Accepted 
all over town all over America 


DARE No villain can match the youthful Kabuki character with к 
his great sword and chilling cry — Shibaraku! One of the сш = 
YOU BE eighteen favorite Kabuki plays, Shibaraku never fails to RET 
please audiences. Another sure crowd pleaser is Suntory 


\ 
» 
DI FFEREN Royal Whisky. It's light as a great Scotch, mel- he 


low as a distinctive Bourbon, yet different! 
For years, incredibly smooth Suntory has | 
been the best selling whisky in Japan. SUNTOR j 
Now, this supreme whisky is a soaring success L | 
in the United States. Straight, on-the-rocks, or ROYA l 
mixed, serving Suntory is an entertaining NNHISKY 4 
idea! Suntory, the classic whisky from Japan. 


ЗБ В PROOF. A BLEND OF RARE, SELECTED WHISKIES DISTILLED AND BOTTLED NEAR KYOTO, JAPAN. SUNTORY INTI LOS ANGELES, CALI 


It used to be that the only way а man The only alternative was term 
could give his family full financial protection — insurance. It was cheap to buy, but if nothing 
was to buy whole life insurance. It built up happened to him, he didnt collect a dime. 
a nest egg if he lived, but it wos expensive. 


Protection Plus makes other kinds of life insurance out of date. 


Weve created c new kind of life 
insurance policy for the young family man 
today. lts called Protection Plus because 
thats what if does. It gives your family 
financial protection if you die. And it builds 
cash values for you, if you live. 

$75,000 of Protection Plus, at age 26, 
would run you only $40.61 a month 
(compare this to $108.86 c month for the 
same amount of whole life insurance). 

IF you died at age 64, your family would 
collect $53325* If you didnt, and you de- 
cided to cash in your policy, youd collect 
$13,800* You get more cash back with 
Protection Plus than the savings youd make 
if you bought о term policy. 

Both term insurance and whole life 
insurance can be right for certain people. 
Protection Plus is geared for the young 
family man who wants the best cf both. 


“Assumes purchase of paid-up additions from dividends ot current scole. 

| Pacific Mutual life m 
| РО Box 5404010 Angeles,CASO0S4 | 
|. Please send me more information on | 
1 Protection Plus. | 
j 0 
| Nome z 
| Address Е | 
| бу Stote 2р 1 
| Pacific Mutual Life | 


jae ‘Wests largest mutual Ме insurance company J 
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His Extended Frequency Cassette did it again 


Replacing a Florentine mirror or two is a small price to pay 
for the full-sound enjoyment of new Extended Frequency 
Cassettes. | can record anything. A string Chamber quartet, 
fugue for harpsichord and tuba or disco favorites for my low- 
brow, but fun, friends. Then, | can use the full range, the maxi- 
mum frequency response of my stereo system to hear every 
note dynamically accurate. 


With Extended Frequency Cassettes, | 
have it all. Lower noise because of 
super-smooth Ferrosheen* tape. 
Higher output due to exclusive small 


particle black oxide formula that produces more magnetic 
energy per square inch of tape. And packaging so handsome 
it complements any piece of fine equipment. Ask your Ampex 
dealer about Extended Frequency Cassettes, another quality 
product in a full line of recording tapes, open reel, 8-track 
cartridges and standard cassettes. 


Ampex Corporation 
Magnetic Tape Division 
401 Broadway, Redwood City, 
California 94063 


"Dirty lithographs is always а nice Christmas gift, gui'nor." 
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in a voice that echoed his owp awe. 
“We've no idea what it is, Stand ру 
we're calling Gany 

The display was slowly 
bands raci from the 
were much fainter, as if the energies 
that powered them were be 
hausted. In five minutes, it was all over; 
the last faint pulse of light Hickered 
along the western sky and then was 
gone. Its passing lelt Falcon with 
overwhelming sense of relicl The sight 
was so hypnotic and so disturbing that it 
was not good for any man's peace of 
mind to contemplate it 100 lo 

He was more shaken than he cared to 
. The electrical storm was some 
g that he could understand, but this 
was totally incomprehensibl 

Mission Control w 
con knew th. 
on G; 


as still silent. F: 
the information banks up 
rymede were now being searched 
while men and computers tumed their 
minds to the problem. И mo answer 
could be found there, it would be neces- 
у to call Earth; that would mean a 
of almost an hour. The possibility 
that even Earth might be unable to help 


was one that Falcon did not сате to 
contemplate. 

He had. never before been so glad to 
hear the voice of Mision Control as 
when Dr. Brenner finally came on the 


iG i 


circ 


eved 


biologist. sounded re 


— yet subdued. like a man who had just 
come trough some great intellectual 
crisis 

Hello. Kon-Tiki, We've solved. your 


problem, but we can still hardly bel 
in, 

“What you've | 
nescence— very sini 
by microorg: 


ieve 


TE alımı 


ngil 
аг 10 that produced 
the iropical seas 
of Earth, Here theyre in the 


nisms in 


ine 


phere, not the oc 
is the same; 
“But the pattern," protested Falcon. 
“It was so regular—so artificial. And it 
was hundreds of kilometers across 
“It was even larger than you im 
—you observed only a small part of it. 
The whole pattern was five thousand 
kilometers wide and looked like a re- 
volving wheel You merely saw 
spokes. sweeping past you bo 
Kilometer а second —" 
“A second." Falkon could 


п. but the principle 


the 


mot help 


interjecting. "No animals could. move 
that fast” 
“OF course noier me explain. Wh 


vou saw way triggered by the shock wave 
from Source Beta, moving at the speed 


put the pattern?” Falcon 
insisted. 

“Thiars the surpr part, H's a very 
re phenomenon, but identical whe 
of light—excepr that they're a thousand 


sm; lave been observed in 


n. 
1 to this: British India Company's 
Persian Gull, May 1880, cleven- 
вм. Аа enormous lumi 
whirling round, the spokes of 
peared to brush the ship along. 
The spokes were two. hundred ог three 
hundred yards long . . . each wheel 
contained about sixteen spokes... 7 
And here's one from the Gull of Oman, 
dated 1906: “The intensely 
bright luminescence. approached. us гар: 
idly, shooting sharply defined. Tight rays 
to the we rapid succession. like the 
m from the searchlight of a warship. 
To the left of us, a gigantic fiery 
1 formed itself. with spokes that 
reached as far as one could sce, The 
whole wheel whirled around for two or 
twee minutes; The archive computer on 


nous 


"IE thought I would hate myself this 
morning, but 4 Поп. 1 hate you!” 


Ganymede dug up about five hundred 
cases—it would have printed out the lot 
if we hadn't stopped it in time. 
m convinced—but still balled. 
don't blame you: the full explain 
tion wasn’t worked out until late in the 
20th Century. It seems that these lumi 
nous wheels are the results of submarine 
nd always occur in shallow 
the shock waves € be 
selected d wave pat- 
Sometimes bars—sometimes rotat 
“Wheels of Poseidon; 
The theory was final 
1g underwater explo 
phing the results 
from а satellite. No wonder sailors used 
to be superstitions. Who would have 
believed a thing like (is? 
So that was it, Falcon told himself 
When Source Beta blew iis top. it must 
have sent shock waves in all direc 


tenis, 
wheels—the 
* been called. 


ions 
—Ahrough the compressed gas of the 
lower atmosphere. through the solid 
body of Jupiter itself. Meeting and criss- 
crossing. those waves must have canceled 
here. reinforced there: the whole planet 
must have rung like a bell 

Yet the explanation. did not destroy 
the sense of wonder and awe; he would 
never be able to forget those flicker 
bands of light racing through thu 
tainable depths of the Jovian 
phere. He felt that he was not merely 
оп a strange planet bur in some magical 
m between myth and reality. 

This was world where absolutely 
anything could happen and no man 


could possibly guess what the future 
would bring 
And | had a whole day to go. 


MEDUSA 


When the true dawn finally arrived, it 
brought a sudden change of weather. 
Kon-Tiki was moving through a bliz- 
sard: waxen snowllakes were falling so 


thickly that visibility was reduced to 
zero. Falcon began to worry about the 
weight that might be accu ng on 


the envelope: then he noticed that any 
Mikes settling outside the windows quick 
Iv disappeared. Kon-Tiki’s continuous 
outpouring of heat was evaporating them 
ay майу as they arrived. 

Ш he had heen ballooning on Earth, 
he would alo have worried about the 
possibility of collision, That, at least, 
was uo danger here: any Jovian moun 
ins were several hundred kilometers 
below him. And as for the Mloating islands 
of foam, hitting them would probably be 
like plowing into slightly hardened soap 
bubbles, 

Nevertheless, he switched on the hori 
zontal radar, which until now had been 
completely useless: only the vertical 
beam, giving his distance from the invi 
ble surface, so far had been of any value 
And then he had another surprise. 

Scattered across а huge sector of the 
sky ahead were dozens of Lage anc 


brilliant echoes, "The: 
isolated from опе and hung 
apparently п space. 
suddenly remembered а phrase that the 

intors had used to describe 


completely 


earliest av 
one of the hazards of their profession— 
"clouds stufled with rocks” That w 
perfect description of what seemed to 
in the track of Kon-Tiki 

Tt was a disconcerting sight: then Fal- 
con again reminded himself that. noth- 
ш really solid could possibly hover in 
this atmosphere. Perhaps it was some 
strange meteorological phenomenon. — 
and. in any case, the nearest echo was 
over 200 kilometers away- 

He reported to Mission 
which could provide no ex 
But it gave the welcome news that he 
would be dear of the blizzard in 
er 30 minutes. 

It did not warn h 
violent cross wind that 
Kon-Tiki and swept it right 
angles to its previous tr ilcon need. 
ed all his skill and the maximum use of 
what little control he had over his 
gainly vehicle to prevent it from being 
capsized. Within. minutes. he was racing 
northward at 500 kilometers an hour: 
then, аз suddenly as it had started. the 
turbulence ceased; he was still moving 
at high speed but in smooth ай. He 
wondered if he had been caught in thc 
ип equivalent of a jet stream. 

n the snowstorm suddenly dis- 
solved and he saw what Jupiter had 
been preparing for him. 

Kon-Tiki had entered the funnel of a 
gigantic whirlpool, at least 300 kilome- 
tery across. The balloon was being swept 
along a curving wall of doud: overhead. 
the Sun was shining in a clear sky, but 
th. this great hole in the amos- 
è drilled down to unknown depths 
until it reached a misty floor where 
lightning flickered almost continuous! 

Though the vessel was being dragged 

no 

ме danger. Falcon increased the 

heat into envelope. until 

Kon-Tiki hovered at a constant altitude. 

until then did he abandon the 

astic spectacle outside and consid 
again the problem of the radar. 

The nearest echo w 
ау away—and all of them, 
realized. were distributed 
they were moving 
ught in the whir 
pool like Kon-Tiki itself, He aimed the 
telescope along the radar bearing and 
found himself looking at à curious mot- 
tled cloud t most filled the field ol 
view. 

It was not easy to see, being only a 
little darker than the whirling wall of 
mist that formed its background. Not 
until he had been staring for several 
minutes did Falcon realize that he had 
met it once belorc. 


Control, 
n 


however. of the 
bbed 


immed 
flow of 


s now only 40 


kilome: 


“Gentlemen, you have one hell of a sick 
battleship on your hands!” 


it had been crawling 
across the drifting mountains of foum 
and he had misti it for a giant. 
manytrunked tree. Now at li 
appreciate iis real size 

md he could give іга be 
ity image in his mind. It did not resen 
ble a tree at all bur a jellyfish—a medi- 
за, such as might be met tri 
tentacles as it drifted along the 
i 
medusa was two kilometers 
nd its scores of dangling te 
They 
swayed slowly k and forth in. perfect 

i aking more than a minute for 
mplete undukitjon—almost as il 
the creature were clumsily rowing itself 
through the sky. 

The other echoes were more distant 
nedusae; Falcon turned the telescope on 
half a dozen and could see no variations 
n shape or size. They all seemed to be 
of the same species and he wondered 
just why they were drifting lazily around 
in this 1000kilometer orbit, Perhaps 
they were feeding upon the aerial plank- 
кей jn by the whirlpool 
i itself had been. 

Do you realize, Howard," said Dr. 
Brenner when he had recovered from 
his initial astonishment. “thar this thing 
is about a hundred thousand. times as 
large as the biggest whale? And even if 


The first time 


5s of the Gulf Stre: 
This 
across 


T 


million tons! | ciwt even. guess 
it must generate. me 


ts buoyancy. 
а аад, why i 
Hector?” 

est idea. Can you 


S just 
3 damn good 
"E haven't the f 


get any loser? 


Bremers question was not an idle 
il Falcon changed altitude to take 
tage of the differing wind velocities. 
he could approach the medusa as closely 
the moment, he preferred 
40 kilometers and said so, 


swered a little reluctantly 
where we are for the p 
ive Falcon а certain wry amuse- 
tra 100,000 kilometers made 
Me difference ta one’s point 


two hours, Kon- Liki 
y in the gyre of the 
geat whirlpool, while Falon experi- 
mented with filters and camera contrast, 
trying to get a dear view of the medusa. 
He began to wonder if its clusive colori- 
tion were some kind of camoullage; per- 
haps. like many animals of Earth, it was 
trying to lose itself k- 
ground. That was a trick used both by 
hunters and by the hunted. 

In which caregory was the medusa? 
That was a question he could. hardly 
expect do have answered in the short 
lime t was lelt tọ him. Yet just be- 
fore noon. without the slightest warnin 
the answer came. 

Like a squadron of antique jet fight 
crs, five mantis cme sw g through 
the wall of mist that formed the funnel 
of the vortex. They were flying in а V 
lormation. direcilv toward the pallid 
cloud of the d there 
no doubt, in Falcons mind. th, 
they were on the attack. He had been 
quite wrong to they were 
harmless vegetarians. 

Yet everything ha 


the 
drifted uneventfull 


For ne: 


ppened at such a 


285 


leisurely pace that it was like watching a 
slow-motion film. The mantas undulued 
along lometers an how 


it seemed ages before they reached the 
medusa, which continued to paddle im 
perturbably along at an even slower 
speed. Huge though they were, the man- 
las looked tiny beside the monster the 

were approaching: when they Mapped 
down onto its back, they appeared about 
as large as birds landi a whale 

Could the medi 
con wondered. As long as they avoided 
those huge, clumsy tentacles, he did not 
sce how the attacking mantas could be 
in any danger. And per 
was not of il 
be insignificant parasite: 
fleas upon a dog 

But now 
dusi was 
slowness, jt began 10 tip over. 
apsizing ship. After ten minutes, it had 
ed 15 it was also rapidl 
losing altitude, It was impossible not to 
feel a sense of pity for the beleaguered 
monster. and to Howard Falcon the 
sight. brow iter memories. In a gro- 
tesque way, the fall of the medusa was 
almost a parody of the dying Queen's 
last moments. 

Yet he knew that his sympathies were 
on the wrong side. High intelligence 
could. only develop among predators 
not among the drifting browsers of ci. 
ther sca or aii The mamas were [ar 
closer 10 hi n was this nstrou 
hag of gas: and anyway, who could renl- 
fy sympathize with a creature 100.000 
imes larger than a whale? 

Then he noticed that the medusa’s 
а to be having some elfect. 
The mantis had been disturbed by. its 
slow roll and were flapping heavily aw 
from k—like gorged vultures i 
terrupted at mealtime. But they die 
move very а dew 
meters from the still capsizing monster 

There was à sudden, blinding Il 
Iu, sy ved with a crash of sia 
over the radio. One of the ma 
ly nwisting end over end, was pl 

ghi downward. As 
ed behind i а smoky black pl 
‘Though there could be no fire, the 
semblance to an aircraft going dow 
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even aw 


s seem 


ic 
s. slow- 


James was quite uncam 
1n unison. the rc mantas 
dived steeply away from. the medusa, 


rude, Wit 
k into 
1 of doud По hey had 
emerged. And the medusa, no longer 
falling, began to roll back toward the 
horizontal. Soon it was sailing along 
once more on ап even keel, as if noth- 
ing had happened. 

“Beautiful 
moment ol 
veloped са 


gaining speed by Josi 
minutes, they had 
the w 


Brenner after а 
stunned silence. “It’s de- 
c delenses—like some of 
286 our cels and rays. But that must have 


said Dr. 


been about a million. volts!’ Can you 


In produce the 
ng looking like elec- 


see any organs thar m 
discharge? Mtl 


trod 
“No” Falcon answered, alter switch- 
ng to the highest power of the tele 
scope. "But here's something odd. Do 
you sce this pattern? Check back on the 
lier images—Pm sure it wasn't there 
before 
Y broad. motled. ba 
along the side of the 
а манін 


id had. appeared 
dusi. It formed 
war checkerboard, cach 


hey were spaced equal distances 


art, in a geometrically perfect array of 
rows and columns. 
“You're right” wid Dr. Brenner, and 


ow there was something very 
we in his voice. “That's just appe 
And Em afraid to tell you what 1 thi 
itis. 


Well. D have no reputation to lose— 
at least as a biologist. Shall 1 give my 
guess? 


“Go 
“That's a large тет: 
Fhe sort of th 
nning of the 

“I was afraid you'd say that, Now we 
know why it gave such а massive echo.” 

“But why has it just appeared? 

"Probably ап айстейса of 
charge.” 

"Eve just had. anothe 

Icon. rather slowly." 
"s listening to us?" 
n this frequency? E doubt it. Those 
meter—no.decameter antennas, 
ng by their size. Hmm .. . that's an 
is 

Di. Brenner fell silent, obviously con 
templating some new line of thoi 
Presently, he continued: 1 het 
tuned to the radio outbursts! 
something nature never round to 
doing on Earth, We have animals with 
sonar and even electric senses. but noth. 
ing ever developed 


the dis- 


thought.” said 
do you suppose 


they're, 
That's 


radio sense. 


bother. where there was so 

Bu it's different here. Jupiter is 
drenched v energy, Des worth 
while ybe even tapping it 


That thing could be a Пол 
plant” 

A new voice cut into the conversatii 

“Mission Commander here. This is all 
y interesting—but there's a much 
npor matter to settle. /s it 
intelligent? V so, we've got to consider 
the First Contact directives.” 

“Until 1 came here.” said Dr. Brenner 
somewhat rucfully, 7I we 
that anything that 
wave mna system must be intel 
gent. Now Fm not sure, This could have 
evolved naturally. 1 suppose i 
fantastic than the штап eye. 

“Then we have 1 play safe 
sume intelligence. For the present, there- 


g power 


ald have sworn 
make a short- 


"s no more 


nd as- 


fore, this expedition comes under all the 
clauses of the Prime Directive. 

Vhere was a long silence while every- 
onc on the radio circuit absorbed. the 
implications of this. For the fist time in 
the history of space flight, the rules that 
had been established through morc than 

century of argument might have to be 
applied. Man had—it was hoped— prot 


ited from his mistakes on Earth, Not 
only moral considerations but his own 
selbinterest: demanded that he should 


not repeat them among the planets. It 
could be disastrous to treat а superior 
ntelligence as the American settlers had 
treated the red. 
everyone had treated the Afric 

The first rule w 
апаке no atte 


: Keep your distance 


had plenty of time to st 

what was meant by plenty of no 
one had ever been able to decide: it w 
left to the discretion of the man on the 
spot. 

\ responsibility of which he had never 
dreamed had descended upon Howard 
Falcon. Iu the few hours that remained 
10 him on Jupiter, he might become the 
first ambassador of the human race 

And that way an ivony зо delicic 
that he almost wished the surgeons had 
estored to him the power of laughuer. 


PRIME DIRECTIVE 


ow 


It was я p бакет. bnt Falon 
scarcely noticed as he strained his eyes 
toward that living cloud in the field of 


the telescope, The wind that was still 
sweeping Kou-Ti around the 


1 now 
20 kilometers of the 
much closer than ien. 
e "Though 
the medusas el 
tric weapons were shortranged, he did 
not wish ro put the maner to the test 
That would be a problem for future ex- 
ad he wished them luck 

Now it was quite dark in the са 
1 that was strange, because sunset 
s away, Automatically, he 
glanced at the horizontally sear 
dar. ay he had done every few m 
from the medus: 
there way no oll 
kilometers of him 


funnel of the € 


brought him within 
if he go 


creature 
1 
he felt c 


моц 


he was study 


object witht 


id he 
the sound that had come booming 
б of the Jovian might—the throbbi 
at that more and 
then stopped mid-cescende. The whole 
caspule vibrated with it. like a ре 
kettledrun 

Howard 
almost 
den. 
sou 


Suddenly, wih s 
he: 


power, 


grew more 


Falcon realized two things 
ulaneously, during the sud- 
hing This time, the 
1 was nor coming from thousands 
of kilometers away. over a radio circuit. 
cas in the very atmosphere around 


silence, 


The second thought was even more 
He had quite forgotten—it 
was inexewsable, but there had been 
other apparently more important. things 
his mind—that most of the sky above 
him was completely blanked ош by 
Kon- Tiki’s gasbag. Being lightly silvered 
to conserve its heat, the great balloon 
n effective shield both to radar and 
to vision. 

He had known this. of course: it had 
been a minor defect of the design, toler- 
ated because it did not appear important. 
lr seemed very important 10 Howard 
Falcon помах he siw that fence of 
gigantic tentacles, thicker than the trunks 
of amy tree, descending all around. the 


was 


capsule. 
He head Brenner yelling: "Remem- 
ber the Prime Directive! Don't alarm 


ic" Before he could make an appropri- 
ме answer, that overwhelming drumbeat 
d in d drowned all other 


of a really skilled test pilot 
is how he reacts not to foresccable emer- 
gencies but to ones that nobody could 
have anticipated. Falcon did not hosite 
second to analyze the 
s us dh ao lighiningswift 
movement, he pulled the rip cord. 

That word haic survival 
from the days of the first hydrogen. bal- 
loons; on Kon Tiki, the rip cord did not 
tear open the gasbug but merely operat- 
ed a хә of louvers round the upper 
carve of ihe envelope. М оше, ihe hot 
sas started to rush өш; Kon-Tiki, de- 
prived of her lift, began to [all swiftly i 

gravity field two and a hall times as 
as Earth's. 
ad а 


was 


mom 


ry glimpse of 
whipping upward and 
way. he had just time to note that they 
were studded with kuge bladders or sacs, 
presumably 1o give them buoyancy. and 
that they ended in multitudes of thin 
feelers like the roots of a plant. He half 
expected a boli of lightning, but noth- 


ing happened 
His preci] € of descent was 
slackening as the atmosphere thickened 


4 the deflated envelope acted as а 
parachure, Kon-Tiki had dropped. more 
than three kilometers: it should. be sife 
to close the louvers again, By the time 
he had restored buoyancy and was in 
equilibrium once more, he had los 
other two kilometers of altitude and 
ting dangerously near his safety limit. 
He peer rsiously through the 
overhead windows, though he did not 
expect to se anything except the ob- 
saning bulk of the balloon. But he had 
slipped during his descent and part 
ol the medusa was just visible а couple 
of kilometers above him. It was much 
closer thin he expected—ind й was still 
coming down, Lister than he would have 
believed possible. 

Mission Control. was calling anxious 
ly: he shouted, "m OK but its still 


comit 
Th 


after me. 1 can't go any deeper.” 
t was nor quite true. He could ро 
а lot decper—about 300 kilometers. But 
would be a one-way trip and most of 
the journey would be of little 
him. 


terest 10 


Then, to 
the 


medusi ма 


er with caution—or perhaps й, 100, 
found this deeper layer. uncomfortably 
hot. The temperature was over 50 de- 
grees and Falcon wondered how much 
his life-support system could han- 
пег 
Dr. Brenner was back on the 
ill worrying about the Prime Di 
Remember—it may only be inquisi- 
tive!” he ied without much conv 
tion. “Try not to frighten it!” 
Icon was getting rather tired of this 
md recalled a TV discussion he 


n. After the full implica- 
ime Directive had been 
spelled out, the incredulous 
d exclaimed: “So if there were 
ust sit мй! and let 
myself be The lawyer had not 
even cracked a smile when he answered: 
“That’s an excellent summing up." 


tions of the 
carefully 


Te had seemed funny at the time; it 
was not at all amusing now. 

And the Icon saw something that 
made him even more unhappy. The 
medusa was still hovering a kilometer 
above him—but one of its tentacles 
becoming incredibl 
stretching down toward Kon-Tiki. thin. 
ning out at the same time, As a boy, hi 
had once seen the funnel of a tornado 
descending from a storm coud over th 
s plains; the thing coming to 
him now evoked vivid 


memories of that 
the sky. 

ош of optiot 
he reported to Mission Control. “I now 
have only a choice between frightening 
ing it ab 1 


digestible, if that's what it has in mind. 

He waited for comments from Bren- 
ner, but the biologist remained silent. 

"Very well—it’s пакету суеп minutes 
ahead of time, but Um starting the ign 
n sequencer, T hope ГЇЇ have enough 
reserve to correct my orbit Later." 

He could no longer sce the medusa: 
was directly overhead once more. But he 
knew that the descending tentacle must 
now be very close то the balloon. Ht 
would take almost five minutes to bring 
the reactor up to full thrust, 

The fusor w ned. The orbit com. 
puter had mor rejected the situation 


"We must consider the health o[ the 
communily, we must consider our image and we must 
consider the fine of $25,000 а day.” 
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wholly impossible. The air scoops 
we 

surrounding hydrohelium on den 
Even under optimum conditions, т 
would have been the moment of truth 
ог there had been по way of testing 
nuclear ram jet would really work. 
in the strange atmosphere of Jupiter. 

Very gently, something rocked Kon- 
Tiki. Falcon tried to ignore it. 

Ignition had been planned ten kilo- 
meters higher than this. in an atmos. 
phere of less than a quarter of the 

апа 30 degrees cooler. Too 


open, ready to gulp in tons of the 
ad, 


how 


s the shallowest dive he could 
get away with for the air scoops to 
work? When the ram ignited, he'd be 
heading loward Jupiter, with two and a 
f g to help him get there, Could he 
ly pull out in time? 
. heavy hand patted the bal 
loon. The whole vessel bobbed up and 
Чох like one of the yo-yos that h 
just become the craze back on Earth. 
Of course, Brenner might be perfectly 
right. Perhaps it was just trying to be 
friendly. Maybe he should try to talk to 


it over the radio. Which should it be: 


Pretty pussy”? "Down, Fido!"? or 
me to your leader”? 

The citiunedeuterium ratio was cor- 
rect. He was ready to light the candle, 
with a 100,000,000-degree match. 

The thin tip of the came 
slithering round the edge of the balloon. 
only 90 meters away. It was about the 
size of an clephant’s trunk and by the 
delicate way it was moving, appeared to 
be almost as sensitive. There were litle 
palps at its very end. like questing 

nouths. He was sure that. Dr. 
would be fascinated. 

This scemed about as good a time 
any. He gave a swift scan of the entire 
control board, started the al four 
second ignition count, broke the safety 
Hand pressed the JErisox switch. 

Th p explosion and an 
instant loss of weight. Kon Tiki was Fall 
ing freely. nose down. Overhead, the 
discarded. balloon acing upward, 
dragging the inquisitive tentacle with it, 
kon had no time to sce if the gasbag 
actually hit the medusa, because at that 
moment the ram jet fired and he h 
other matters to think about. 

А roaring column of hot hydrohelium. 
was pouring out of the reactor nozzles. 
swiftly building up thrust—but. foward 
Jupiter, not away from it, He could not 
pull out yet, for vector control. was too 
sluggish, Unless he could gain complete 
control and hieve horizontal flight 
within the next five seconds, the vehicle 
would dive too deeply into the amos 
phere and would be destroyed. 

With ng slowness—those five 
seconds seemed like 50—he managed to 


"Take 


tentacle 


Brenner 


was а shan 


agoni. 


Haven out. then pull the nose upward. 
He glanced back only once and caught 
al glimpse of the medusa many kilo- 
meters away. Kon-Tiki’s discarded gis- 
bag had apparently escaped from its 
grasp. lor he could sce no sign of it 

Now he was master once more— 
longer drifting helplessly on the winds 
of Jupiter but riding his own column of 
atomic fire back to the stars. ‘The ram 
jet would steadily give him velocity and 
altitude, until he had reached near orbit- 
ab speed at the fringes of the amos 
phere, Then, with a brief burst of pure 
rocket power, he would regain the frec- 
dom of space. 

Hallway to orbit, he looked south and 
saw the t lous enigma of the Great 
Red Spot— island twice the 
size of E ng up ove 
zon. He stared into its mysterious beauty 
until the computer warned him 
conversion to rocket thrust was only 60 
seconds ahead, then tore his gaze reluc 
tantly away. 

"Some other rime. 

“What's that?” s 

What did you say 

“It doesn’t matt 


he murmured. 
«| Mission Control. 


" he repli 
BETWEEN TWO WORLDS 


How 


“You're a hero now 
Webster. "mot just a celebrity. You've 
given them something to think арон 
есте some excitement into lives. 
Nor ane 1 armally ravel 
to the Outer. Giams—but the whole hu- 
man race will go in imagination. And 
that’s what counts," 

“Fm glad r0 have made your job a 


little easier. 

Webster was тоа old a friend to 
olfense at the note of irony. Yer it 
surprised him: this was not the first 
chin 
since the return from Jupiter. 

The pointed to th 
famous sign on his desk, borrowed from 
n impresario of an cartier i 


in Howard that he had noticed 


administrator 


е: ASTONISH 


not asl 
knowledge, 
very well. E 
and excitement. 
you've 


resources—they'r 
Iso. novelty 
с avel has become 
made й 


Ir need 


routine: а great adven- 
ture once more. It will be a long. long 
time before we get Jupiter pigeonholed. 
And maybe longer still before we under- 
stand chose mec I still think that 
one knew where your blind spot 
Anyway, have you decided on your next 
move? Saturn, Uranus, Neptune—vou 
name it. 
1 don't know. I've thought about 
Saturn, but Pm not really needed there. 
It's only one gravity. ne d a half 
like Jupiter. So men can handle it” 
Men, thought Webster. He said men. 
He's never done that before. And when 
n use 


as. 


two 


the word we? 


He's 


changing—slipping away from us. 


"Well," he said aloud, rising from his 
chair to conceal his slight wi 
"Lets get the conference started. The 
cameras аге all set up and everyone’ 
waiting. You'll meet a lot of old 
friends. 


st word. but How 
the leathery n 
of his face was becoming more and more 
difficult to read. Instead, he rolled back 
fom the administrators desk. unlocked 
his undercarriage so that it no longer 
formed a chair and rose on his hydrau- 
lics to his full seven feet of height. It had 
Leen good psychology on the part of the 
surgeons to give him that exa 12 
aches аз some compensation for all else 
that he had lost when the Queen had 


He stressed the 
showed no response 


He 
the door. th 


waited il Webster 1 
en pivoted nearly on 
balloon tires and headed for it 
smooth and silent 30 kilomet 
hour. The display of speed and preci 
sion was not flaunted arrogantly; al 
ady, it was quite unconsc 
Howard Falcon. who had once been 
man and could still pass for one over a 
voice circuit, felt a Gim sense of 

chievement—ind. for the first time i 
years, something like peace of mind. 
Since his return from Jupiter. the night- 
mares had ceased. Не had found his role 
t last. 

He knew now why he had dreamed 
about that superchimp aboard the 
doomed Queen Elizabeth. Neither man 
nor beast, it was between two worlds 
and so was he. 

He alone could travel unprotected on 
the lunar surface: the life-support system 
inside the metal cylinder that had re- 
placed his fragile body functioned 
ly well in space or under water. 
ауйу fields ten times that of E 
were an inconvenience but nothing 
And по gravity was best of all. 

Phe human race was becoming more 
remote from him, the ties of kinship 
more tenuous. Perhaps these airbreath 
ing. itive bundles of 
stable carbon compounds had no right 
beyond the 
stick to their 
Moon, Mar 

Someday, the 
would be machi 
neither. Mi 


d opened 
his 


rth 


more. 


ations 


si 


tmosphere; they should 
natural homes—Earth, 


real masters of space 
nes, not men—and he 
uly conscious of his 
destiny. he took a somber pr a his 
unique Joncliness—the first immortal. 
midway between two orders of cre 

He would, after all. be an 
dor: between the old and the new—be 
tween the асациеу of carbon and the 
creatures. of m who must one day 
supersede them. 

Both would have ne 
troubled centuries that 


was 


mbassi- 


1 of him in t 
y ahead, 


FIND YOURSELF IN 
THE AIR FORCE. 


‘SCOTT, IRWIN & WORDEN 
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С\Й р (continued [гот pa; 


underwear and as we walked, I pri 
Please, God, pleasc—let me do all 
d not puke or be impotent or forget 
oes where, please let me Luck 
this child, please just let me shove my 
nasty otd shlong into this teenaged child's 
īm Title pussy se lec me do ай 
ht, and. then, ‚ You can do 
anything You want with me—but please, 
d, dowt let me come this close to 
ecstasy without letting me have i 

We st down on my king-sized bed. 1 
took olf her underwear amd her boots 
and then I climbed on top of her and 
climbed inside of her and it was marve 
ous—just absolutely incredibly marve 
ous—and, mercifully, 1 hadn't forgotten 


how to do it. I don't think my perform 
ance was а 


ian 


yung morc 
tent, having put away 
everything, but. D wasn’t too bad, 
and in the moment of orgasm 1 would 
cheerfully have died or converted to 
Catholicism on the oltchance that the 
God Vd been dealing with hadn't been 
Jewi 

We | ther for a while and then 
we got up and went into the bathroom 
and took а shower together. 1 kissed hei 
and hugged her a lot in the shower, and 
when we Gime out and toweled our 
bodies dry, she had somehow changed. 
With her makeup washed off and with 
her marvelous long hair all wet and 
without her leather clothes on, she 
looked 12 years old. | became 
really nervous, having screwed. someone 
who looked so young, amd 1 fought off 
my guilt with thoughts of her drug 
experiences and her sex experiences with 
guys like СШ. 

She зай! she'd better be getting home 
soon or her mother would worry (1 
really needed hearing about worried 


mothers at that point), so we got 
dressed and went out looking for a cib 


to take her home, She held 
the way back ro her house 
d I noticed with conside 


y hand all 
n the cab, 
dle surprise 


membered thing out of my past, What it 
was I realized, was the kind of co 
cutesy, self-conscious way of ta 
teenagers talked when Z was 
school. 

We arrived att I 
the door of the cab to let her out, 
she asked il d Jetting the 
cab go and coming inside to meet her 
mother. 1 wasn't at all cager to mect her 
mother, but I nodded dully апа paid 
the cubby. As we walked up to her door, 
she said to n 

Т hope you don't 0 
the time. 

Wh 


т house and J opened 
but 


I would n 


nk I do that all 


do 1 said. 1 


you me 


e PH) 
thought maybe she meant aski 
ler the cab go and come 
her mother 


me (0 
ide то Meet 


n making Jove?” 1 said. 
She nodded. 

ou mean vou don't usually go 10 
hed with a guy the first time vou see 


1 or wlan? 
She appeared truly hurt 

“Гус only balled, like, two other guys 
һ my life" she said, "and only alter 


sing steady with th 
“Come 


m for, like, year 
on, Shelley," 1 said. gently. 
nto tell me you went steady 


s with СШ 


CHIE!” she said. "Oh, wow, L never 
balled CHIL” 

“You didn't 

"No. I mean. he waned me 10, but E 


wouldn't Whyz" she said. "Did he tell 
you he balled me 
"Not exactly.” 1 said "E just assu 
he had. 1 mean, 1 thought you were a 
inger and everything ou 1 wouldn't 


le a move at you till about 


icc 


m 
th or filth date, 
id. 


the fou 
“Oh, wow,” she 
sou 1 went along with it was I Шом 


“The only r 


you were а big swinger. and il 1 didnt 
Td never sec you ag; 

We looked ar each other 
moment and we sew euch 
perhaps the first (and possibly the only) 
time, and th 
her mother. hi 
I knew 
П 


fava long 


other for 


the door 
ous woman 


wi She was a quite volupt- 
her саму 10s—plumper 
than you would have wished, but not 
badlooking, She blonde, Polish. 
seductive and spoke with an accent 
Well" said. Mis. Robish, looking me 
over, “so this is your young man, Shell 

“Yeah,” Shelley said and. perfunctoi 
introduced us. 

I shook 1 


was 


ds with Mr 
a Continental thing to do, 
«d reluctant to let yo ol me. 
cu young ma 
said Mis. Robisli, "very cute 

1 smiled машу and. Mrs. Robish con 
tinued holding my hand. 

"You better watch. out, Shelley, that I 
don’t take your young man away from 
" said Mis, Robish, 

At that point, a greasy looking fore 
ybe 30 years old, maybe Jess, 
ihe room. He skinny 
Juminescent and an 


- Robish, figu 


vour 


Shelley.” 


entered 
mustache, 
accent even heavier than Mis. Robish’s. 


“Ah, 
guy, “here is Maurice. M 
to Mr. Greenburg” 


ng the 
y hello 


Mamice did а lile bow and shook 
hands with me 
Grinnboorg, a great plai- 
"Gude evening, Shelley, 
id 10 Shelle 
wice and T are engaged. 10 in: 
id Mrs. Robish. 
“OR,” E said. “Well, congratulations." 
Just now,” said Mrs. Robish, “we are 
only lovers.” 
PALS HE said, 
"Perhaps you will stay «0 dinner, Mr. 
Greenburg.” said Mrs. Корі. 


"Oli. no, no thanks,” I sid. "I have 
to he going.” 
“Yes? But there is much food. Too 


much for the three of us. Perhaps vou 
will stay and help us dispose of 

"Oh, that’s very kind of you," I s 
“but no, I'm afraid I have to run.” 


said Mrs, Robish, “Where must 


you 


Мот, for God's si 
сте 


c" said Shelley 
must vou run, Mr. Cre 
id Mrs. Robish, “Another d 
engagement?" 
Well, no. not c 
"Have you eaten y 
Greenburg?” said Mrs. Robish 
"Well, no," I said, "but. . . 
Mrs. Robish took my hand а 
“Then please.” she said, 7 
мау and cat with us. Unless our 
food would offend you?” 
“Offend me," I si 
lood," в Mr 


ner 


insist yo 
mple 


id. "Of course not,” 
“Then 


you'll stay? 
“Wel.” 
There seemed no way to get 


without hurting foreign lcclings 
Excellent," said Маз. Robish. givin 
squeeze. “Maurice. get 


me into the Bi 
on the couch. 
yourself comfortable, Mr. 
Greenburg,” she said, “Now ] must go 
and cook, amd Shelley must do some 
homework, but Maurice will enteri 
you until dinnertin 

Mrs. Robish and Shelley went olf to 
their respective tasks and Maurice 
back into the room and handed me a 
Large jelly glass full of amber liquid 
with no ice in it. Т took a sip of it 
my eves widened. 


on fir 


“What is it 
Ah. Pear by 
Pear bi 
ice nodded. "Ii pleases your’ 


he 


эһ. Ves. Ve 
“ Vhank vou.” 
Maurice м 


y good. Ves.” T saniled; 


fed and. sat down 


“There they ате again!” 
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We found the traveling man arriving 
at sun-drenched Sunriver Resort, Oregc 


Re 


шешн | 
With coor eed Ана 


› The man who knows where he's... 
" going:::and who wants to look good when he gets there. 
Like rodeo champ/pilot Larry Mahan. And perhaps like you. 
The look? 100% Dacron* polyester doubleknits in blazer, 
tailored slacks and full-fashioned print shirt. In colors that go together 
beautifully...anywhere. About $55, $25 and $16 respectively. 
Wherever you're going...Jantzen looks for you. 


a 


JANTZEN INC. PORTLAND. OREGON 97208 


next to me on the couch, T eyed him 
warily. He just sat there, smiling at me. 
їз a lot of silence. 

0," T said. unable то stand the 


lence any longer. “Tell m do 
you do? 

“Please 

“What do you do? What, uh, line are 


nz" 


h. What I worl he said. 


"What hind of foundation—a chari 
ble опе?” I said. 

"Please?" 

“L say, what kind of foundation do 
you work for able one?” 

Maurice shook his head impatiently. 

"Ghar-mens;" he said. 

~Ghar-mens?” I said blankt 
- gharanens/" he said in 
peration, “cowersets, bres-heers, ghor- 


а chai 


dles—to hawld opp de buttocks and de 
tion zar mens," 
I said. 


teets. Fow 
“Foundation garments, 
nderstand.” 
Maurice nodded 
ighed. There was a 
Well" E said. "that sounds very i 
teresting. What do you do. sell the 
them or wh 
ice nodded 


Yes. 1 


imp 
other lon; 


or Hess K 


or S. Klein. the department store? 
"Hess Klein on de Skva es how I 
meet Meeses Robeesh.” 


zooms. Lawfly. You 


awf beeg bazooms: 
"Oh. Well. sure 1 guess so." 
Beeg bazooms on Meeses Robeesh." 


he said. “I fall een БГ weeth them, 
Before the feeteeng ces over, we arc 
proctically engaged 


"Well, that's very... sweet,” E said. 
"She make me very happy. thar wom- 


an, weeth lier bee 
Tawf them more than life.” 

"Tell me." 1 said, “how'd you happen 
10 end up in t 


up in the foundation-garments game?" 
Ees not what you theenk.” he said 
defensively. 
Its nol 
"Eers not that I am, how you sı 


torned оп" by cowersets, ghor«lles. bres- 

heers, oh, no. Fes only to me a job. A 

profession. For hobbies, for avocations, 

Т have other theengs. 

n. 
“Lam collector. 
“Really?” I 

collect 
"Oh. 


d. "What do you 


any theengs: ponties, staukecngs, 


air belts, theengs of thees natures. 


g 
Linggery. 
Linggery? I scc. Well, Fm glad to hear 
you're so diversified in your interests." 

Deeversification ees my life. Do you 
know | have thairty-two separate v 
ties of ponties alonc? 

"Imagine. 


ed a 
: “One of de three 
teur collections cen the en. 
tes of Americas!” 

I said. 1 began to look un 


comfortably around. “Say, 1 wonder how 

we're doing on dinner in there," I 
"Porhops sometimes you weesh 10 sce 

my collection?" said Maurice. 

Oh. Well, ma 1 said, "Mas 

Robish." I called, "how are we doing in 

there? 

Soup is on, everyone!” she replied. 

Twas immensely relieved. 


ys Later, 1 got 
ail. 


greeting card 
On the cover was a very 
cutesy with a peppy face and an 
envelope in his mouth, On the inside of 
the card was the following message: 


in 


This little doggy came to say 

He hopes you have a happy day. 

T] 1 weren't shy as shy can be, 

Га be there now instead of he 
—Love, Shelley 


first real dare with Shelley 
about a week after that. 1 took her out 
to dinner at a restaurant. just like a 
grownup. and 1 couldn't completely get 


out of my head the image of Daddy 
taking his daughter ош to cat. She had 
t 1o o how to eat 

T had Je: s before 

forgotten. Га had to learn 

ldhough E found it charm- 


ing to be the teacher, it was still slightly 
disconcertin: 
When 1 took her back to my apart 
ment afterward, she let me neck with 
her. but she stopped my hand belore it 
had crept any farther up her leg than 
the tap of her boot. 
“Whats the matt 
"Nothing." 
“Then why did vou 


"F said. 


stop me just 


100 fast," she 


“Too fast? Too fast for wh. 


“Too fast for our second da 


te you 


went to 


h me.” 


id, "but that was from 
с It doesn't count." 

“How could it not count? We went to 
bed together, We made Iove. I was inside 
you. How could that not count 
he sighed. 


a misunderst 


"Oh, wow," she said. then continued. 
to а not very bright child, "It 
didn't count because we both thought it 
was something else, And аро..." 


as 


lo because it 
then," she said. 

“And now it is?” I said. 

She nodded, looking the other way. I 
touched, but no less frustrated. 
helley. honey.” T said. ag her 
hands in mine. “that doesn’t make sense, 
does it—that it’s OK to let a guy make 
love to you if he's not i ant to you 


wast 


t important 


wi 


wrong idea about what 
am.” she said, "ihar's all” 
1 let go of her һа 


said. “I just 


years old н right d 
school. dts the 
never even happened. It's as if the whole 
sexual revolution never even happened 
1 dropped my hands and looked at her. 
helley,” 1 said. “you're a sweet, love- 
ly girl, a very sexual girl, and a very 
dear person. Making love to you was 
one of the best, most wonderful experi 
ences of my entire life. And now you’ 
telling me you're not going to ever let 
me make love to you again. Does that 
ke sense 
That's not what Fn telling you,” she 


said 
“You are go 


g to ler me make love to 
id. 


ly. 


Not tonigh! 


When?” 
“Alter a w After а few more 
dates, 


How many dates?" 1 said. 
"I don't know yet. 
^b see P said. 
jong with tl 
n you don't h 
she said. 

I said. 


And what if I don't 


to see m 


more, 
ur 


way. We didn't go to d 
other 
didn’t go to any more restaurants, be 
cause they made her feel uncomfortable. 
Instead, we double-dated with tc 
couples and we went to a 
lecnaged parties, where we 
al listened to loud rock 
smoked a lot of pot and didn’t talk. 

At one such party, in the sparsely 
furnished East Village apartment of one 
of Shelley's friends, 1 couldn't. endure 
the silence any longer and turned to 


icr par 
things that grownups do and we 


at around 
music and 
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boy of about 17 or so who was sitting 
next to me and attempted to engage 
him 


“НЕ” 
“Hi,” he sa 
“Tm Dan." I said. 


"I know,” he said. 
"Xu" T id. Then, because the si- 
lence was beginning to close in on me 


1 said, "What do you do?" 
“What do I what? 
“Do.” I said. 


"What do you me: 
"I me 
orw 
^ Well. you know,” he said. "I mean, 1 
ued to go to school. But then I, like, 
stopped. 
"How come? 
"Well. you know. It was too heavy 
you know 
“School was too heavy?" 1 said. 
“Yeah. School. the teachers. whatever 


n. do you work or go to school 


was going down—it was too heavy for 
scene. 1 


know? Too heavy a 
like, there was just no w 


me. 
m 
know” 

“So you just dropped out." 1 said. 

He nodded. 

"Аза you're not doing anything, at all 
now?" I said 

He shook his head. 

“Well.” T said. “if you dropped out of 

high school. Т guess you won't be able to 
get into college so casily." 
"Why do T need 10 go to college 
id. 
"Well. I don't know.” I said, feeling 
older and squarer every second. "To get 
a betrer job, I guess. 

“Why do I need a better job?" he 


you 


he 


To...tbe 
ple to buy nice things, to be able to 
toward a time when you ds 
njoy the fruits of your kibor and relax 
»d.. take it easy... 
"Em taking it casy right now. 
id. 

I thought about that fo 
nd then I nodded. "Y. 
have a point there," 1 s 


savi 


he 


a moment 
h, I guess you 


ic. 


My one attempt to take her to a party 
with friends my age was a disaster. The 
crowded around and slobbcred 
over her just as 1 had done at the party 
where I'd met her myself. The women 
patronized, resented and. ult 
nored her, and nobody could q 

in a conversa h her. 
arly and D took her back to 
my apartment—only to neck, not to 
fuck. 1 assured her. But once in my lair 
and once we were necking alty 
old pervert did not permit his hand to 
be stopped at the boot tops. The more 
Shelley resisted, the hotter T got to be 
inside her. We rolled onto the floor and 
struggled in silence for ncredibly 


men 


long time, as the absurdity of what 1 was 
doing kept washing over m 
Because what 1 was doing was raping 
a girl Fd already had sex with, a girl 
ng steady with, 
Ue in common with 
carry on an intelligent 
nd the strangest thing of 
never before had 1 dared to 
physically force mysell on anyone. 
Eventually, superior strength pre 
vailed, and although 1 wasn't able to ge 
her downstairs to bed or even get her 
undressed, 1 did m: 10 pin her to 
the floor with one hand and then get 
the other one inside her panties to с 
her down. Then 1 thrust my throbbing 
a under the crotch of her panties and 
nto her now-sl: nd the crime 


na 


ppery pussy. 
mated, 

Y a all resentful. 
She felt she'd tried до stop me and й 
she'd failed, she'd failed. Rape is, alter 
l. not the responsibility of the 
What 1 finally began to rea 
Shelley was that she wasn't even all that 
crazy about sex. She didn't dislike it, by 
y means, and she did, of cours 
ize that all her teenaged friends w 
doing it, but still she wasn't rea 
that crazy about it. Perhaps, 
en are supposed to reach their peak of 
desire in their late 30s, she simply wasn't 
old enough. Kittens dont appreciate 


Shelley and L had © more 
es, one of which another 
ipe, and then one day she telephoned 


1 sounded somewh; pled. 
“Listen,” she said, "like, this is re: 
drag, but 4 think I'm pregnant." 


Шу 


һай late, 


“But how could you be pr 
said. “1 mean, the pill is supposed to be 
practically foolproof.” 

7I don't use the pill,” she said. 


I had re 1 knew, in 
some novel or other. Aud now it was hap- 
pening to me in real life. 

"How could you possibly 

thing?” 1 said. 
“Well, like, I nev 
nything," she said. 
“But why didn't you at least tell me 
you weren't using anything?” I said 

“L don't know,” she said. “1 thought it 
was safe." 

І covered my eyes with my hand or 
whatever it is they do at such times in 
the movies, and then 1 told her in a sort 
of tired. resigned voice that 1 would, of 
course, pay for the abortion and that 1 


d this before, 


о! use any- 


thought I needed 


would make a few phone calls and find 
out whether we had (0 go to Puerto 
Rico or wherever to have it done. 

"Oh, wow," she said, “nobody goes to 
Puerto Rico anymore. 1 like, I've 
got the names of about six doctors i 
New York alone.’ 

ОК." 1 said, * 
cost and TI get the money 
h you.” 

At first she said she wouldn't take any 
monev from me because it had been her 


d out how much ИЛ! 
nd go there 


wi 


own fault, but T insisted it was my fault 
s well and that T could afford it bener 
could. so she grudgingly agreed 


to let me pay for it. But she didn't want 
me h her—she said she'd feel 
ple going there with a 
The only thing she wanted 
10 come back to my 
rd and recuperate for 


comfort 


more 
girlfriend. 
was то be able 
apartment afterw 
а few hours. 1 said My God. of course. 
but why only for a few hours—why not 
stay all night? I had begun a tender 
fantasy of nursing my litle girl thro 
the Jong night hours, having the first 
blue light of dawn find her past the 
crisis. looking up into my haggard face, 
her eyes bright with lov 
gather her up in my arms then 
her to be my wife. 

She explained that. wow. she couldn't 
very well stay the night, because wha 
would she tell her mother and every 
thing. and that all she wanted to do was 
соте back to my place and lie down for 
while and, since she'd probably be 
bleeding all over the place, would it be all 
right if her girlfriend took care of her 

nd D arranged to be else 

Sure, I s: ything you 
wished there were more she'd let me 
She said that paying for it 
her stay and bleed awhile 
ment than 
would call me later 
much cash she needed and when 1 was 
to be out of the apartment, and so on. 1 
hung up and started in on a у of 
her dying in some seedy little tenement 
in Brooklyn, pitifully moaning my name 
as the life forces leaked out of her once 
perky body. or else hemorrhaging to 
death in my very own bed as I watched 
helplessly in honor while prow! cars 
outside cut the Miphts and glided 
up to encircle the apartment buildi 
ever I get really disturbed about 


er 


my арат 
enough. She 
1 tell me how 


were more 


When 1 told him what I was disturbed 
he got so nervous he 
refused to even discuss it on the tele 
phone, So 1 met him on а street corner 
hot far from his office and we walked 
along Madison Avenue, pretendi 
interest in store.window displays, speak- 
ing solto voce out of th 
mouths, referring 10 


n a manne 


would have aroused the suspicions of 
any law-enforcement officer a block away 

My attorney's thinking boiled down 
to two basic approaches: first, to prepare 
ourselves now to be able to prove after 
Shelley's death that I hadn't even known 
her, much less been a party to her 
abortion; second, to encourage her to 
have the child and to negotiate with her 
beforehand a favorable contract of child 
support. [ told him he was no god- 
damned help and he apologized, mum- 
bled goodbye and took a circuitous 
route back to his office. 

I called my internist, а strait-laced 
but gentle man, who offered litle hope 
of having the thing done legally but 
who agreed to examine Shelley to make 
sure she was (a) healthy enough to hav 
an abortion and (b) pregnant enough. 
and he assured me he would treat her 
immediately after it had been done. 

Since you have undoubtedly watched 
endless TV situation comedies involv ng 
adults persuading teenagers to do some- 
thing that was for their own good but 

they thought unnecessary, 1 will 
you the details of how I convinced 
Shelley 10 visit my inter ly 
she did go, was pronounced both healthy 


Eventu: 


and pregnant (1 would've given a lot to 
have seen the look on my gentle doctor's 
face when the young woman who h 
been billed as my fiancée walked 


his office in her leather ensemble 
her prepost 
with the abortionist was finally arra 

I gave Shelley $300 in small bills. 1 
again tried vainly to talk her into le 
ting me accompany her (1 w 
what I dreaded more—going with hi 
not going), and I finally settled back to 


wait for her in my ent. 


or 


The time passed slowly. Visions of 
bloody deaths in vacant slum dwellings 
and of policemen alighting from prowl 
cars with tommy guns persisted. And 
then the phone rang. 

“Are you all right?” I said 
ah,” said Shelley, "bur it didn’t 


"What do you mean it didn't work?" 
“Well, the th that she did just 
didn't work, that’s all, and, like, I'm sup- 
posed to come back in a couple weeks,” 
“What thing didn't work? What she? 
“Ob, wow," she said. "Well, i 
hard to say now, you know 
“You mean you're calling from some- 
where that you can't spi 
"Yeah, right," she said. 
“But you're sure you're all right! 
said. 


ah. I'm positive,” she said. 
‘ou want to go and sce my inte 
"No," she said. 

you call me as soon as you can 


id. “But, 


When I didn’t hear from her 
following day, I called her, and a 
she couldn't talk. T asked if she could 
meet me later that night, but she said 
he had a big civics test coming up and 
couldn't leave the house. 1 told her I 
might drop by later aud see her. 

That night I took a cab over to her 
house. Mrs. Robish answered the door, 
ther re dressing 
gown, She looked as though she'd been 
crying. She secmed pleased to see me and 
immediately ushered me. into the living 
room and sat me down on the couch, 

"Listen, Mrs. Robish." I said. "I know 


the 


wearing a 


Shelley's studying and everything, but I 
wonder if you'd mind very much if I 
took a walk with her for ten or fifteen 
minutes.” 
With Shelley?" she said. 

"Yes. Would you mind very much?’ 

"Shelley isn’t here, Mr. Greenburg, 
she said. 

Wh 

“Shelley went out right after dinner, 
she said. 

1 looked 


her blankl 


all night tonight" I said. 
Civics test tomorrow." 
"Maybe she's studying with 
said Mrs, Robish. 
“But she's not... here 
"No," said Mrs. Robish. 
“Are you sure?" I said 
She smiled. 
Mr. Greenburg, 
perhaps she went out а 
back in and is hiding? 
No. No, I'm sorry,” 1 said. “It's just 
that I wanted to talk to her about 
something important and she sid she'd 
be here. that's all." 
Well" said Mrs. Robish, 
ten o'clock. I'm sure she'll be home 
minute now. Why don't you w 


Well." I said, "I wouldn't want to 


impose. 


id. “Don't be fool 


She suiflled and dabbed at her eyes. 
“Frankly.” she said, "Id welcome the 
company." 
“Is anythi 
said. 
"Wrong? What could be wrong?" She 
sniffed again. “Just be 
dosest fr nd to whom she is 


ag wrong, Mrs. Robis 


ause а person's 


“Oh, Howard, where did we go wrong?” 
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does not find her 
t could possibly 


ged to marr 
atiractive anymore, wh 
he wrong?" 

She sank down in a chair next to the 
couch, took a huge Kleenex out of 
normous box on the coffee table and 
began to blow her nose. I was afraid she 
was really going to go into a big crying 
scene and 1 didn't know how to h: 
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- The teas began to uickle down h 
cheeks. 
“Don't cry, Mrs. Robish. I said. 


“Please don’ 
ure, don't cry,” she said. "Do 
sorry lor yourself that а wonderfu 
to whom you have poured out the se- 
of a lifetime, а man to whom 
you've entrusted the intimacies of the 
heart, а man to whom you've permitted 
macies of the flesh, a man who 
has called your bosoms one of the three 
finest bosoms in the entire United States 
of America—don't be sorry that such a 
man would throw you away like 
paper towel.” 

At this, she broke down completely. I 
rushed over to comfort her, to pat her 
back, ло pat her head, to pat her arm. 
not knowing what else to pitt. 

“Please, Mrs. Robish, plese. He wasn't 
worth it 


old 


she said throi 


wasn’t,” I said. 


you want my hank opimon, Maurice 


was а greascball and a [etishist creep. 
She whirled on me. 


greaseball!” she said. 

I only meant—" 

Абек the things he gave me, I should 
here and let him be called a gr 
Tle 

Mrs. Robish, please,” I said. “I only 
meant— 

That man was a prince that you call 
a greaseball" She grabbed the hem of 
her dressing gown. "Look at this. Is 
the present o Һай?" 

“No, liste sorry 1 

She whipped open her dressing gown 
10 reveal tackily elegant sexy panties, 
ter belt, stockings and a really 
voluptuous figure, 

“Look at the Are these 
the presents of a greaseball?” She grabbed 
the lace edge of her bra. “Look at the 
work here. Look at it!” 

1 politely bent to look at it. 

“Oh, yes. Well, that’s ver 

"Look at this.” She grabbed the 1 
istband of her panties and held ther 
way from her body to show me. “Look 
at the work on this and then tell me if 
Us the present of a greascball." 


se- 


“Ies really. . lovely, Mrs. Robish,” 1 
stunmered, beginning to get a little 
turned on in spite of myself, 

You still think he's а greaseball?” she 
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t. I think he’s a . 
I said. 


bly one of the 
beings in the 
e United States of America,” 
Then why"—she choked on 
“does he throw me away?” 
"I don't know, Mrs. Robish," 1 s 
"Why does he no longer find me 


en 
sob— 


id. 


Т don't know. 
y that no man 


wants to be seen with ni 
No. of course not!” E said 
“Am I suddenly so old and flabby that 
no man wants t0 make love 
‘Oh, no, Mrs. Robish, not 
She peered down at her figure 
Look at me! Am I, at the age of 
forty-two, ready for anything but the 
garbage can? 


"Oh. yes. Mrs. Rob 
4. 
“No, I'm not,” she 


completely. 
теди of 5; 
them! Call them! 

As she gave way to total hysteria, I 
bbed her and held her and patted 
her back, in response to which she 
hugged me so tightly I could scarcely 
breathe and began showering me with 
grateful kisses. 

АП at once, there was the sound of a 
key in the lock of the front door, Mrs. 
Robish and 1 were blasted apart as il by 
explosion. I took a horrified look at 
the door opening, then at Mrs. Robish's 
open dressing gown, and made 4 
ab to close the latter just as Shelley 
walked into the room. 

We stood there in mid-gesture, caught 
like a freeze frame the end of a film, 
as Shelley impassively surveyed the scene. 

“You said you'd be home studying lor 


10 we you 
“Oh,” said Shelley 
өш.” 
"T sec. 


1 said. 
studying with some friend. 


she said. 
"b sce,” I said. 1 looked at Mrs. 
bish. “Do you think it would be all r 


ked with Shelley outside Гог a 
1 said. 
h nodded. I led Shelley to 


the door looked back briefly at Mrs. 
Robish, and then went outside 
Shelley and I stood awkwardly outside 
her house. 
“I have a confession to 


ke t0 you,” 


she said. 

“What 

“I wasn't studying at а friend's house 
just now.” 

You weren 


full report on the 
unsuccessful abortion attempt. It seems 
that the abortionist, a lady doctor, pre- 
ferred to use nonsur bort- 


n Shelley a drug to ta һай not 
worked. I was relieved that surgical pro- 
cedi 


old M 


Ше nymphet 
her essly as possible of 
her untimely motherhood. 

1 called my internist and 
name of the drug that Shelley said she 
been He said that he was famili 
with the drug, that it was reasoi 

but that as far as he knew, it was 
seldom etfectiv 


safe. 


Early the following 
sitting at my desk, wor 
script, when the phone т 


evening, T was 
son a mami 
ig- I picked it 


up and a somewhat nervous, accented 
ice said hello. 
Hi, Mis. Robish," 1 said. 
ized my voice?” she siid 


“You have a very distinctive voice,” 1 


Greenburg, tell me. You arc 


“Alone? Right now, you mea 
"Right now in your apart 
“Yes. Why? 


Speak to me? 1 mean—right now 
"Yes. Unless you don't want m. 
Jules I don't want you? 


busy, Mr 


Busy? Oh, no," 1 said. "Not at all. If 
'd like to come over, by all means do 


“Yes. of course D have the address," 
she said. "How could I come there if 1 
have not the address? 

“Well, good," I said. "When should 1 
exped. you, then?” 
leave the house right now,” she 
“Oh, OK. fine, See you in à 
le, Mrs. Robish.” 

1 hung up very perplexed. Ii w 
entirely possible that she had learned of 
Shelley's pregnancy 
some sort of dreadful d 
it. On the oth 


id. 
ише 


id wished 10 
ussion with me 
d, it was just 


ave 


Iie 


“And then, for aprés-sex, we have Charles.” 
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Mis. Robish, 1 figured Vd keep an open 
mind on the subject and prepare for 
such ity, should it come to 
that. 

1 tore into the bathroom, whipped off 
my work shirt and jeans and tried on a 
number of sedate but dresy outfits. At 
one point I even toyed with the idea of 
wearing a tie. D finally pur the tie away 
hut settled on something far too dressy 
Г 


athome we: 
Ir 
shades 


at drawing 
ng on low, 


1 around the арат 
1 curtai 
ights 1 a 


the 


а record on 
ided it was too 


seduc 
phonograph and then de 
porary. 1 changed it to a thi 


ve 


чө 
w; 
so 1 changed it to something hoke 
tinkly bells and drums. 
The doorbell rang. 1 grabbed. my tie 
d pur it on alter all, changed the 
record back 10 W. d raced for 
the door. 


E 
gner. That seemed much too heavy, 
and 


ig by 


10 


“Well, well. Hello there, Mrs. Robish,” 
A said. 
She 


looked 
the 


inte 
ic lighting. 
then she no- 
а dress-up 


cme in, 
d took in 
record, 
hastily t 


sedly 


clothes 
“Why didn't you tell me you were 
etting ready t0 go out?” she said. 


“Oh, but In Oe PEED 
Пасау dress this way ar home when Fm 


non" 1 


working. T find it... gives the work 
more dignity that y 

“АҺ, 

“Well. come 
down, sit dowi 


“Thank you, t 
Robish. “L will, I will." 

She хи down on the сопа. 
"What c 
"Whatever you're having will be fine.” 
och?" 

"You don't by happen to 
© a bit of pear brandy?" she said. 
"I'm afraid not." 

“Then anything y 

T went to the 
mixed wo strong drinks, then ic 
the couch, | had а H 
ng exactly how close to sit to her, 
but. finally hi 
tance and хи down. 


you 


€ will be fine.’ 
| nervously 


bar 


de ir 


to 


upon a compromise dis- 
here was 


There was another pause and 1 no- 


iced she was star nds. 
‘One ol those is lor mez^ she 
finally- 
“Oh, of course,” ] said. 


the drii 


and handed her on 
holdin; 


“You get no more Dog Yummies, Mr. Weeks 


until you pay your bill!” 


We clinked glasses. 
“Fo whatever... it 


“You're very sweet, 
She reached ош 10 give my neck an 

allcaionare squeeze, which E n 

stiued as а pass and. immediate 


kissing her hand and was hallway up 
her 


irm belore т 
н а friendly gesture. 1 withdrew 
«d to compose myself. 

Mrs Robish after 


agi 


зо" I said. 
7Well," said Mis. Robish, "where sl 
1 begi 
1 don't know,” 1 said. 
“I you think this is 
‚ “you aken.” 
down at her 
is 
ately stood up. 
o. pl 1, restraining 1 
"Fm glad you've come. Fm deli 
you've come.” 


sl 
looked 
ps 1 should nor 


sv for me, 
She 


ve even come, and medi. 


“Perhaps you would not be so delight- 
ed if you knew why I she ssid, 

“Oh... well. 

“Do you know why I am here?" 

Well.” 1 said. "Fm nor sure. but 1 
+++ have some suspicions.” 

“You know. she said, "D was not 


i tO come at fist. I said to myself, 
why do you 1 


to bother 


ve 


young шап, when he probably hus 
enough already on his mind as it is? 1 
1 ао myself, Pola, leave rhe young 


do m 


an alone пе another 


complic 


her in what 1 hoped was an 
re of sympathetic underst 
ned in closer to her. 

"But. the 
how warm and. consider 
me the other night ar my hom 

"Yes..." E said softly. lean 

7E remembered all the wonderful умее 
things vou s 

“Yes. 7 Paid. leaning even closer. 

“I remembered how you siid ло me I 
was not garbage to be taken away by the 
Bureau of Sanitation...” 

"Yes..." D said, my lips duce 
from hers 

“T remembered how you said [was not 
so old and Iabby aud ugly that no man 

ant to make love to me...” 
2.7 I whispered. two 


remembered 
e you were to 


she said. “I 


i] to me... 


ches 


“And Т sid to myself, Pola, just be- 
cause Maurice the Inguate, Maurice the 
ert, Maurice ihe Greaseball wants 
o throw you into the garbage can and 
have you taken hy the Buresn of 
ition does not mean that Mr 
Gre he fine young friend of your 

индет Shelley, will want this abo.” 

“Yes...” L whispered, an inch away 


what you want, then you will ask the 
handsome Mr. Greenburg and perhaps 
he will not refuse you. I said, perhaps he 
be able to give you what you want or 
least not be disgusted by the request 
Anything." 1 


breathed, 
‘anything 


She cupped my face and gazed deeply 
into my 

Can you lend me four hundred dol- 
she said. 

I knew somehow thar she bad nor 
actually said what D thought she had 
said, but it seemed best to check. 
Can I do what” 1 whispered. 

“Lend me four hundred dollar 

Overcome with sudden weariness, 1 
sank back against the cushions of the 
couch. 
knew 1 should not have asked it,” 
she said. “I knew it. I said to myself 
Pola, don't ask him. Don't. It is not fair 
for you to burden another with your 
problems. It for you to ask 
another person with problems of his 
own for such а sum of money, even if he 
has it and could spare it and even if you 
yoursell need it so desperately since you 
lost your job that you and your daugh- 
ter will have to live on dry cer 
week-old bread and spoiled mil 
rest of your lives. 

She began to ay. 

“I sid, don't ask 


I. 


for the 


it of h even 
though it would only be for a short 
period of time and you would cheerfully 
pay him twelve- halt percent. inter- 
est on the Ioan and as collateral put up 
dishes, your vacuum cleaner and 
your dorhes," she said. “I said, better you 
should get the money clsewhere, from 
strangers, I said, better you should sell 


your 


s such а wonderful warm. 
id- m 


young man as Mr. Greenburg, 1 
No! Please! Stop!" I said. I couldn't 
take it anymore, D ran to my desk, 


grabbed my wallet, ran back to the couch 


nd dumped a bunch of five and ten- 
dollar bills into her lap. "Here! Take it!" 
I said, "Here! Please! 

1 ran and got my checkbook and 
whipped off a check for the remaining 


amount and thrust it into her hand. 
"Here! Here's ше money! T it! 
Ple. 

Terribly moved, she looked at the 


bills in her lap and at the check. Then 
she looked up Then she handed 
it all back. 


"D cart" she sid. "T the 
money. Here. 
“No, you take it" Please, 


Take it. I w 
Do me a favor 


nl you to take it. Please. 
nd take it. PI 


"Roy, here, is our token Negro, Wing-Ho is our 


token Oriental and. Brucie, there. . . . 


1 pushed it all back at her. She 
pushed it all back at me. It shuttled 
back and forth between us for sever 
seconds, g up back in my 
hands. She looked up at me with over- 
powering emotion. 

“You are the finest human being I 
have ever met," she said and kissed me 
full on the mouth, 

1 melted. She hugged me tight, kissed 
me again, then, holding me by the 
shoulders at arm's length, she looked at 
me and smiled. 


Alb right" she said. She shook her 
head and sighed. “АШ right 


" She sighed 


"ED tak 
She took thi 
and stood up. 
"God bles you," she said, her eyes 
wet, "God bless vou." 
She went to the door. 
"God bless you," she said. 
She opened the door, blew me a 
and softly closed the door behind h 
Ten or 12 days after that, Shelley 
again visited the little old abortionist 
in given the same drug, and 


the money. 
money out of my hands 


E 


third attempt. Time 
Shelley was by then two а 
months pregnant and I knew it was prac- 
cally impossible to have an illegal abor- 
tion after the third month of pregnancy. 

The third administration of the drug 
proved unsuccessful as well and the doc- 
tor told Shelley she would then attempt 
another abortive technique, more severe 
than the previous one but also nonsurgi- 


cil. The doctor warned that there might 
be unpleasant aftereffects, so 1 was able 
to persuade Shelley to return to my 
apartment after the treatment and 
spend the night in my care. She agreed, 
worked out an elaborate lie to tell her 
mother and told me to expect her about 
ten тәм. 

Ten 


"м. came and went without Shel- 
ley’s arrival, but I knew how difficult it 
was to predict what time one would be 
home from even an appointment with a 
legitimate doctor, so 1 didn't become 
until about midnight. 
night to one o'clock, 1 found 
ng a lot of nervous humming 
and pacing and twitching; and from one 
o'clock to two o'clock, I was involved in 
а heated discussion with God about 
ing me too literally when I'd said He 
could do thing if He just let me 
screw her. Ar 2:30 the doorbell rang and 
when I saw that it was Shelley, I grabbed 
her and held her so tightly T almost 


." I said. leading her over to 
iow do you feel?” 
“Oh, wow,” she said, "a little tired." 


poor kid. Are you all 
7I guess so," s 
half slouch in the dl 
"What took so long 
there complications or wl 
"Oh. no. no compl 
"hen what took so long? 


“Well. like. on the way back Irom the 
abortionist, we ran into some kids we 


knew who wi 
thèque in the 


g to this new disco- 


ев 


ast Village and it sounded 299 
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like a groove, so we went with them." 
"Let me sce if I've got this straight,” I 

said. “After your abortion you went 

dancing? Is that what you're telling me? 


“Yeah, but only for a couple hours,’ 


1 said. trying mightily to 
remain composed. 
‘What's wrong with you?" she said. 


“Well, aside from the fact that. while 
you were dancing. all of your guts could 
have slid ош of your aotch onto d 
dance floor. you happen to be about 
four and а half hows late and 1 was a 
little concerned about your safety." 

sh chilling look of unbe- 
tment and sadly shook 


her head. 
dh, wow. 


" she said. “Oh, wow 


Then she went to bed. 
Our relationship. if шас what you 
want to call it, was not too terrific after 


that. The fourth abortion attempt had. 
led and a filth was arranged for the 
following weekend, when I would be 
out of town on business and Shelley and 
her girlfriend could use my apartment. 
Thad by that time caught Shelley in 


1 who accompanied he 
trips 10 the abortionist 
al girlfriend. named 
former boyfriend 


on he 
was somet 
cathy and sometimes 
ed P ahe ted, she 
no longer felt anything but friendship: 
(2) the two occasions on which she'd 
broken dates with me to be with her 
lonely had actually been 
spent with her lonely widowed mother 
and Peter; (3) the kindly white-haived 
July doctor who was trying to abort 
Shelley was neither kindly nor white 
пей, nor was she а doctor—she was 
Puerto. Ri wom: 


à who'd 


le and go 
anl ihe iedimnique she w 
curently using on Shelley involved. fill- 
nb with a hideous con- 

coction of penicill 
1 had. partially suspected the first two 

things but had no idea at all of the 
third. The confrontation during which 
all of this came out took place in my 
bedroom as Shelley watched me 
ready to leave for the airport and 
plane I barely had time to catch, so 
there was litle time to do more than 
shudder and close the suitcase and. walk 
10 the door. 1 made her promise to call 
my internist at the slightest sign of trou 
ble and 1 made her promise to keep the 
ront door double locked at 
not let anyone but her girlfriend Cathy 
into the apartment, to not usc 
stronger than pot, and 
st Коре that she was even list 


эӊ up her wo 


I times, to 


е, Shelley 
bbed me 


As T opened the door to le 
suddenly said, "Hey," and gr 
and hugged me very tightly. 

1l those things 
aid into my 


“I'm sorry I told you 
that weren't true,” she 
shoulder, 


4. 


more, do you 


you, Shelley,” 1 


No. you don’t.” she said. “I can tell. 
1 lied to you a lot. and 1 don't know 
why I did, because it was so stupid, but 
I just did. And now you don't trust me 
anymore, and I don't blame you. But its 
really sad, because the thing is... I 
love you.” 

With thar, she starred to ery for the 
first time since ГА known her. 1 had 
never expected her to say anything 
about loving me—I hadn't spoken much 
about love to anyone at that point in 
my life—and it really rocked me. 1 held 
her tight and 1 told her how much she 
meant i0 me, because suddenly she 
р very great deal to me, indeed, 
and 1 told her that 1 guessed 1 loved 
her, too, amd that E would call her from 
Chicago and to take саге. Then I 
walked out the door and ran out onto 
First Avenue to hail a taxi. 

1 suppose 1 should have stayed, I 
suppose 1 should have canceled. the 
Hight reservation «md called oif the trip 
and stayed with the poor little pregnant 
girl in my apartment who'd just blurted 
out that she loved me. But that is r 
more what they do in the mov 
what you do in real lile. In real life, 
don't call olf th ss trip and you 
dowt cancel the reservation, you hail 
the taxi and ride to the airport and. get 
on the plane, no matter how strong your 
premonitions of disier. In real lile, 
you don't even get off an airplane. th: 
is still оп the though you've 
suddenly bcc ih not the pre 
nition but the certainty that the pl: 
will explode in midair somewhere over 
bectuse you would rather fice 
В death and. dismemberment th 
the possibility of public ridicule. 

1 telephoned Shelley from my p: 
home in Chicago and she informed me 
the fifth attempt at abortion had 
proved unsuccessful as well but that she 
we fine. 1 made her promise to 
visit my internist anyway and 1 said that 
we would get the whole thing resolved 
once and for all when 1 got back to New 
York. (sh r third month 
of pregnancy) and just (o sit tight. L 
told her 1 loved her 
soon, and then 1 hung up. 

My parents, though forbidden by me 
for many years to ask anything whatever 
bout my plans for marriage, were 
trying so hard to keep from asking m 


amt 


busi 


ground, 


0- 


Michig; 


ent 


was now in h 


nd I'd be home 


ar 


pout rhe girl I had just spo- 
New York and said "I love 
t they were almost in physi 


anything 
ken to 
you" to th 
cal рай 

When I got back ло New York. I 
mediately began making phone calls and 
arrangements for taking Shelley t0 Puerto 
Rico for a surgical abortion under sterile 
nd semilegal conditions. She wasn't at 
all enthusiastic about the idea, but she 
appeared to accept my tone of authority. 

My apariment seemed much as 11 
left it, and if any drug parties or org 
had occurred there in my absence, no 
evidence of either remained. Just as an 
afterthought, however, I checked my 
desk and the small night table by the 
side of ту bed to make sure my valua- 
bles were still intact, 1 felt sort ol sheep 
ish about doing it, but 1 did it anyway 

The small supply of cash 1 keep 
red to be just as Vd left it, my two 
3mm came still there, and I 
s just about to concede that my incli 
n to check my valuables had been 
pa when I realized that my tiny 
Minox cam sing. 

1 couldnt believe it. And yet it wasnt 
there. 1 emptied the drawers of the 
night table and picked through the con- 
tents. No Minox. I emptied the draws 
оГ my desk and went through them in 
painstaking detail. 1 systematically tore 
the entire apartment apart, but nowhere 
could 1 find my M 
Shelley and told her. 

“Ave you sure 
where?” she said. 

“Im positive, 
have any idea where it could һе?” 

“L don't even know what a Minox 
camera looks like," she said, and 1 be- 
lieved her. 


wi 


a wasani 


ox. 1 telephoned 


you looked every 


id. "Honey, do you 


You don't think that Cathy could 
have taken it for any reason, do you?" 1 
said. “Not o steal it, 1 mean, just to 
borrow it for some p 


“Why would Cathy do а 


that?” she said. 
ТЕ dowi know," I stid. “Listen, Shel- 
ley, do you swear to me that nobody but 


you and Cathy м 

while 1 was gone?" 
“Oh, wow.” she said, “what do you 

think we did—invite over all our friends 
nd shoot dope? 

"No, of course not," L said. though of 
course that’s what T thought. “Just swear 
to me that nobody but you and. Cathy 

cs here while E was gone and I'll 
believe you. OK?” 

“Oh, wow,” said Shelley. 

Do you swear?" E s: 

The а long silence at the other 
end of the Then: 

“If 1 tell you something, will you be 
mad at y 
"What?" 1 said warily. 
Well, on Saturday 


unc 


ew 


ne 


couple of kids 1 


It’s like getting one of these. 


It's the first slide projector 
with the excitement and 
sign of that ж rifie Grand 


The fact is, Sawyer 
x slide projectors make all 
the others look dull. They've 
got long, sleek lines, racing 
stripes and just plenty of all- 


around great styling. 

But more important, they've 
got the kind of features that 
leave comparably priced 
projectors way behind. 

Features like: Exclusive 
four-way slide handling sys 
tem that lets you use just 
about any slide tray and 
protects your slides better: 
Forward and reverse control. 


For the price of one of these. 


500- watt lamp for greater 


nd Prix won't make 
youa hero at Monaco. 

But it'll make you look 
awfully good in your living 
room when the lights go out. 


Sawyer's SI 
Another fine p 
140 West 51 Street, New York, 


Introducing the Grand Prix Slide Projector 


by Sawyer's. 


know dropped by your place and wanted 
to come in... .” 

“Yes ek 

“Well, I told them I'd, like, promised 
not to let anyone in but Cathy and 
everything, . . .” 

Jes. 

“Well, so, like, one of them had to go 
to the bathroom and everything, . . 7 

i meee d 

“Well, wow. 1 п 
tell them not to use the bathroom, 
could 1?” 

“And after they used the ba 
did they leave the 

“Well, sort of. Yeah." 

“Did they leave after 
room or didn't they?” 

Well, like, not that very second, no. 
But they didn't stay too long after that! 

"Shelley," I said, "the Minox that is 
missing was in the top drawer of the 
little night table next to the bed in the 
bedroom. H you can assure me that you 
were with your friends every minute 
they were in my apartment and that 
they didn't go into my bedroom, then I 
m willing to drop this whole discussion 
right now. Are you willing to give me 
that assurance? 

“Oh, wow." 

“Are you?" 

“Well, I was with them most of the 
time, I mean, 1 wasn't with them when 
they went into the goddamn bathroom, 
for God's sake. 

“Сако зы 

“Well, now that I think of it, one of 
the guys, a kid named Joe, might. possi- 
bly wandered downstairs inte your 
bedroom for a second or so, just 10 look 
around, like. But he came out right 
away, I know that; and besides, he 
wouldn't have taken your Minox, I can 
guarantee you that." 

“What makes you so sure?" 

“Because. He doesn't do that kind of 
stuff. Not anymore, 1 mean. 1 mean, not 
since he's been back." 

“He doesn't do what stuff anymor 
since he's been back from where? 

There was a long sigh at the other end 
of the line 
know you" 
about this, 
"Tell me anyway,” I said, 
“Well, Joe just got out of j: 
ing a car, But, like, that’s all 
more reason why he wouldn't hi 
len your Minox, because he'd be 
of violating his parole, Sec? 

Now it was my turn to be silent. It 
was dear that the further 1. probed into 
this, the worse things 1 would find, but 
it was too late to stop. 

"Shelley; I said in this very con 
Hed voice, "you gave me your word 

before 1 left that you wouldn't let any- 
302 опе but Cathy into my apartment, and 
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ng the bathe 


с going to get the wrong 
she said. 


for 
the 
e sto- 
fraid 


whe 


п 1 came back you swore that you 
had kept your promise. And now you've 
dmitted that you permitted a man who 
is on parole for grand larceny to go into 
my bedroom, and still you insist he is 
not responsible for my missing Minox. 
Now, does that sound reasonable to you 
or do vou think T have legitimate grounds 
for being suspicious? 

"Oh. wow," she said. "OK. Look. I 
knew Joc went into jour bedroom. Dut 
I know he didn't take your Minox, 
because 1 saw him go through the draw 
ers in your night table and I know that 
all he took wits odds and ends.” 

At some point 1 was going to have to 
just stop asking questions, 1 really w 
What sort of... odds and ends did 
this convicted Telon friend of yours take 
out of my night-table drawers?" 1 said. 

“Just some Chap Stick and some . . . 
idayscallems.” 

“What kind of waddayacalle 

"Cundyums, E think, is what you call 

them.” 
You mean condome” T said. I had 
once bought а package of very expensive 
premoistened condoms but had never 
used them. 

“Yeah, condoms. Th: 
Stick was all he took, I sw. 
10 not even take that, but he did. He 
was a litle stoned and he was, like, 
the stuff in your drawers, but 


" 


he didn't take it. I would 
it if he had. 

“Tm sure you would,” T said. “АП 

ight, Shelley, here is what you are going 
to do. You are going to call your friend 
Joe the convicted felon and you are 
going to tell him I know all about the 
condoms and the Chap Stick and the M 
nox. You are going to tell him he can 
keep the condoms and he can keep the 
Chap Stick, but you ате going to tell him 
that unless he has my Minox back here 
in my apmtment within twenty-four 
hours, T am going straight to the police 
and he is going straight back to jail.” 

‘There was a lot of heavy breathing at 
the other end of the line. 

Wili you tell him that?" 1 

“PI tell him,” she said and hung up. 

T was so angry 1 was shaking. I could 
just imagine the scene in my apartment 
while I was gone—the drug taking, the 
amused “goofing” on the contents of my 
drawers—and 1 felt terribly violated and 
betrayed. 

Obviously, the only tue thing she had 
ever told me was that she was pregnant 
—and 1 wouldn't even be sure of that if 
my own internist hadn't verified it, But 
pregnant by whom? Joe, the stoned fel- 
оп? Peter, the former lover and alleged 
present nd"? Cliff, the cocky entre- 
prencur who allegedly never made it 


into bed with her? Or perhaps she was 
pregnant by one of her many lov 
didn’t even. know by name 
to pay for an 


couldn't affor 
I could. To th 
wh 


hortic 


k that I'd believed her 
n she said she loved me! Bitch! 

Well, my little Nabokovian escapade 
had cost з expensive 
camera and 5700 for just three Jays—at 
those prices, I'd have been better off with 
a high-class callgirl. now it was 
definitely over with Shelley, and 1 didn't 
much care if they рош 
мо her т 


me 


Shelley called back to siy she had 
talked to Joe and he'd sworn he never 
took my Minox, and | could go to the 
cops if I wanted to, but she believed 
him, 1 was barely civil 10 her. 

The next day, 1 filed a claim with my 
insurance company for the missing cam- 
era. Although I was truly furious, the 
only report 1 gave the police was for the 
ce claim: and when they asked 
me if 1 had any idea who might have 
stolen it, I said T hadn 

A couple of days alter that, Shelley 
led to say that she didn't know 
whether I was still interested, but she'd 
gone back to the abortioi nd had 
another ucamment and. that. this time 
had been successful. E asked her if she 
was all right aud she said she was, J 
asked her where it had happened and 
she said in her mother's bathroom. She'd 
fel it she said, and had just 
gone imo the bathroom and aborted it 
into the toilet. She also said something 


insura 


сот 


cle, which I dismiss as а teenagers 
overactive im; because it's too 
disturbing 10 be tà ously. What 


she said was that she forced herself to 
look at the the toilet bowl 
before she Rushed it down and that it 
had been а boy. 

L never heard from Shelley again, al- 
though I did come across some photo- 
graphs l'd taken of h nd they 
made me terribly sed. 


mess ii 


once 


About two months after I filed my 
claim, the insurance co y sent me 
voucher good for another camera, I 


picked up the n 
camera store, took i 
about to put no my camera b. 
when E saw it: the missing Minox, lying 
there in the bouom of the bag. 

And suddenly, I didn't know anything 
at all about what had really happened 
between me and my teenaged misi 
because now any of it or all of it—i 
duding he ng me—could just as 
likely have been the wuth as not, The 
ng 1 did know for sure was that 
ever the real truth was, it was too 
late to matter. 

a 


Minox at my local 
home and was just 


low 


THE DASHING FELLOW 


se, is 


A cracked voice inquired: "Pl 


Frau Bergmann back? 
“Not yet.” replied Kostya, “wh 
“Misfortune,” the voice suid and. 
used. Kostya waited. 
The voice continued: ш don’t 
know when she will be back. town? I 


was told she was expected to return to- 
day. You are Herr Seidler, 1 believe?” 
“What's happened? PH pass her the 
message 
А throat was cleared 
as if over the telephone: 
Loschmidt speaking 
not know me, but tell her, please. . 
Another pause uneert 
query: "Perhaps you сап let me come 


ando an 


Never never mind" кай 
Kostya ently, “ГИ tell her 
everythin 
“Her futher is dying, he won't live 


through the night: He has had a stroke 
n the shop. Tell her to come ove 
When do you think shell be 


once 
back: 
Soon, 
tell her. 
After 
stairs became 


‘soon. ГЇЇ 


wwered. Kostya, 
oodbye. 


5 of receding creaks, the 
silent. 


Ё 
Kostya lc Гог 
the window. g youth, death’ 
ppr ed, hates, with 
a small close-cropped smoke blue head, 
cowed the street and vanished arou 
the corner. A few moments liter. from 
mother direction appeared the lady with 
a меШ Шей net bag- 

The doors upper lock clicke 
its lower one. 

“Phew!” she siid, entering. “What a 
load of things I bought! 

"Later, later," cried. Kostya, “we'll sup 
Inter. Quick to the bedroo "get 
those parcels. I beseech you. 
at" she replied in a 


, then 


long«lrawn. voice 

She smacked his hand away 
into the kitchen. Kostya followed her 

"Roast beef.” she said. “White bread. 
Bunter, Our celebrated cheese, Coffee. A 
pint of cognac. Goodness me, can't you 
a little? Let me go, it's indecent.” 

Комуа, however, pressed her against 
the table, she started to giggle helplesly, 
in the knit 
silk of her gre nd everything 
happened very incllectually, uncomlorta- 
bly and prematurel 

“Pfuif” she uttered, smiling. 

No, it jot worth the trouble. 
you kindly for the treat. Wasting 
my strength. I'm no longer in the bloom 
gusting, Her persi 
nup. Might have 
г hands before fingering 
"What's that on your lip?" Impu- 
dence! Still о be scen, you know, who 


wa 


n undics 


(continued [rom page 124) 


catches what from whom. Well, 
to be done. 


nothing 


“Bought that cigar for me?" he i 
quived 

She was busy taking knives and forks 
out of the cupboard and did not h 


“What about that cigar?” he repeated. 

“Oh, sorry, I didn't know you smoke 
Shall 1 тип down to get one?" 

"Never mind, ТЇЇ go myself,” he re 
plied gruflly and passed imo the bed- 
room, where he put on his shoes and 
coat, Through the open door he could 
see her moving gracelessly as she laid the 
table. 

“The tobacconist’s right on the cor- 
ner,” she sang out and, choosing a plate 
arranged upon it with loving спе the 
cool. rosy slices of roast beef, whieh she 
n able to afford for quite 


had not bes 
time. 
“Moreover, ТЇЇ get some pastry," Kon- 
мамін said and went out. Pastry, and 
whipped cream, and a chunk of pincap- 
ple, and chocolates with brandy filling, 
he added mentall 
Once the street, he looked 
secking out her window (the one w 
the cacti or the next2), then turned 
ight, walked around the back of a fur 
niture van, nearly got struck by the 
front wheel of a ad showed him 
fist th TC was a small 
public garden 2nd some kind of stone 
Herzog, He made another turn and 


up. 
h 


at the very end of the street, outlined 
ліпы а thundercloud and lit up by a 
gaudy sunset, the brick tower of the 
church, past which, he recalled, they had 


driven. From there it was but a step 10 
the station. A conveni in could be 
had in a quarter of an hour: In t 
respect, at least, luck was on hi 
Expenses: bag check, 30 pfennig 

1.40; she, ten marks (five would 


been enough). What else? Yes, the beer, 
55 pfennigs with tip. In all: 12 ma 
and 25 plennigs. Idiotic. As to the bad 
news, she was sure to get it sooner or 
Tuer, 1 spared her several sad minutes 
by a deathbed. Still, maybe 1 should 
send her a message [rom here? But Гуе 
forgotten the house number. No, 1 re- 


member: 97. Anyway, one may assume 1 
forgot it—nobody is obliged to have 


such a good memory. T can im 
a rumpus there would have been if I 
had told her at once! The old bitch 
No, we Jike only small blondes—remem. 
ber that once and for all 

The train was crammed, the heat sti 
fling. We feel out of soris but do not 
quite know if we are hungry or drowsy. 
But when we have fed and slept, life 
will regain its looks and the American 
instruments will make music in the 
merry café described by our friend Lange. 
And then, sometime later, we die. 


—Translated from the Russian by Dmitri 
Nabokov in collaboration with Ms father, 


“ОП, come, all ye faithful. . . 2” 
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SEX STARS CF OZ. ostio page 219) 


professor husband with a college basket- role of Alice, he refused even to sec her. 
ball star, she is terrorized by the jock's A friendly secretary to producer Mike 
Jous roommate. In A Gunfight, she — Frankovich put her on the list for a 

п out 


once more reduced to prostitution sereen test, however, and Dyan w 


—but with a heart of gold that went out over all. comers. Frankovich used her 
to costar Johnny Cash, And in both again, albeit briefly, as the adulterous 


Cisco Pike and Born to Win, she en- wile who was murdered—nude—early 
countered the miseries that are by Doctors Wives and, more extensivel 
now an alltoo-Familiar part of the drug the unfaithful wife of a network execu- 
scene, But because such antiheroines tive in his gaudy version of Jacqueline 
are needed 10 mate with today's popular Susann's The Love Machine. She has also 
mihevecs, Karen Black's star is very been seen recently as Sean Connery's 
much in the ascendant mistress and accomplice in The Anderson 
To this number might well be added Tapes and will next be on vie 
the svelte and sexy Dyan Cannon, whose — Burglars with Omar Sharif and J 
present eminence is in no small part Belmondo. Like Sally Keller 
due to her * (dissolved after one Karen Black, Dyan had a rough 
child) to the urbane Cary Grant, Before — getting where she wanted to до; and her 
t. Dyan. who l this world as experiences are reflected. in her work, 
amille Diane Friesen, the product of a now receiving considerable recognition, 
ther and a Jewish mother, in But there are many actresses, no less 
Tacoma, Washington, had dered med and often no less experienced, 
through a show-bu areer for sever- who seem merely to be holding their 
. Paul own or still awaiting that one big part 
Mazursky, who wrote and eventually di- that will stamp them forever with star- 
recied her in Bob & Carol & Ted & Фот. Foremost of these is lovely Jacque 
Mire, had such a low regard for her line Bisset, a girl who has repeatedly 
lents that when she applied for the — demonstrated. her acting ability and 


“Mkumba, you speak this dialect; what does 
‘jive-ass honkie’ mean?” 


not at all reluctant to exhi her 
(She made a noteworthy en- 
n The Sweet Ride a few years 
ago, eme: from the surf clad only in 
the bottom of her 1 and as an 
overly choosy callgirl in 19705 The 
Grasshopper, she те sets with 
even greater determination.) Meanwhile, 
Jackie has been playing house with actor 
Michael Sarrazin, with whom she leads 
a drearily doped onscreen existence in 
Metro's belated contribution to the drug- 
scene cycle. Believe in Me (formerly titled 
Speed Is of the Essence). 

The Mephisto Wallz found Miss 
Bisset paired —i d—vwith. Ba 
bara Parkins, ar tractive young 
lady who seems to have reached а phi 
teau in her carcer. A veteran of teles 
sion’s Peyton. Place, Barbara took the 
giant step into features as one of the more 
sympathetic pill poppers in Talley of 
the Dolls and was one of the few things 
worth 1 John Huston’s murky 
production of The Kremlin Letter, The 
Mephisto Wa kind of poor man's 
Rosemary's Baby, starts out with a 
sound idea—a satanic pianist who as 
sures his own immortality by transmi 
ting his soul (and talent) to а young 
journalist. When Barbara. the pianist's 
equally demonic he to 
show an interest the dad. his wife 
(Jackie) also takes up Sat 
insforms herself into her viva 
Molly Maskell uty зине] in The Vile 
lage Voice, for Jacqueline Bisset “to end 
up in Barbara Parkins’ body with only 
her own perfume as the mark of her 
ather a Pyrrhic victory." 
Pyrrhic or not, it will take stronger fare 
than this to keep either lady on top of 
the Hollywood heap. 

And then there 
Carrie Snodgress and Barbara Hershey 
who, after promising beginnings, have 
given us all too litle with which 10 
determine whe promise 
will be fulfilled. Gurie, a dedicated. ac 
ly deserted the screen. just. a 
to Hower й 
Los Ange 
put ill paying, Music C 
ra, after her successes in 
Last Summer and The Baby Maker, has 
been distessingly quiewent save for her 
vole in The Pursuit of Happiness, Co- 
lumbia's tardy entry in the alienated- 
youth cycle, But things may be looking 
up for Barbara with her new starring 
vole in Deuling. 

Another recent 
Sarah Miles, who was so impressive as 
the heroine of David Lean's overblown 
Ryan's Daughter but has done nothin 
onscreen since, Miss Miles, 28, had the 
benefit of a saipt shaped for her by her 
playwright husband, Robert Bolt, thar 
permitted her to гип the gamut from 
ecstasy (о shameful degradation. at the 


sm and 
Bur, as 


essence seems 


е some, such as 


г not thi 


was coming 


le: 


ter; whi 


bsentee is lissome 


hands of Irish townfolk shocked by 
her agi to her school- 
teacher husba transports int 


de. with a shell-shocked young British 
licer caused less consternation among 
than at the Motion Picture 
e the film an R 


audiences 
Association, which gav 


rai 


gone unquestioned for decades. nc 
withdrew from the оп eve 

it altered its R t0 а GP—but quietly re 
turned a few months later, 

Warner Bros, understandably, raised 
no such hue and cry when Ken Rus 
sells production of The Devils. st 
ring Mis Miles! statuesque compatriot 
Vane) Redgrave, received an N. The 
film. a stylishly erotic adaptation. of the 
incident m Loudun, presented 
nesa as the humpbacked. priores of a 
17th Century nunnery who comes to 
believe that she and her flock have been 
possessed by Satan and a host of leser 
devils A dimax of sorts is achieved 
when, in attempt to exorcise 
demons, Vanessa is stripped and flagellat- 
ed in full view of a leering audience: 
then a huge, bellowslike instrument filled 
with hot and noxious 
inverted into h 
purposes of pu 
Camelot and The Loves of [sadora. 

Russell had first offered the role of thi 
erotically obsessed nun to Glenda Jack- 
son, who had worked for him previously 
in two of his carlier films and who, he 
thought, would have no inhibitions in 
ng of the naked revels he en- 
ioned for The Devils. But Miss Jackson 


associ 


an her 


brew ds 
ly for 
А far ry from 


some 


did her doubts about the part and 
Tor her next film chose instead John 
Sehlesi ^s Sunday Bloody Sunday, in 
which it became quickly apparent that 
nudity wasn't one of her reservations, 


1 ako became evident 
that nudity was no longer ome of her 
assets. The full, large-nippled breasts that 
popped so dramatically, almost duce 
dimensionally. from the screen in Women 
in Love no longer look their best. At« 
screening of Sunday, in fact, as she be 
gon to unbutton her blouse for the third 
or fourth time, an anguished male cried 
out, “No, по, leave it ont” Miss Jackson, 
who's been called—in England— “the in- 
tellectual’s Raquel Welch,” has subse 
quently admitted that it was a pregnancy 
that lent fullness to her. breasts in the 
earlier picture; but unless she's prepared 
to undergo a new pregu lor ca 
film, Glenda had bener keep her shirt 

— or risk the danger of becoming “tl 
песа ly, Miss 
Jackson's sexuality is expressed not in 


iorum 


“у 


her body but in her feline green eyes. 
faring nostrils and bold mouth; with 


these compelling features, she has been 
т less striking 


endowments. 


Nor was glamorous Faye Dunaway— 
absent from the screen for almost a 
vear—aliogether well advised 10 make 


her comeback as the grimy-faced, foul- 
mouthed prostitute. Kate Elder opposite 
Stacy Keach's Doc (Holliday, that is). 
Apart from her appearance as the оке 
Bible th е 


sexed wife of 


per 
Big Man—a cameo performance in which 


she slyly introduces a 15-year-old Dustin 
Hoffman to the delights of sex, then 
returns later in the film as the madam of 
a frontier bordello—the chic and capable 
Miss Dunaway had contributed һе 
blonde good looks to an incredible arr 
of clinkers. She moved like a zombie as 
Kirk Douglas’ misiress in The Arrange- 


nd we 


ment a s will off in some strange 
world of her own in Puzzle of a Down- 
fall Child, playing а freaked.out fashion 


model. But her Кате Elder at least served 
10 confirm that the acting ability she 
displayed in Bonnie and Clyde has not 
disappeared. 

There is a fine line between the plight 
of the actress who, like Fay 
M role to consolidate her position 
and that of th who needs it to 
save her carcer. Many a young hopeful 
—hareleved. Katharine Ross is a prime 
example—has been catapulted то st 
dom on the | her appe 
in a single hit (in her case, The Gradu 
ale), only to become mired down in a 
series of second rate pictures (Hellfighters, 
Tell Them Willie Boy Is Here) or 
secondary roles (Butch Cassidy and the 
Sundance Kid). Miss Ross needs desper- 
ately another. Graduate to save her from 
. But she is only one of many 
ar straits. Sexy Jill St. John, an 


, needs a 


onc 


on sis of 


in simil. 


egghead with an hourglass fi 
been enhancing minor roles in minor 
films for the past decade. Her major 
vole in the Bond movie. 
Diamonds Ave end the 
And 
Leigh "Taylor-Young. alter having been 
swallowed up by such трема disis 
vers as The Adventurers and The Horse- 
men, is hoping devoutly that her role 
in the forthcoming The Gang That 
Couldn't Shoot Straight will put her 
foundering carcer back on the tracks 
Totally symptomatic is the fate of 
Raquel Welch, the -one sexpot 


new 
Fores 


ames 
ет, 1 


marking-time phase of her career 


of last year. Probably no one has sur 
vived more mediocre movies than Raqu 
and Myra Breckinridge was expected 


to be her step up to class (f mot ex- 
actly classy) entert 
of 


ment. 


Instead, it 
170's biggest fiascos on 
wduding Mis Welch's 


becu 


every 


оп 
cou 


t 


performance in the androgynous. title 
role, More germ 
happened i 


‚ though, was what 
20th Cennny-Fos's book- 
keeping department. Tt was discovered 
that most of the films in which she had 
appeared have garnered few profits. Al- 
though she wa 
another company suggested i 


lable when 
for the 


eminently а 


lead in one of its pictures, the «й 

balked and insisted on an actress with 
a lesser name and morc ability. The 
company backed down. Miss Welch, who. 


recently filed. for 
Patrick. Curtis, is 
ic 
Bros.” Kansa 
n her careci 
с: 


divorce from h 
now filming a 
bout roller-skating derbies, W: 
City Bomber. Aut 
«it's a risky tide 

cer risk is by no means confined to 
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the ladies on this side of the water. 
Brigitte Bardot may still make headlines 
occasionally, especially when she changes 
boyfriends (which seems to happen 
every six months or so), but she makes 
movies with much less frequency. Last 
year she was scen briefly, and unsuita- 
bly, as a nun in Les Novices, and t 
year someone has dug up The Bear and 
the Doll for American diswibution: 
but gone forever are the days when 
some 20 Bardot epics would be run- 
ning simultancously in Manhattan’s art 
and skin-lick houses. Of the older and 
ле firmly established Europeans, only 
Sophia Loren continues to command 
attention and respect. Now pushing 40, 
she has become decidedly more matronly 
in appearance and more conservative in 
her choice of roles—although there were 
sequences in The Priests Wife ihat 
revcaled that neither the temperament 
nor the talent has disappeared, whilc 
the ripening of her years has lent an 
ncreased sensuality to both her face and 
her figure, Elke Sommer and Ursula 
Andress—whose films have never been as 
good as their figures—are currently pin- 
ning their futures on the success of Baron 
Blood and Red Sun, respectivel: 
But even as the Brigittes reluctantly 
ade into the past, a new wave of Euro- 
п beauties has begun its welcome 
At the crest of 
it at the moment is Paris born Domi 
nique Sanda, who combines a delec- 
bly refined appearance with a flair 
for acting quite remarkable іп a girl 
who has yet to celebrate her 21st 
birthday. Her entry into motion pictures 


invasion of these shores, 


came through a chance meeting with 
director Robert Bresson, who saw her as 
ng lady for his film Une 
iled her per 
ed 


the ideal le: 
Femme Douce. Critics h 
formance when the film was unv 
the 1969 New York Film Festiva 
for her port 


was more pra 
wayward Russian aristocrat in Manin 
| Schell’s adaptation of Turgenev's 
First Love—indeed. far more for Miss 
Sanda than for the film itself. But the 
picure that really established her with 
American audiences was Bernardo Berio 
Tucci's brilliant adaptation of Alberto Mo 
vavia's The Confornist earlier this year. 
As the Lesbianish young wie of 
exiled Talian professor, she exuded an 
croticiam inviguingly tinged with the 
decadence of the final years of Fascism 
before World War Two—particularly 
when dancing a sinuous tango with the 
Juscious wife of the the I 
have sent to murder her husband, Her 
latest film, directed by the distinguished 
is The Garden of the 


man 


cent ncisco Film Festival. Already 
there are murmurs of "another С: 


Dominique Sanda's st 


ful tango partner in The Conformist 
was Stefania Sandrelli, who may be 
remembered as Marcello Mastroianni’s 
yomg gilfriend in Divorce—Malian 
Style, Then 16, Miss Sandrelli has p- 
pened in a dozen films in the past 
decade, few of which have reached this 
country; they bave, however, established 
her as one of the leading lights of the 
а light that сап only 
ig the international 
success of the Bertolucci film. 

In much the sa is tall, 
Jeggy Florinda Bolkan, a girl who first 
attracted attention, of sorts, as the dance 
partner of Richard Burton at a Venice 
charity ball some four or five years apo. 
The interest of Italian producers was 
immediately wheued, Luchino Visconti 
st her as the frightened. prostitute vis- 

y The Damned, 
after which came increasingly important 
roles. including a featured part in The 
Last Valley with Omar Sharit. But the 
film that finally focused international 
avention on this full-blown brunene is 
this year's awardawinning Investigation 
of a Citizen Above Suspicion, i 
she plays the animalistic mistress of a 
cool chief of police who also happens to 
be a sexual pervert. Murdered by him 
early c picture, she reappears Te- 
pe 
imag 


wh 


tedly—and_ memorably—in his lustful 
ilt (аз Inves 


ws. Bi igation fully 
k) along lines of s 
busty beauties of the Talian screen 
Sophia Loren and Gina Lollobrigida, 
ld seem to be their most 
logical successor. 

Pushing forward the 
font are at least a baker's dozen ol 
attractive young ladies. all of them jock- 
ng for the rail position in the sex-star 
sweepstikes. Probably in the lead at the 
moment is Laugl-Ii's. gradum Goldie 
Hawn, who all but stole Cactus Flower 


he cl 


on domestic 


out from under the expensive noses of 
such camera-wise veterans Ingrid 
Bergman Valter Matthau in her 


first film venture. Even less expected was 
the bewitching figure she exhibited to 
go along with her comically 
in There's a Girl in My Soup. in which 
she not only gave the redoubtable Peter 
Sellers a good run for the funny money 
but was infinitely better to look at. 
Indeed, television has provided а 


proving ground, or at least à showcase, 
lor many of the young lovelies who 


e the 
Van Dever 


have begun to gr 
Fresh-faced Trish 
on TV soap operas in Manhattan, as 
well several ble om- 
Broadway plays, before being tapped 
for Wheres Poppa? and, more recently, 
The Last Run. Busom Lana Wood, 
Natalie's not-soittle sister, came up by 
way of TV's Dr. Kildare and Peyton 
Place sevies—not to mention a strong 


as in 


from rraypov. It was the eye-fill- 


t brought her the best role she's re- 
ceived 10. date—as Plenty O'Toole in 
the new nes Bond ihi Diamonds 
Ave Forever. 

PLayboy has actually done more than 
its share to—forgive the expression 
cover as well as to advance new tal- 
for the movies. Tall, leggy Lauren 
Huuon, with her blonde tresses and slight- 
ly convergent squint, had been a Bunny 
and a model belore hopping onto Robert 
Redford's motorcycle in Little Fauss and. 
Big Haly and seducing priest Robert 
M 
сам as Marcello Masiroianni's costar in 
May T Introduce. Myself, Rocco Papa- 
leo. Roger Vadim was so taken by the 
dusky charms—and. impressive measure- 
ments—ol another Playboy conont 
Joyce Williams, a Bumper-Pool Bunny 
in the Los Angeles Playboy Club. id 
he featured. her in his Pretty Maids All 
in a Rou ly, Playmate Bunny 
Dolly Read. once at Playboy's London 
Club, aught the knowledgeable eye of 
producerdirector Russ Meyer, who set 
her on the path to a film carcer by 
giving her a lead in Beyond the Valley 
of the Dolls, She also c 
Laugh-In's Dick Martin, who married 
her last September. Among the girls who 
have stepped from the centerlold into 
the cinem adia Jennings. Con. 
nie Kreski, C 
tri, Sue Be md the Collinson t 
And зл лувоуз pictorial last May o 
Sarah Kennedy, a third cousin to the 
Kennedys. probably did more to help her 
burgeoning carcer than did her appear 
ance in The Telephone Book. the movie 
that prompted the layout. Described 
sexy Goldie Hawn,” Sarah has 
completed 
body. 

Modeling. 
modeling. continues to provide an ennv 
imo the movies. Betil Jennifer 
O'Neill, born in Rio de Janeiro, was a 
model at 15 and a Vogue cover girl at 
17. She began her him Gueer with Alex- 
ander Singer's Glass Houses, in which she 
shared a group-encounter  session—and 
the Бес of an older ти: а charm 
Because ol 


ent 


ter im Pieces of Dreams. She's now 


t the eye of 


1 Myers, Victoria Ve- 


new picture, Sammy Some- 


particularly high fash 


п 
k ol embarrassment 
ig schedules, however, andiences 
her first, with considerably more 
decorum. opposite John. Wayne in Rio 
Lobo and as the “older woman? in Sum- 
mer of 12 who impulsively bestows her 
self on an. adolescent. boy 

Perhaps the least inhibited of the 
young models on ihe vise is willowy 
Tone Fairchild, who walked into Roger 
Vadim’s office, while he was casting Pretty 
Maids, ng a transparent 
and nothing else. She got the p: 


saw 


wea dress— 


m 


was enchanted,” Vadim reported 
Sex without vulgarity delights me." He 
should know. And the most publicized 
of all the fashion models, Britain's di- 
minutive Twiggy, will be making her 
film debut at the end of the year in Ken 
Russell's production of The Boy Friend. 


One can't help hoping she will have по 

nude scenes. 
For most of 

star 


these girls, the word 
be stretched а bit to 
Bur all of them are hoping for the right 
break, the kind of overnight success won 
by Mi MacGraw in Story. More 
iypical of the Hollywood saga, howeve 
is the longer si = of her costa 
that film, 30-year-old Ryan O'Neal. ^ 
sooner had Love Story hit the ser 


must 


Love 


than the magazines began blossoming 
with O'Ncalibilia. Glamour described 
him аз “beautify «and talented.” 


And Life, in its pontifical way. asserted 
that “O'Neal, with his blond good looks 
and the ‘star presence’ he emanates, has 
helped recapture more of the lost movie 
audience... th star since J 
Andrews in The 5 

And vet this ful |... and tal 
ented” paragon with his “star presenci 
had been sitting on Hollywood's door- 
мер for a considerable while without 
producing any fever blisters, He had 
played Rodney Hartington in telev 
sion’s Peyton Place (where he met and 


married Leigh Taylor Young). Then 
Warner Bros. co-starred O'Neal and his 
lissome bride in a sexy oife called The 
Big Bounce, which promptly became 
known around the studio as The Big 
Bomb. Aud 20)h Century-Fox fared no 
better when it cast him as ап Olympian 
distance runner in The Games (saipt- 
ed, coincidentally. by the then-unherald- 
cd Erich Segal): the film only added to 
that company's mounting deficit. Under- 
standable, then, is the hesitation with 
which Paramount viewed his candidacy 
for the role of Oliver Barrett IV in 
s projected Lave Story, He was test- 
ed for the part along with some 30 other 
aspirants and racer grudgingly 
ed for the picture at a rock-bottom 
fee of 525,000. The studio concentrated. 
prerelease publicity bonfires on co-star 
MacGraw and author Segal (himself. no 
mean publicist) 

Now fortune’s darling, Ryan h: 
ted with 


was 


been 


um scripts. His lessthan- 
impressive appearance with William 
Holden in Wild Rovers was a deal con- 


summated before the stunning impact of 
Love Story; but his agreement to co-star 
with Barbra Sweisind in a zany come- 
dy, What's Up. Doc? came after, and his 
fee for professional services has zoomed 
accordingly. While all this was happen- 
ing, Leigh's career became bo; 
in soggy sagas, and her m. 


O'Neal was, at last report, in a trial 
separation. phase, Meanwhile, the gossip 
columnists were busily reporting the 
new togetherness of Ryan and Barbra at 
the better movie premieres and plusher 
resuturamts on both coasts. Were they a 
"hot item"? Barbra’s explanation. was 
disarmingly simple: “After all,” she told 
а fan-magazine writer, “a superstar can't 
go out with just anybody.” 

The only other major male star to 
emerge in 1971 was Jack Nicholson, who 
would seem to be the least likely choice 
for a sex star of this or any other усаг. Al- 
though he claims his age is 34, his face is 
already seamed and haggard and his 
i in addition, 
e slightly crossed. Nevertheless, in 

his career skyrocketed. Not only 
he star in Carnal Knowledge and 
the odd, offbeat A Safe Place, he also 
co-wrote and directed the controversi 
Drive, He Said. Bur his was no story of 
overnight success, even though he scem- 
ingly burst onto the screen as the sod- 
den Southern liberal lawyer who rode 
along for a way with Dennis Hopper and 
Peter Fonda in Easy Rider, and promptly 
copped an Oscar nomination, Devotce: 
of American International Pictures’ my 
ad bike films know better; Nicholson had 
previously donned the leather jacket and 
crash helmet for leading roles in such 
films as Hell's Angels on Wheels, Flight 


HENRY MILLER 


of Brooklyn, Paris, Big Sur and points in between, 


My Life 


It your local bookstore is out of stock, write to: 
Playboy Press, Dept. BO13, Playboy Building, 
919N. Michigan Avenue. Chicago. llfincis 60611 
‘Add 50¢ postage and handling per copy. 


ЧУР һ.лувоү Press 


And Times 


a visual autobiography 


From the author's own intimate revelations to hundreds of 
rere photographs ol Miller's women, famous friends and 
favorite haunts, this magnificent book captures a lile filled 
with sex, adventure, comedy, tragedy and wisdom. More than 
200 illustrations in all—including facsimile pages of his 
notebooks and manuscripts plus 20 superb color prints 

ol his distinctive watercolors. Deluxe 9” х 12/2" formal. 
‘Special Pre-Christmas Offer: $15.50; thereatler $17.95. 


now presents a lusty, uninhibited playback 
of 80 years of all-out living 
and loving, writing and painting. 


307 


P e 


z 


5) 


PLAYBOY 


“I said, “Have you seen eight tiny reindeer? ” 


to Fury and Psych-Out, As early as 1960, 
he was playing the best friend of the 
cd, mixed-up heroes of Too Soon 
10 Love and Studs Lonigan (in which he 
got young Studs involved in a rape case). 
By the time Easy Rider came along. 
icholson was rcady. 
His complex performance as Bobby 
Dupea, the footloose, uncommitted scion 
of a talented family in Five Easy Pieces, 
gave frih Iirmation of his skills. Car- 
nal Knowledge, in which Nicholson goes 
Ш the way from college jock to played- 
impotent rounder in his mid-40s, 
provided an even more multifaceted role. 
He steals Candice Bergen away from his 
innocent roommate, Arthur Garfunkel 
shacks up with 
s a zaltig 


then cold-bloodedly dis- 
ly 


Margret; and fi 
ends up paying for the professio 
pleasures olfered by Rita Moreno. Si 
larly, in A Safe Place, he casually drops 
in on Tuesday Weld at four a.m, coolly 


dismisses her gentleman friend and just 


s coolly walks out after he has had his 
Tun. Both films limn icily precise portwaits 
of the egocentric Americam mule 1 
women’s lib has been complaining about 
»olson played the roles with 
veracity. 
cers Nichobon has deline- 
мей onscieen—the troubled. loner, the 
imelligent cynic, the driven artist—me 
all overtones of his own personality. 
Tall, lean, a casual dresser and an in- 
tense conversationalist, Nicholson—who's 
been divorced for the past three years 
і rarely found at Beverly Hills’ swanki- 
cr social affairs. He thinks of himself 
in old-fashioned character actor, 
Not а sex star," and speaks of the quick 
upturn that his career has taken as “a 
coincidence of successful pictures.” This 
coincidence permitted him this year to 
realize а dream of long standing, to 
direct his own film—and even though 
Drive, He Said was a boxoffice failure, 
зов he still wants to try again. With Camal 


Knowledge menily clicking the tum- 
stiles, his next chance may not be far 
off—particularly if he'll consent to act in 
as well as direct that future film. 
Nicholson is by no means alone in 1 
directorial ambitions. Clint Eastwood, 
who—almost unbelievably—is the top 
box-office star im rhe country this year, 
according to the industry's trade papers, 
now heads his own production unit at 
Universal Pictures. Alter such appropri 
ately titled Jow-budgeted spaghetti West- 
rns as A Fistful of Dollars, tor which he 
received little salary but a big percent- 
age of the profits, had spiraled into a 
nkful of dollars all bewing his name, 
Eastwood decided to shake the sand out 


of his sombrero and forge a new, more 
ше. In The Beguiled, for 
ppears as a 


provocative im 


example, he Union sol- 


schoolmistresses aned their charges, most 
of whom he succeeds in seducing. When 
his prolligacy is discovered, the belles, 
understandably miffed, sw off his 
wounded leg and feed him poison mush- 
rooms, Eastwood, as it turned. ош, per- 
formed better than the picture did: but 
undaunted, Clint next лоок on the triple 
chores of producer, director and star for 
Play Misty for Me, in which he appi 
disc jockey plagued by ап adoring 


aying Paul Мехти 
t the box office—and 
who has remained near the top of the 
Hollywood heap since his entry into 
pictures їп 1954—is also secking new 
ure as a director producer. Newman's 
sensitive handling of Rachel, Rachel, 
which won his wife, Joanne Woodward, 
п Academy Award nomination in 
1968, suggested that he could hold his 
own with the best of them, Undeterred by 
the flop of his ПОА, Newman was in 
the midst of production on Sometimes a 
Great Notion when he 


Blue-eyed, n, who 


als Eastwood 


and director 


Richard Coll: 


had what the trade calls 
istic differences.” Without flinching, 
Newman simply took over the director 
reins and finished the film to his own 
satisfaction, 

Among the younger stars following in 
the directorial footsteps of Newman, ct 
al, are those two casy riders, Peter Foi 
da and Dennis Hopper. Close t0 а myth 
subculture hero after Easy Rider, 
da opted to direct and spent a year and 
a half turning out a bemused little 
Western, The Hired Hand, with himself 
im die tide role. Nor much emerged 
from the film except Peters striking 
resemblance in both face and voice to 
his famous father. At one time a fire- 
brand enthusiastically carrying the torch 
for the drug culture of which he had 
made himself a champion and spoke: 
man, in more recent years young Fonda 
has been no less cloquent in. putting it 


E 


down. Ecology has become his new con 
cern, and hc and his wife, Susan, now. 
live quietly with their two children in a 


hi a the Santa Monica Mo 
ins. For the moment, the film carcer of 
the lanky, appealing young actor scems to 
have ground to a halt. 

This may also be true of his sidekick 
Dennis Hopper, although the picture on 
which Hopper slaved for more than two 
из, The Last Movie, is just going 
nto release as this is written, Two year: 
nevertheless, is a long time for any ris 
ing star (0 be absent from the screen, 
with the more than ample mag: 
nd newspaper coverage of his 
unorthodox antics on location in Peru. 
Reports filtered back of communal tove 
ins and air perpetually heavy with the 
smell of pot—alihough accompanying 
this was a strong sense of Hopper's com- 
mitment to his convoluted script, which 
„ on one level, the story of a movie 
ngler seeking his fortune in a for- 

land and, on another, the clash 


deaway 


d 
eve! 


zine 


w 


between the / 
tive religion. 

Hopper, who likes to think of himself 
as a film maker first and an actor sec- 
ond. is also a highly skilled 
pher; in addition, he writes, 
nd sculpts and over the years 


rican myth and а primi 


quired a collection of modern art (moste 
ly pop) valued at $250,000. Unabashedly 
drawn ro pretty women, Hopper has 


to beautiful 
ghter of pro 


been married twice: first 
Brooke Hayward, the d 
ducer Leland Hayward and Margaret 
Sullavan, then for à brief time in 1970 to 
er Holly Michelle Phillips of 
d the Papas His life 
style. a in the recent biog 
ical movie The American Dreamer, is 
obviously not conducive to marriage. Al- 
most superstitiously devoted to the mem 
ory of his clove fric 
Dean, Hopper sust 
age of the sensitive, rebellious young 
тап who needs to call his soul his own 
By the time this appears in pr 
readers will know whether diretor Hop. 
per has succeeded where his friends 
Peter Fonda and Jack Nichobon have 
failed 
Hapy 
for mov 


у. the widening opportunities 
ng from the star's dressing room 
te the director's chair are no longer 
limited to white stars. When the sched- 
uled director of Buck and the Preache 
unexpectedly resigned, Sidney Poitier 
was able ло take over w g 
beat. The film, joimly produced by 
nd Harry Belilonte, stars both 
of the g with Ruby Dec. Buck 
and the Preacher should help Poit 
shed dd nost antiseptic image li 
borne in films ever since Lilies of the 
Field and should give Belafonte the new 
s he’s seeking ous actor. 

An ev impressive display of 
black power was unleashed by Melvin 


out mi 


п more 


Van Peebles, the 
ducer, star and 
Sweetback’s Baadasssss Using the 
profits from last years Watermelon 


Man, which he coproduced and direct 
ed, Van Peebles was able to secure com 
plete financing for Sweet Swectback 
himself, and thus empowered to make it 
10 his own liking—which may be why, as 
star, we see him shad 
beauteous black chick 
his chase story unfo 
black militant, Van Peebles first gained 
vith Story of a Three Day 
Pass, produced in France. Invited by Co- 
lumbia to direct Watermelon Man, he 
had well-publicized dis- 
Godley С 


А sell-avowed 


felt it was demeaning to blacks and 
daims Van Peebles assured him hat 
the title would be changed. It wasn't, and 


Cambridge took every opport 
expres his indignation. Less publ 
were Van Peebles squi bbles with his 


coproducer, John Be 
in their acrimonious relationship, Van 
Peebles reportedly said to Bennett, "You 
do that and ГЇ Kill you." Observers 
—and Bennett himsel{—were pretty sure 
he meant it, In any case, there were 
no such dillerences over Sweet Sweet- 
back—and the picture rolled up s 
pendous grosses, particularly in the 
black communities. 

Blick audiences also made a surprise 
hit out of Gordon Parks's Shaft—and not 
so much because Parks is a black dicc 
but because equally black Richard 


At one point 


Row n the title role, projected 
commanding sexuality seldom scen on 
the screen since the palmier days of 


Humphrey Bogart, Cast as а Manat 
tan based private eye caught up in a w 
between a Harlem gang and the Maha 
Roundtree swaggered, shot, seduced and 
spoke up to Whitey as no movie black had 
done before. Unlike Van Peebles, 
Puks permiued a grudging friendship 
between Roundtree and a white detec 
tive. It is a film with which both white 
and black сап empathize and may well 
lead to а series for Roundtrec. 

As the year began, one of the hotest 
the industry was bushy-headed 
Elliot Gould, (As а matter of fact, his 
frequent nude scenes revealed that he 
was bushy all over.) Gould was 
rently just the new male personali 
the public wanted; his puckish por 
trayal of Ted in Bob & Carol & Ted 7 
Alice had produced roars of approval 
throughout the land. Next he was а 
smash in M*A*S*H, [vom which he 
rushed headlong into four more films. 
Then the accounting departments began 
to leak the bad news. Getting Straight 
had barely squeaked into the black: Lith 
Murders, despite excellent reviews, was 


ev 


E 


unable to recoup its low cost; Move 
didn't: and / Love Му... Wife went 
unloved at the box office. News of a more 


sort came from the ser of a 
ünpse of Tiger 
Gould Anthony Harvey 
were not - бош co-star, 
the gilted and elfin Kim Darby, had 
been reduced to tears, so it was 
Elliott's oafish behavior. On 
production 
celed entirely. С 


newly begun film, 4 


week into 
then can. 
reported to be 
1 the rigors of a 
ps too strenuous program. 
were rumors of a drug problem. He һай 
nly admitted his f 
his Playboy Interview: it was himed that 
he had experimented further. Belore the 
sudden cessation of his starring activity, 
been tapped by the pre 
gious Ingmar an for his first 
ish-speal The Touch. Bur 


There 


idness for pot in 


stacked against such Swedish pros as 
Bibi Andersson and Max von Sydow, 
Gould appened 10 be а stumbling ama 


teur, Nor was the film 
best. Sull and all, at 3: 


of Bergman's 
ould is hardly 


1t 
tastes 
expensive 
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a hasbeen and next year may well see a 
renascence of his сагее 

For a time, Gould's M*A*S*H buddy 
Donald Sutherland. looked as if he were 
ping to be equally, and ju unprof- 
itably, busy. After the reasonably popu- 
Jar Kelly’s Heroes, Sutherland went into 
a dual role as peasant and aristoQrat in 
farcical but mot widely patronized 
Start the Revolution Without М, 
fought in vain to overcome his material 
in the pretentious Alex in Wonderland. 
Alex wi 
the most 
But then, after a ре 
popped back in the title role of Klute, 
in which his professional performance 
was outdone only by an even more pro- 
fessional performance by Jane Fonda as 
ап expensive tart. 

Robert Redford, unlike Gould 1 
Sutherland, suffered more from under- 
exposure than from overexposure. After 
his signal success with Paul Newman in 
Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, 
Redford began to choose his properties 
with more than ordinary care. His love of 
sports dictated Downhill Racer and Little 
Fauss and Big Halsy: his social concerns 
drew him to Tell Them Willie Boy Is 
Here; but those films were released 
69 and 1970, and this vear he’ 
so selective that the Redford n: 
been absent from movie marqu 
the time this issue is on the stands, 
kuest, Hot Rock, may be in circulation 
it's being heralded as а comedy thriller, 
with a plum role as an ex-con for Кей. 
ford н equally good one for the 
capable George Segal as his confederate 
And Warner Bros." anm ement earlier 
this year that Redford and Newman 
would once more team in a film—this one 
based on the truelife experiences of two 
New York policemen fighting corruption 
within their ranks—was made to the ac- 
companiment of publicity dr 
the style usually reserved for the merging 
of two great corporations. No wonder. 
the terms of the deal were rumored to be 
1.500.000 in cash, split by Newman and 
Redford as costars, plus 2214 percent of 
the gross to be shared by their comp: 

‘The smiling, smoldering W 
ty has abo been conspicuous 
absence, Indeed, after cleaning up w 
Ronnie and Clyde in 1967. he has lent 
his presence to only two pictures—the 
unfortunate The Only Game in Town in 
1970 (for which mistake he wits repured- 
ly compensated with 5750400) and. this 
s McCabe & Mis. Miller, which 
he participated with a heavy percentage 
of the gross. Offsereen, of course, Beatty 
was [ar [rom inactive, as the gossip 
columnists kept reminding us. His frec- 
wheeling romance with Julie Christie 
had him jetting from one fashionable 
watering hole to another on practically 
inent, His latest vent 


and 


nies, 
be: 


yew 


took 


every con 


him to Hamburg for a new К 
Brooks picture cryptically tiled S— 
possibly because the 5 earned by McCabe 
fell substantially below anticipation. 
Absent, too, for much of the year was 
Jon Voight, whose electric emergence in 
Midnight Cowboy still keeps audiences 
looking forward to пе reiter п of 
hi he Revolutionary, 
filmed in En id by Paul Williams, 
director who gave Voight his first chance 
in Out of It, didn't quite do it. ( 
did Ouf of H, released alter the success 
of Midnight Cowboy) Now, hom a 
plethora of scripts, Voight has chosen 
for his next film the sad tile of a 
allaown boxer, The All-American Boy; 
, the results should be in shortly. 
Michael Ca ng машу was 
boosted this year on the strength of a 
le performs 
ing gangster on veng 
Biitish-made Сер Carter; but the great- 
est surprise return was that registered 
by Sean Connery, whose career had 
drooped badly after his withdrawal from 
the James Bond series The cool. recep. 
tion accorded such films as Shalako and. 
The Molly Maguires suggested that the 
public wanted Connery as Bond or not 
t all. And then me The Anderson 
Tapes, an extremely wellmade and ir 
telligenUy cast example of the caper 
nd Connery was back in business. 


Advance word on Diamonds Are For- 
ever, scheduled for hol ке, 
dicates that Connery's burn 


brighter than ever now that he's. back. 
in glittering Bor 


Hoping for a si 


ge 


rly succesful re 
is Marlon Brando, seen (briefly) 
in Candy and (forgeuably) i 
Night of the Following Day. Tr 
у. fans whose idols have been olf the 
screen too long don't merely forget. they 
find other idols to worship. Bur in Bran- 
do's case, considering the splendid re 
views that greeted his performance as 
the mysterious gardener Quint in The 
Nightcomers, loosely based on Henry 
James's The Turn of the Screw, screened 
at the Venice Film Festival, this hardly 
seems likely. Reports out of New York 
during the shooting of his highly publi 
cized next venture, The Godfather, spoke 
of a new Brando: cooperative, consider- 
ate, concerned—and punctual. He seemed 
personally convinced 
series of mediocre pictu 

Jather could return him to the front ran 
of male stardom, where he cl 
longs. Whether Brando's portrait of а 
Mafia саро will also return. him io ih 
front ranks of male sex s 
be seen, 

Phe distinction between star as sex 
symbol and star as skilled performer i 
frequently blurred. Take, for e 
the saturnine George С. Scott, 
pro who keeps the wickets turning and 
the wire services churning with such 


incidents as his refusal to accept the 
Oscar he so fully earned with his in- 
depth portrait of Patton. Scot out-Rath- 
boned old Basil in They Might Be 
Giants, playing a lovably paranoid 
judge who imagines himself to be Sher- 
lock Holmes, then set out to ош Bogart 
Humphrey as a onetime criminal at- 
g a final haul in The Last Run. 
He сате out of The Lat Кип with 
a just critical acclaim. Married, 
ss Col- 
small role 
Run). 
st in 
y. the lovely 
ed from his 
nd returned to New 


ke a serious ini 
his youthful leading lad 
Trish Van Devere, sey 
wife yet again 
York with Trish. 
Another unlikely sex star is Walter 
Matthau, undoubtedly one of the most 
Important actors to emerge in recent 
years, with a record of highly profitable 
pictures unparalleled їз the industry. 
But the bilious face, the graveiiv voice, 
the shambling, stoop-shouldered. gait are 
hardly the accouerments of ihe. stand- 
aud muince idol. As Rin-Tin-Tin once 
proved. one can be popular and profita- 
ble without necessarily being a sex star. 
Indeed, an actor can appear in a whole 
ics of sexually oriented films without 
having апу of their sexuality rub off on 
him. А ease in point is Richard Benjamin, 
who leaped toward stardom in Goodbye, 
Columbus, Carrie Snodgress to der- 
perution in Diary of a Mad Housewife, 
seduced a wide swah of young ladies 
in The Steagle and spied lasciviously on 
shapely neighbors in The Marriage of a 
Young Stockbroker. For all his carnal ad- 
ve s quintessentially the 
neurasthenic, overly mothered young Jew- 
ish intellectual of Goodbye, Columbus 
—and, hence, the inevitable choice of 
writer-director-producer Ernest. Lehman 
for the masturbatory antihero of Port- 
поух Complaint, now in p 
And theacs that erstwhile 
D Hollman, who 
21 in the enormously successful. Little 
Big Man and from 20 to 40 in Who Hs 
Harry Kellerman and Why Is He Saying 
Those Terrible Things About Me? А 
ready overage when he played collegian 
Ben Braddock. Holfman, 


tures, he r 


ni 


xduction. 
Graduate, 
ged from 12 10 


now 34, re 
ler actor 


ters he pl 
пас, boyish kind of 


iably have a left 
sexual appeal. 
A finc yor 


tor who docs seem to 
possess the attributes for sex stardom is 
Stacy Keach, now on view as Dor. 
Keach, who came to Hollywood from 
the stage, had the lead role in the criti 
cal success (but 
The Traveling Executioner—and a cam- 
co pmi in Brewster MrCloud, which 
drew good notices for Stacy bur. mixed 
reviews for director Robert (M*A*S*H) 
Alman. If Keach connects with the right 


box-office mediocrity) 


role in the right film, he could be dyn 
ite, Other upand-comers include John 
Phillip Law, the ui ig personification 
of The Love Machin stopher Jones, 
the shell-shocked lover of Ryan's Daugh- 
ler; the ag AL Pacino, who stormed 
the screen as the drugaddicied Bobby of 
The Panic in Needle Park and is co- 
ring with Brando in The Godfather; 
ad Timothy Dalton, the brooding 
Неле in the remake of Wuthering 
Heights. 

Desperately wooing the youth market, 
film makers have looked even to record- 


ing stars ах possible tickets to box-oflice 
temporarily 
1071, Arthur 


minor role 
in Mike Nichols 22 into a lead- 
g one in Nichols’ Carnal Knowledge, 
would seem (o be the prime example 
of the vinylto-celluloid story. Folk-rock 
singer James Taylor also came on strong 
in the racing hobohemia of Two-Lane 
Blacktop, and gravelvoiced countryand- 


western virtuoso Kris Kristofferson gave 
a good account of himself as а por-push- 


d 


ing minstrel in Cisco Pike (which | 
previously been called Dealer and m: 
well be changed again to Keep Off the 
Grass). 

On the European scene. only Jean- 
Louis Trintignant seems to hi 
as a likely candidate for sup 
Indeed, after his performances 
Night at Maud's, Z and The Con- 
formist, all highly cerebral enterprises, 
and his delightful porwayal ol t 
brains behind a kidnaping gang 
Claude Lelouch's seriocomic The Crook, 
it seems that Trintignant сап play 
about anythi nd also that just about 
every second picture that appears. from 
Haly or France these days has hi 
Such formerly glamorous imports a 
айз Richard Bunton and Peter O'Toole 
and Egypt's Omar Sharif have held up 
less well of Lue. It did passing 
strange. that so virile an actor as Burton 
should impersonate a raging queen in 
Staircase, a $6,000,000 fiasco. But to fob 
low that with his portrait of a homicidal 
homosexual sadist їп a cheap thriller 
called Villain smacks less of sadism than 
of masochism. 

1 


both O'Toole 


and Shirif have gone back to the semi- 
Lawrence 


sexless 
of Arabia 

Lawrence thi 
vide rom: 


ge of th 
The 


r first hit, 
difference is that 
re no women to pro- 
But in The Hors 
men, filmed in Yugoslavia by the gifted 
John Frankenheimer, who seemed ra 
Чу off his form, Shari was so 
ttached 00 mettlesome 


that he all but ignored 
the equally mettlesome and altogether 
willing gypsy gil played by Leigh 


Taylor-Young. And in Murphy's War, 
OToole—instead of pursuing the only 
imeresting female in sight (Sian Phillips, 


“I will not listen to the views of a person who is 
subject to raging hormonal influences!” 


his real-life wife)—took off after a Ger- 
man submarine by land. and a 
even though World War Two was al- 
ready over. Is that the behavior of a sex 
star? America's Steve McQueen. was af- 
flicted by the same indillerence to women 
when, in Le Mans, he spent most of his 
time tooling around and around the 
race course instead of pursuing An- 
His Porsche was admittedly a 
id job, but so was Elga. 
nt Marcello Mas- 
rapidly ve 
ed by Trintignant. you can't accuse 
him of ing idle. He made four 
r—The Priest's Wife with 
Diamonds for Break- 
fast with Rita Tushingham. Le Voyeur 
with Virna Lisi, and his first. American 
production. 7t Only Happens to Others, 
with lovely Catherine Deneuve—from 
which he's expected to carn a paltry 
2,000,000. “But I am bored.” he con- 
fessed in an interview with Rex Reed. 
n fed up with life. Nothing is 
ing" This attitude has been showing 
up increasingly in his performances; but 
Reed points out that Masuoiauni 
though m 
himself less арай 
world’s most be: 


tically with two of the 
autiful women, Faye 


Dunaway and, Mlle, De- 
neuve. So his Ше с 1 that empty. 

In the same interview. however, Mas- 
s aloud the possibility 
not always be rich and 
and this is something of more 
mong his peers. Most 


of our own senior cns—men like 
John Wayne, Burt Lancaster. Kirk 
Douglas, James Stewart, Gregory Peck— 


have more than enough 
а rainy day, but there is 
moment when the money stops, when 
their star finally sets. Happily, in the 
course of their long careers, all these 
men have become more than stars; they 
have become actors, They have learned 
how to cope with the cranky mecha- 
isms of camera and miciophone and to 
project more than their own presence. 
They have learned how to create d 
ters. And perhaps that is the real dif 
ference between being a star and being 
an actor. The actor builds а whole new 
person, while what the star projects is 
essentially his own personality. And И 
that personality is sexy enough, he be 
comes a sex star and lives happily—it 
mot ever after, then at Teast until the 
reviews and receipts for his next film. 


ted away for 
always that 


зи 
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the Montreal board. The company has а 
total of 5,000,000 shares, 

What intrigued Greenspun was his 
knowledge that Hughes has always been 
{тату opposed to anyone in his 
employ using his name and financial 
status, "Hughes has never permitted it,” 
says Greenspun. “He chopped off two 
lawyers in L.A, for going off on ап 
oillease deal when the press merely 
speculated that it was а Hughes venture, 
He got sore at Bob. Maheu for making 
some outside investments, even though 
Maheu advised him about them and 
made it crystal clear to the public that 
Hughes was not involved. Yet here is his 
palace guard, who know him best, 
bouncing his name and prestige all over 
the Montreal exchange. What they are 
doing just makes no sense—unless they 
know, and T mean know, that there is 
no way Hughes will ever find out what 
they've done. 

When stories on the Canadian venture 
appeared in the Montreal papers, they 
touched off а great flap among the 
Hughes-Nevada people. They quickly set 


up a conference сай among Eckers- 
ley, Chester Davis, a representative from 
the Carl Byoir agency— Hughes's public- 


relations firm—and 
publicist Perry Lieber, and then issued a 

ement in Eckersley’s name. It warned 
that the stock was “highly speculative.” 
promised that the Hughes aides would 
have no part in Pan Americans manag 
ment and said that neither Howard 
Hughes nor Hughes Tool had any inter- 
см or investment in or knowledge of 
Pan American's affairs. When this story 
reached Montreal, the stock began to sag. 

Eckersley then promptly flew to Mon- 
treal, held his own press conference and 
flady contradicted the stillfresh state- 
mem. He said that Hughes had full 
knowledge of Pan American Mines, ap- 
proved of it and dat plans for vigorous 
mining activity were under consideration. 
The stock responded до these stimulating 
words and, by the end of August, sold at 
512 per share, 

Jt was a remarkable exhibition of Fi 

ersley’s strength that allowed him to 
speak from both sides of his mouth, In 
Las Vegas, the high-priced Hughes pub- 
licists һай unprintably shrill words for 
Eckersley—but did nothing. "I am not 
bout to take on Hughes's personal-stalE 
chief,” said one gingerly, "not without 
his say-so.” 
That misses the entire point,” says 
Greenspun, “What happens to everyone, 
including the state of Nevada, where 
Hughes is the biggest employer, if 
Hughes can't issue any move saysos?" 

This is alb circumstantial evidence, 
it is shored up by the facr that for a 
year now there п one verifi- 
able wiggle of a finger from Hughes's 


Tongtime Hughes 


STILL STAND ОР? (continued from page 148) 


alleged hideout at the Britannia Beach 
Hotel in Nassau, Bahamian immigration 
ofheers, when asked about Hughes's е 
пу card, point out thar it’s not a public 
document and then grow mute. Gaming 
officials in Nevada have offered to send a 
representative to Nassau if Hughes is 
incapable of returning, but the Hughes. 
emisaries lapse into an inarticulate 
state of shock at the suggestion. 

‘There is irony worth savoring in the 
thought that a man with а billion«lo 
empire, possessed of absolute authority 
over every List square inch of it, with 
the most sophisticated communications 
systems available to him, could be de- 
ceived about what the hell is happening 
in his empire. But now that the secrecy 
is crumbling, there are facts surfacing 
that fit am odd pattern. 

The machinery for isolating Hughes 
from the world has existed for yews. 
Hughes put it together himself and issued 
the divectives that started it working. 
The story of how Hughes began running 
a billion dollar complex of enterprises 
from a position of truancy dates back 20 
ind centrally involves a short, 
countam named Noah 


Today Dicuich lives in a handsome 
house high in Benedict Canyon in the 
upper reaches of Beverly Hills, He is 83 
ud his hair is snow white, but he 
drives himself to his offices in Century 
City every day, where he leisurely super- 
Vises some business properties. His mem- 
ory of $2 years with Howard Hu i 
vivid and bitter. He broke with Hughes 
in 1957 and kept resiliently silent for 
15 years, but now he is completing 
his memoirs which the Hughes lawyers 
are intent upon keeping unpublished. 

Hughes was only 19 and had just 
inherited Hughes Tool Company when 
he hired Dietrich. Dietrich's mind 
advoitly balanced Hughes's debits and 
credits and kept the bottom line black 
while his boss Hew planes, made movies 
and chased рій. lways has 
been spectacularly indecisive; he would 
agonize endlessly over an urgent. matter 
whi g ground to a halt. Dic- 
wich was a superb counterbalance; he 
snapped out a decision almost before 
the problem had been sued. In 1947, 
he independently spent 55.000,000. mod- 
ernizing Hughes Tool in Houston, with- 
out first telling Hughes what he was 
doing, and thereby boosted profits from 


Hughes 


le cverythi 


$4,000,000 a year in the Forties to 
560,000,000 a year in the mid-Fifties. 
Noah, you're а geni ighes told 


the 
nt 


him, and from that day on no one 
empire could lay a glove on the brill 
Noah Dietrich. 

In the early Fifties, Hughes took 
Dieuich from Houston to Los Angeles 
and installed him in a two-story bull- 


colored building at 7000 Romaine Street, 
which became Hu; 
Hughes himself 
whole pe 


the 


never there; 
int of Romaine was to give him a 
nerve center so he could rule by remote 


was 


Control. Hughes relayed his instructions 
to Dietrich via the Romaine switchboard 
and Dieuich implemented them. 

Then one day, Hughes tumed his 
esige cemer into a one-way hot line, 
an event that became critical to what 
happened later in Las Vegas. 
1n 1956,” says Dictrich, "Hughes is- 
sued a memo saying, in cllect, 10 every 
one down the command, ‘From now on, 
don't call me; TH cull you. Thereafter 
his executives could call in and talk to 
me but not to Howard. People grumbled 
that D was sealing him off from all con- 
. but that was what Howard wanted. 
Then he issued a second directive, сапу 
in 1057, to me. It said, ‘Don't raise 
new problems when I call you, but con- 
fine yourself to the subjects I bring 
ир. “ 

Subject only to Hughes's potential 
veto, Dietrich ran the empire, The divi- 
sion executives became accustomed. to 
operating their own enterprises without 
hearing from Hughes. He could fall 

lent lor years amd no one would get 
med. 

t Romaine included more 
than a dozen couriers, who drove old 
Chevioleis and delivered. memos. down 
the chain af command or fetched doc 
ments to send back up. As events 
evolved, this stalt became the breeding 
ground, the Saint Cyr aculemy, for some 
of the people now wickling awesome 
authority at the highest Hughes stai 
level. Directing the couriers was a dour 
Mormon, Frank William Сау, who, over 
the years, saked his stall heavily with 
fellow Mormons. This pleased Hughes 
for simpl: reasons, Good Mor- 
mons don't hink or smoke amd his 
security-conscious mind detests drunks 
in sensitive positions; he also hates the 
smell of tobacco. Among the Mormons 
functioning under Gay were Howard 
Eckersley. Levar Myler, Kay Glenn and 


secular 


George Francom, 
Over the yeas, Dietrich had been 
fccling increasingly aggrieved, a mood 


aggravated by three-a.at. phone calls and 
Jong-unkept promises of stock options. 
Ја 1957, he quit. Hughes left Dictrich's 
tion unfilled, but he retained the 
aine mesage center and all the 
accompanying Mormons. Hughes always 
has been а sort of corporate pack т 
man who keeps used toys in his att 
the next five years or so, the empire more 
or Jess ran itself, while The Man wrestled 
with moneylenders in order to pay for 
TWA planes, Liberated division chiefs 
functioned with new boldness and little 
or no instruction hom Hughes. 

During this period. Bill Gay rose me- 
tcorically but somewhat unnoticed in 


the Hughes hierarchy, from supervisor with widely disparate interests. His cus- ngly, his ear. He was also 
of the Chevy drivers to vice-president of tomers induded Stavros Niarchos, Del entirely ouside the corporate structure 
Hughes 1 And with him, Webb and the United Steelworkers Un- and authority; he had made his deal 
as his ehje арй. Glenn, ion. Maheu swam at ease through the with Hughes himself ay a consultant and 
“There has always been something upper levels of Washington politics, an — was not on Hughes's employee payroll. 
ghostfik says а veteran intimate of Senators, governors and top — In 1965, Bill Gay attempted to confirm 
Hinghes. employee. * Hever Sab im » tives. He was also in- his executive brilliance with a grandiose 
Ian on better believe that he is volved in mysterious activities that соп: venture into the computer business: а 
ihe background, watching ever. VENEL some Washington observers he new division called Hughes Dynamics. 
8 * had CIA connections. Columnist Jack He planned to take оп IBM em 
on has printed a story—and Ma- and set up elaborate offices in the Ki 
no commented" on it—that by Center in Westwood, with carpets so 
s involved in a series of assas thick they had to be lifted to the quar- 
atiempss on Fidel Castro, around ters by helicopter and shoved through 
the time of the Bay of Pigs, employing a the windows. 
West Coast ex-conviet and Mafia figure es Dynamics quietly died within 
named Johnny Rosel And with it, Gay went into 
Maheu’s anticommumism, his doak-and as a major power in the empire, 
dagger expertise and his Washington though he retained his vice-presidency 
influence appealed strongly со Howard in Hughes Tool. “Howard didn't get a 
Hughes. Maheu had a problem-solving ; oing on in Hughes 
organization amd. God knows, s about nine million 
had problems. Hughes became a prestig- fini!" says Maheu. 
us addition to Maheu’s client list in When сё down the power 
ihe mid-Filties, began loading more ladder, Maheu climbed. past him to the 
and more work on him, and finally asked top. In the fall of 1966, Н 
him to shed other clients, move to Los to Las Vegas and he tapped Maheu to 
ud work exclusively for Howard handl i 
hes. Maheu moved West in 1961 and Mathew “not to invite Bill. 
а handsome man: to permit him to be privy to our 
les I no longer trust him. My bill of 
nd other Hughes execu: comphiints against Bill's conduct gocs 
п outsider, a parvenu. back a long way and cuts very de 
L Hughes's blesing (Hughes placed heavy blame on 


heu and 


Two outsiders, Robert M 
Chester Davis. came into Gays. dosely 
watched world in the early Sixties. They 
into the Hughes organization 
fahen from Washington 
Мапе trouble shoot 
s attorney. to 
dle Hughes's massive legal problems 
ith TWA. 

Robert Aimé Maheu is а bald. confi- 
dent, genial fellow in his early 50s, with 
a background full of powerful business 
acquaintances and a trace of officially 
ed espionage. He was an FBI 
nt during World War Two and in 
the carly Fifties formed Robert А. Ma 
Associates in. Washington. He calls 
heu Associates "а problemesoly 


Hughes 


ех-ЕВ1 men, former IRS agens and 
lobbyists and was basically an industrial 
intelligence agency. an ave 
Governmental bureaus and. rich. clients 


the new PLAYBOY's 
Host & Bar Book 


By Thomas Mario 
PLAYBOY's Food & Drink Editor 


Now . . . be a superstar behind 
your Баг... with this handsome 
guide to gracious hostmanship. 
The most beautiful, most com- 
plete book ever published in this 
field, PLAYBOY's Host & Bar 
Book is designed for the man 
who not only mixes and pours— 
but entertains. All the details of 
party giving and of selecting, 
mixing and serving drinks—close 
to 800 recipes! And—enriching 
the book's value—historical back- 
ground on whiskeys, gins, rums, 
vodkas, brandies, wines and 
beers. Plus comprehensive liquor lists, suggestions for [piace charge to my Playboy Ciub 
wine cellars, a wine-terminology glossary and descriptions | Credit Key no 

of bar equipment. Lavishly illustrated (20 pages of color | Nare 
| 


the superhost at home. And why 
not impress a connoisseur friend? 
A Christmas gift of PLAYBOY's 
Host & Bar Book brings cheers! 
Only $12.95—for PLAYBOY's 
one-of-a-kind Host & Bar Book 
Available at your bookstore or urite: 
ұр 
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photographs), PLAYBOY's Host & Bar Book, 7" x 11" 
in size, opens flat for easy use. The gamut of drink con- 
coctions . . . delicious hors d'oeuvres recipes ...sugges- | сту State Zip 

tions for 15 parties . . . make this unusual guide a must for L. НОЮ {40 
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not only for the failure of Hughes Dy- 
namics but also, by way of some convo- 
Juted reasoning, for the failure of 
marr to Jean Peters.) He also 
instructed Маћса to kccp the Hous 
ton Tool Company people out of Vegas. 
Down in Houston, the old-line executives 
mmered, and back in Los Angeles, Bill 
Gay burned. 

Hughes's move to Las Vegas was much 
more than merely a change in residence. 
Afer years of litigation, Hughes was 
forced to divest himself of all his TWA 
stock and it proved the happiest defeat 
in his entire Gueer. Не sold near the 
peak of the market—at $86 a share— 
d received a check dor more than 
46,000,000. In 1967 the stock plummet- 
ed, and by the end of 1970 it was moving 
weakly at $14 а sh: 

Alwer paying сар 
Hughes had around $440,000,000 to in- 
vest. He brought this gigantic bundle 
with him to Las Vegas and began buy- 
ing up sections of the town and great 
chunks of surrounding Nevada land. He 
alo publidy blessed the new position 
into which he had elevated M: 
naming him chief execu 
Nevada Operations and 


the exclusive 
spokesman for Howard Hughes. For the 


next four years, all the real action in the 
Hughes empire was centered in Las Ve- 
gas and the man with the baton was 
Bob Maheu. 

But at the same time, Hughes did a 
baffling thing. Although he kept the 
Romaine center operative, Hughes du- 
plicated it on the ninth floor of the 
Desert Inn and, to staff it, he brought in 
five of Bill Gay's couricrs—Howard Eck- 
ersley, Levar Myler, George Francom, 
Roy Crawford and John Holmes, Maheu 
had the authority to dispose of the giant 
TWA windfall. But Gay's palace guards 
had control of the communications. 

Maheu soon learned that while 
Hughes could call him, he couldn't. call 
Hughes. When he wanted to talk to The 
Man, he phoned the penthouse and re- 
quested a conversation. Sometimes his 
сай was put through, sometimes it 
wasn’t. The Mormons often told Mahcu. 
that Hughes was resting: and he did steep 
at irregular hours, sometimes for astonish- 
ing periods of time. Or they might re- 
port that he was involved in business 
matters and had left word not to be 
disturbed. Maheu's memos received the 
same uneven treatment, A torrent of 
directives, handwritten on yellow leg: 
pads, came down to Maheu from 
Hughes. He would send his answer back 
up by cour nate a memo him- 
self, suggesting a course of action, All 
the memos necessarily passed into the 
hands of the palace guards, Sometimes 
there was an answer, 

Maheu was helpless to do anything 
about this one-way communications sy: 


tem; it had been sanctified by custom all 
the у back to Noah Dietrich’s days 
and everyone in the empire had accept 
ed it for years. Maheu never talked 
face to face with Hughes but only on the 
phone via the Mormon-staffed. switch- 
board. The revelation that Maheu never 
saw Hughes personally emerged in the 
subsequent court battle and greatly sur- 
prised Las Vegans, who assumed that 
Maheu saw Hughes constantly, that he 
could drop up to the penthouse when- 
ever he chose for long, private chats with 
his bos. Maheu never said that he 
talked to Hughes in person, but he also 
never said that he п". He countered 
questions with a nimble evasion that 
became a diché: “These who say they 
sce him don’t,” he would smile, “and 
those who see him don't say." What he 
omitted was, “Some of those who don't 
see him also don't say.” 

When you consider Hughes's life in 
Vegas, it brings on claustrophobic chills. 
Other than his former wife, Jean 
Peters—and there was some question 
about her—in all the world, the only 
human beings whom Hughes saw, spoke 
10 in person, said “Good morning” or 
“Good night” to, were those five tight- 
mouthed, diflident aides who took the 
calls, handled the memos and screened 
all the communications. With all the op- 
tions of a billion dollars open to him, 
Hughes lived in a world more consuict- 
ed than a hermit’s cave. He could 
up the phone and talk to Maheu—some- 
times he would call and say, “Bob, I'm 
loncsome"—but. Maheu was just a face- 
less voice. Hughes could pull back the 
draperies in the penthouse and look 
down nine floors to the people creep- 
ing up and down the Suip. Bue if 
he wanted to talk to somcone, ask how 
the Dodgers were doing, philosophize on 
Vietnam or argue the sins of the New 
Left, the only cars available were those 
of Eckersley, Myler, Francom, Crawford 
and Holmes, 

Napoleon complained that, in the 
depths of a palace, the only news the 
emperor received was that brought to 
him by his ministers. Hughes's empty 
confinement was even more severe, by 
his own doing. Not even his * crs” 
could bring him news; not his premier, 
Maheu, nor the head of Hughes Air- 
стай, Pat Hyland, nor the top executive 


of Hughes Tool, Raymond Holliday, nor 


his number-one Jawyer, Chester Day 


Chester Davis, a former partner in the 
lofty New York law firm of Simpson, 
Thacher and Bartlett, is an abrasive, 
outspoken man with a sandpaper tongue 
and a great store of charm when he 
chooses to show it, He works diligently 
at being something of a crass, unpredict- 
able character, He will tum his back on 
a judge when a ruling goes against him, 


walk to his desk, Jean over his lawbooks 
and scratch his behind for the court's 
edification. Chester Dayis knows how he 
affects people and nourishes his reput: 
tion as alternately gracious and tactless. 
He is an adroit man in the exercise of 
power, as Bob Maheu found out, and he 
moves in a world where the acquisition 
of power is the ultimate satisfaction, 

is took on Hughes's TWA trou- 
bles in the carly Sixties, when he was 
still with Simpson, Thacher. He shortly 
discovered that there were conflicts of 
interest; the Iaw firm also handled busi- 
messes that had lent money to TWA, 
which was on the other side of the fence 
in the court fight. In one of those lordly 
gestures that billionaires сап allord, 
‘Hughes offered to underwrite Davis if he 
would leave Simpson, Thacher and set 
up a pristine firm free of entanglements 
with Wall Street money. 

When he came aboard the Hughes 
organization, Davis found a natural 
friend in Bob Mahcu. Both had thei 
futures tied exclusively to Hughes 
both were outside the Hughes corporate 
hierarchy, with its ingrown, tightly allied 
executives. They enjoyed a close comp: 
bility for years, until that day when 
Davis lost the TWA case and the primal 
consideration of self-survival imposed i 
self on their friendship. 

Although Hughes had sold hi 
there remained a complex dam: 
with TWA as the plain i 
was the Ingest Hughes had ever faced, 
a case so big that it was known starkly 
in the Hughes empire as “The Big Onc." 

Hughes had been assured, says Maheu, 
that the most he could conceivably be 
asked to pay was $5,000,000. But in April 
1970, TWA was awarded a default judg- 
ment for more than 5137,500,000, plus 
$7,500,000 for TWAA's lawyers, plus court 
costs, for a total of $145,148,141.07, 
plus interest at six percen almost 
59.000.000 


and 


ing was upheld by a U.S. Court of Ap- 
реліз last September and the rate of 
interest was raised to seven and a half 
percent.) There was also the expense of 
ter Davis’ legal fee. 

had 


Ch 
Hughes long | 


the deserved 


setback. plu 
into a deep depression that lasted for 
many weeks. When he emerged, he told 
Maheu that the entire TWA matter was 
being turned over to him, including the 
choice of yers LO pursue any appeal. 
Maheu wisely asked the Hughes "Tool 
board of directors to ratily the assign- 
ment of authority, In January 1970, 
Hughes had sent Maheu a memorandum 
confirming his decisi 


ou have the ball on the TWA 
situation. You do not need further 


approval from me until such time 
as you are prepared to recommend 
to me a specific settlement 
specific sum of money. ... If 1 am 
to hold you responsible Гог the over- 
all outcome of this litigation, 1 must 
give you the complete authority to 
decide which 
handle cach phase of it. I repeat, 
Bob, you have full authority 


Recognizing the enormity of the assign- 
ment. Maheu turned the whole record 
of the litigati cr to three top law 
firms, Defense Secre- 
y Clark Clifford’s, and asked them to 
review it as quickly as possible and ad 
vise him, They recommended that Davis 
name be omitted from the appellate 
{, so that new counsel could defend 
interests rather than Davis per- 
formance, The nt could then state 


ари 


that Hughes had not been adequately 
represented in the earlicr litigation, 
Hing out between Maheu and 


The 


When 
removed from the case, he sent a blister- 
ing message to his old friend Maheu, 
telling him to stop tampering with 
Hughes's legal matters. Maheu shot back 
а still teletype informing "To date 
you have lost this case at every level 
h catastrophically adverse financial 
and other injury to the dele 
have confidence, in view of your 
unfortunate record thus far, that your 
presence will contribute to a successful 


appeal. . . . You have repeatedly assured 
me that no antitrust violations were 
involved and that in consequence, TWA 


could prove no damages. | must con. 
dude that you were either wrong or 
wholly inellectual, [or the judgment 
ow stands at a staggering figure... . 1 
deeply resent your presumptuous re 
quest that 1 ‘cease interfering with cour 
sel in charge of and responsible for the 
case There has been no interference on 
my part other th: f steps to accord 
other counsel an opportunity to salva 
а case which you ically lost. 
If ever there was a time for Howard 
Hughes to intervene and sort out the 
Byzantine confusions, it was i 
ber 1970. Instead, а dead silence hung 
from the ninth floor of the Desert 1 


Maheu to say that Hughes wasn’t well 

nd would be out of touch. "He told me 
to carry on per existing directives," Ma 
heu says. "There had been periods like 
that before, so 1 just carried on. When 
the showdown cime with Davis, I sent 
10 the penthouse a memo giving the views 
of the three law firms that supported my 
position. I learned Iter from three 
separate sources that it was never sent 
iu to Hughes." 


gn aml Ore. 


“The trouble with kids these days is they get everything they 


want 


Events then came tumbling in on top 
of one another. On the final day for 
g the appellate brief, Maheu got 


York firm handling i 
would appear, desp 
tions. From the Hughes Tool board of 
me a new resolution, rescind. 
ing Maheu’s authority over the TWA 
case and restoring it to Davis. Tt was 
recently learned, from a member of the 
Tool Company board, that it 
this second directive at the request of 
Howard Eckersley, who claimed to be 
speaking for Hughes. No word cime 
rectly from Hughes. 

Five days belore Thanksgiving, Bill 
Gays assistant, Kay Glenn, moved into 
the Desert Inn penthouse to supervise 
all communications. A few days later, а 
convoy of limousines from 7000 Ro- 
maine slid into the Desert Inn. parking 
lot. On Thanksgiving, Howard Hughes, 
the Mormon palace guard and the lim- 
ousines departed. 

On December fourth, Chester Da 
showed up in Los Angeles, summoned 
а legal friend of Maheu from Wash 
ington and told him that Hughes had 
executed a proxy giving all Nevada man- 
agement authority to him, Bill Gay and 
Toolco vice-president Raymond Holliday 
—or any two of those three. In a line 
straight out of a 1930 Western 
said, "Maheu resigns by sundown 
he's fired.” He refused to specify Hughes's 


issued 


why, at his age, I had to masturbate.” 


factions or to show the purported 


Davis and Gay then flew to Las Veg 
set up battle headquarters in the Sands 
and that evening moved a small army 
of ty men into the 
casino cages of all Hughes hotels. They 
shouldered aside the regular staff and 


iditors and secim 


began feeding cash and markers—Las 
Vegas 1. О. Us—into special pouches. 
Maheu refused to be fired for three 


reasons. First, the lawyer ordering his 
dismissal had just been barred from a 
case by Maheu himself, Second, the basis 
st him was a docu- 
ment he hadn't seen, And, third, no con- 
firming word had come from Howard 
Hughes. From the casinos, calls flooded 
пешә ofice complaining the 
strange raids. “What they were doing in 
the cages violated state regulations and 
threatened the licenses of the hotels,” 
. "I talked to Hughes's per- 
sonal Nevada attorney, Tom Bell, and 
he told me I had to get those people 
out of there." Maheu rallied his forces 
and got the Davis-Gay men out. 

‘The case wound up in court and has 
been exhaustively reported. It pivoted 
on the authenticity of Hughes's signa- 
ture on the proxy by which Davis sought 
to fire Maheu, One of the foremost 
handwriting authorities in the country, 
Charles Appel, the man who broke the 
Lindbergh kidnaping and who helped 
save Clay Shaw from Jim Gari 


about 
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prosecution, testified that the si 
was a forgery. The Davis-G 
duced a retired officer from the Long 
Beach, California, police depa 
who signature was auth 
the judge ruled that the Toolco people 
ing properly in behalf of Howard 
hes. Only one man testified that he 
had seen Hughes sign the proxy: palace 
Myler. He testified that 
only he and Howard Eckersley were 
present when Hughes signed the docu- 
ment. His testimony gave the merest 
pinhole peep into the hidden world of 
Howard Hughes. Though he had been 
Hughes aide for 20 years and was one 
of the five people who saw him, Myler 
testified: 
“Mr. Hughes 


asked Mr. Eckersley 
what I was doing there. Mr. Eckersley 
explained that 1 going to witnes 
and that ће, Mr. Eckersley, was goi 
notarize the signature for this proxy. 

Maheu's attorney, Morton Galane, 
was prevented fom exploring in detail 
how the proxy ed, what Hughes 
it, what his role—if 
g it might have been 
or why he had signed Maheu’s corporate- 
execution warrant without even picking 
up the phone and advising Ma 
the ax was going to fall. But G 
ited, a bit at a time, some intr 
pieces ol information that much of the 
press overlooked. 

The contents of a proxy were first di 
cussed, testimony showed, three months 
before Hughes signed it. Those involved 
were the five palace guards, Chester Davis 
and Bill Gay. There were various versions 
of it drawn up and discarded, and the 
final draft was prepared in Chester Davis? 
New York office and wansmined to Eck- 
ersley via telecopier on the day Hughes 
пєй it, And once 
Hughes ‚ Myler said, it wi 
imo Myers own private. safe-deposit 
hox amd he told no one in the entire 


Hughes empire about its existence—ex- 


cept Bill Gay. 


“Those lie penthouse fellows,” 
mused a Newsweek staller who covered 
the hear € come 


way from their Chevy«lriving d 

When Hughes fled Las Vegas to the 
Bahamas, Myler siid, Hughes released 
the proxy and ordered Maheu fired after 
viewing a copy of the Las Vegas Sun 
reporting the Hughes disappearance 
from the Desert Inn. “Mr. Hughes said 
that Greenspun wouldn't have dared to 
print that unless Bob was behind him,” 
Myler declared. 

Before Maheu was fired, the Hughes 
sked what 
the reaction to such a move would be. 
‘They responded that it would touch olf 
а long inter 1 wave of publicit 
mostly adverse. With such a warning. 
and the chaos that ensued, it seems 


puzzling and unreasonable that Hughes 
acted simply because а newspaper had 
reported—with absolute. accuracy—th 
he had moved out of one of his hotels. 


Las Vegas has always been a nervous 
town and the incestuous disorder in the 
Hughes empire has put it collectively 
on edge. Beneath the surface uncas 
ness and the wry jokes runs the anx 
ety of vulnerable people whose world 
as turned unpredictable. The thousands 
who work for Hughes reason that if a 
man with Maheu’s once-held power can 
get mugged in a corporate alley, who's 
safe? W their Protector, why did 
he flee and why does he remain so 
deathly silem? After Maheu was fired, 
more than 100 employees were chopped, 
nd the purges go on. About six months 
ago, two Las Vegas veterans, Al Bene- 
dict, head of all Hughes hotels, and 
Bernie Rothkopf, boss of the Sands. 
were fired at midnight, their departu 
anounced in a one-sentence predawn 
ss release. As an i ion that they 
in disfavor, they found the lock 
changed on their office doors. They were 
old Vegas faces with a lot of friends, and 
many people who only shrugged at Ma- 
heu’s removal deeply resented the cold 
andling of Benedict and Rothkopf. 
Man, 1 tell you,” said а Desert Inu 
bartender before he quit and 
went to San Diego, “the Mau Maus are 
loose im this town. 
When the governor of Nevada openly 
wonders if Hughes knows what is going 
оп, the old taboos expire and what was 
aid behind hands becomes а public sub- 
ject. People no longer discuss the Nevad 
trouble in terms of Hughes's eccentricity. 
They debate whether Hughes is dead, or 
ive and nonfunctioning and the object 
of manipulation. 
n his Benedict Canyon home, 
Noah Dietrich gives credence to the lat- 
ter theory. He was closer to Hughes than 
пу other an, and for а longer 
time, and is the only one with respectable. 


a wee! 


ving m 


credentials as a Hughes. intimate who 
will speak out 

"Im 83 and probably haven't long to 
но. but before I do there аге some 


things that ought to be known, Hugh 
affairs are entwined in the affairs of this 
шу. He's a major defense contracto 
1 he has put himself in the public 
a. and a Federal court has so ruled. 


vs 


late my constitutional Ireedom of speech.” 
His old blue cyes snap and he tosses 

his white mane, a man ending a silence 

t ran too long. 

"b think the 


pressure gets too much 
for him,” says Dietrich. "In 1957, when 
he had all those money troubles financ- 
ing TWA, two men in the empire came 
to me independently and suggested that 


1 have а comtappointed gu 
signed ло watch over hi 
Houston lawyer, Howard 
ed the Tool Company to 
more than 5100.000.000 in jet orders and. 
we didn't have the money to pay for 
them. Yet the lawyer said that Hughes 
had told him to go to Canada and bid on 
another $125,000,000 worth of Visco 
planes that w ble up there. The 
lawyer said, "Noah, you have to do some- 
thing to stop him. 

A few weeks later, Hughes's ow 
1, Dr. Vernon Mason, came to me 
E wed me to have Hughes hosp 
talized, I told him that he was Hughes's 
doctor and that was his job, not mine. 
He said he didn't want to endanger his 
year position with tie Hughes 


There is corroborative evidence, much 
doser in time, After Hughes disap 
peared from Las Vegas, the sherill's d. 
tment called in a local doctor who 
had ucated Hughes on November fifi — 
just three weeks before he left the city 
—and questioned him about Hughes's 
condition in ап effort to determine il 
Hughes had left of his own free will. 
His report was kept confidential, but its 
contents leaked out. He dedared that 
Hughes was receiving blood wansfu- 
sions, that his weight was down to near 
100 pounds, that his hemoglobin count 
was down 10 four from the normal 13 to 
16 and that he should be moved nowhere 
except to a hospital. 

ince then, Hughes officials say, two 
doctors have examined him in Nas 
siu amd have reported to Governor 
ос п that he is in good health, 
"considering his infirmities” and is oper- 
ative both mentally and. physically. But 


these executives decline to identify the 


doctors, to let them be 
make public their report. 

If Howard Hughes is healthy, as all 
those Hughes Tool people who never 
see him keep saying, it just might requ 
a simple, but altogether uncharact 
act to silence Governor O'Callagh: 
to rebut Noah Dietrich, to stop all the 
speculation and tranquilize the uneasy 


wed or to 


ter 


state of Nevada. 
10 suffici 


In order ту convince the 
orld that he's in control of himself and 
his empire, Hughes might have to ask 
someone who knew him well in the old 
days—tfor nk McCulloch 
New York bureau chief of Time—to fly 
to Nassau and visit the Brit 
Hotel. "Then, at an agreed-upon timc 
Hughes would step from his doorway, as 
suming he were able, and Hello. 
Frank, Here I am, so let's stop all this 
pointless talk about my being dead or in 
a coma." 

‘That takes, by the stop watch, about ten 
seconds, and somehow it seems ап easy 
hing for а powerful mau to do. 


stance, Fr 


inia Beach 


(ay 


зг the time we e sailed al the way to Hamburg to see thos: 
ul thirty seconds of Hedy Lamarr in ‘Ecstasy? 


тй 
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the psychopath 


(continued from page 201) 
like the Wizard of Woo, they come on 
with fake repentance—tearful  self«de- 
aciations and the like—that disappears 
as soon as freedom or forgiveness has 
been attained. 

‘There may follow a quict period, with 
every evidence of stabil 1 cautious 
predictions that the wayward individual 
has straightened out or learned his les- 
son. But psychopaths of this kind do not 
learn from experience, The prospect of 
punishment will not keep them from 
going off die rails again. 

Much of the literature on the subject 
has assumed that the rational but dan- 
gerously unstable, erratic people diag- 
nosed as psychopaths are bound to lose: 
At odds with society, they sooner or 
later end badly, The Mask of Sanity, by 
Dr. Hervey Cleckley—which is all but 
universally conceded to be the master- 
work on the psychopathic mystery—dem- 
onstrates this point in one case history 
after another, But deep into his work, we 
find Dr. Cleckley disturbed by a kind of 


PLAYBOY 


person he can't explain but whom he 
acknowledges: the Successful Psychopath. 
"This individual's illness, if it is such, 


appears circumscribed 
damages his ca 


Ч in no way 

reer. Cleckley never satis- 
factorily accounts for him, except to 
distinguisl, che partial from the full psy- 
chopath aml to now raher lamely that 
“although [the successful outlaws] occa- 
sionally appear on casual inspection as 
successful members of the community, as 
able lawyers, executives or physicians, 
they do not, it seems, succeed, in the 
sense of finding satisfaction or fulfill. 
ment in their accomplishments.” 

In the late 19105 and early 19505, the 
concept of the part psychopath began 
10 emerge more clearly in psychiatri 
studies. The scheming oudaw inspired 
a thrill of fear as well as fasc 
‘There was a sense of menacing strangers 
in our midst, brilliant, remorseless people 
with icy intelligences, incapable of love 
or guilt, with aggressive designs on the 
rest of the world. 

The successful psychopath, it was said, 
could dominate people as he damaged 
them precisely because of his lack of 
feel 'olved with others, he cool- 
ly saw into their fears and desires and 
maneuvered them as he wished. Such a 
man might not, after all, be doomed to 
a life of scrapes and escapades ending 
ignominiously in the jailhouse. Instead 
of murdering others, he might become a 
corporate raider and murder companies, 
firing people instead of killing them, 
and chopping up their functions rather 
than their bodies. 

We now have a disquieting awareness 
of people who шау at the same time be 
profoundly ill and yet, in many ways, 

зів lar more ble than we are. Hints of 


magic appear: Cleckley cite: 
stance, "the astonishing power that near- 
ly all psychopaths and part psychopaths 
have to win and bind forever the devo- 
tion of women. 

‘The psychopathic spirit of our time has 
been imagined as inhabiting people very 
different from one another: crank, ob. 
scene phone caller, writer of poison-pen 
letters, compulsive, perhaps acid-throwing 
pursuer of a hated loved one, lone wolf 
or part of a gang—such as the member 
of the Flori bike gang who nailed a 
girl by her hands to a tree for several 
hours because she didn't bring in enough 
money. But we also have the psychopath 
in respectable circles, no longer assumed 
to be a loser. Or if he loses, he may bring 
down others with him, in the style of Sen 
ator Joseph McCarthy, Dr. Sam Sheppard 
or the eventually murdered. financier 
Serge Rubinstein, 

In "The Psychopath in Our Societ 
William Krasner comments: ""They—psy 
chopath and part psychopath—do well 
in the more unscrupulous type of sales- 
work, because they take such delight 
in ‘putting it over on them,’ ‘getting 
away with and have so litte con- 
science about defrauding their customers. 
They become private detectives and po- 
lice, bodyguards, strikebreakers. Many go 
much higher, to become even politicians 
and industrialists, where, though olten 
erratic and unreliable, their complete 
lack of scruples overcomes their more or 
equally able rivals 

What links these varied individuals, if 
they can be linked? Cleckley, along with 
Lindner, likens psychopaths to adoles- 
s driven to extreme behavior b 
boredom. He then goes on to a startli 
though now fashionable concept: 

"What [the psychopath] believes he 
needs to protest against is по small 
group, no particular institution, set of 
ideologies, etc, but human life itself. 
In it he finds nothing deeply meaning- 
ful or persistently stimulating, but only 
some wansient aud relatively petty pleas- 
ant caprices, a terribly repetitions series 
of minor frustrations and ennui. Like 
many teenagers. saints, history: 
statcsme: wb other noi 
geniuses, he shows uni 
do something about the si 

With the coupling of psychopath 
nt—even if the compa unfa- 
ble to the former—we have come a 
way from the “moral imbecile” of 
the 19th Century, the “predatory per- 
sonality” d osd by Dr. Karl Mei 
ninger or the “hollow, isolated person 
identified by Dr. Arnold Buss in his 
book Psychopathology. 

The psychopath emerges now as a 
failed saint. How сап this be? We may 
begin to watch the gradual change-over 
of an old concept d the birth of a 
new model in its place as the psycho- 
п and siint are, by one observer 
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then another, combined into a new 


d of person, 


Mail- 
o" appeared 
in Dissent magazine. In it, Mailer breaks 
through to an entirely new conception. 
The menacing psychopath is embraced. 
Incredibly—it seems at first. shock—we 
are urged to turn into an “antithetical” 
version of the outlaw and find our way to 
his radical vision of the universe. 

“The White Negro” produced the el- 
fect of a door suddenly flung open to 
reveal a frightening jangle jus beyond 
the threshold, In this jungle “where 
paranoia is as vital to survival as blood,” 
the new psychopath will be king. Hip is 
the American cxistentialist's way to live. 
The “psychopathic brilliance” of the 
hipsters style modeled on the black 
experience, “The Negro has the simplest 
of ahernatives: live a life of constant 
humility or ever-threatcning danger.” 
To survive, he must remain cool, stay 
on top of life at every threatening mo- 
ment and live in "the enormous present. 

An absolute and continuing need to 
acquit oneself with grace under pressure 
drives this individual, If he scores, 
tiumphs, gets his мау, he grows and 
lives more intensely. If he fails, allows 
anyone or any circumstance to put him 
down, he actually dies a little, His спе 
gies weaken and his soul diminishes: He 
may even sicken and, Mailer believes, 
contract cancer. 

Psychopathy—hitherto deemed. an ill- 
ness and public menace—is dressed up 
by Mailer in this remarkable manifesto 
and presented as an answer to life. 
What Lindner foresaw with alarm, Mail 
er celebrates: “The psychopath may in- 
deed be the perveried and dangerou 
front. runner of a new kind of person- 
ality which could become the central 
expression of human nature before the 
20th Century is over. For the psycho- 

ath is better adapted 1o dominate those 

mutually contradictory. inhibitions upon 
violence and love which civilization. has 
exacted of us.” 

Mailer then suggested that (even in 
1957) our cultural direction is Чуло 
a marked degree being determined by 
psychopaths. Not every psychopath is an 
extreme case, but “the condition of psy- 
chopathy is present in a host of people, 
including many politicians, professional 
soldiers, newspaper columnists, enter- 
tainers, artists, jazz m ns, callgirls, 
promiscuous homosexuals and half the 
executives of Hollywood, television and 
advertising.” 

Have we come, then, to the hour of 
the psychopath, the advent of psycho- 
pathic man, when what was once as- 
sumed to be a state of illness is abruptly 
declared to be a state of he: 
be true that with the dramatic appear- 
ance of the psychopathic ideal, a new 

320 man has come upon us; that, in order to 
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survive turbulent years ahead, far from 
seeking to teat the psychopath in clin- 
ics, we should rather emulate him, learn 
how to become him? Would it be advis- 


able, for inst for even the non- 
revolutionaries us to honor the 
present only and annihilate history. past 


standards, the memory of bygone cul- 
tures, for the reason that defunct models 
of life can only get in our way? 
History, we have commonly supposed, 
hes that something we like to call 
Is through the up- 
ike place over the cen 
ries. Supersouctures of behavior come 
and go, but the essential character struc- 
ture of man endures. But now this has 
been denied by Mailer, who sees in the 
late 20th Century the creation of a new 
nervous system: by Timothy Leary, who 
describes those of us who have tripped 
out on LSD as "mutants" whose con- 
sciousness will never be the sime; and 
by Marshall McLuhan, who envisions new 
electronic circuitry changing the heads 
of men and women all over the world. 
The idea of a constant nature under- 
lying history is rejected also by Dr. 
Thomas Szasz im The Myth of Mental 
Hlness. “Both man and society cha 
he believes, “and, as they do, 
nature’ changes with them.” Like I 
Dr. Eric Berne (Games People Play) 
and many others. Szasz sees the lives we 
pursue as game structures of one kind or 
another. He regards mental disability or 
malfunction a akin to 
guage problem than о illness, 
hysteria, for example 
havior.” The patient i 
doesn’t understand the game going on. 
єс analyst seeks to unravel the game 
of life that the patient plays. 
What, then, is the psychopath signal- 
Possibly the breakdown of games 
that have been sanctioned by Western 
civilization, Even more important, what 
are those who have appropriated the 
term psychopath signaling? For in track- 
ing down his role. we have not so much 
10 determine what he is or may be but, 
rather, t0 find out why so many people 
today admire what they think he is. We 
аге faced with the revolutionary, hip but 
ho intellectually chic proposal that 
ern man is rapidly turning into a 
person for whom violence, immedi 
gratification of desire, — selLassertion, 
combat readiness and performance. are 
while compassion, willingness to 
in line and refrain. from taking 
we have become moral luxuries 
that growing numbers of а no 
longer afford. (Emerson's definition of a 
gentleman as someone who does not 
insist on his rights seems now insane.) 
We may ask why this model—the view 
that life must imitate psychopathy; that. 
our scene may. even should be converted 
into a playground for psychopaths—has 
been welcomed and sustained by so many 


u- 


їп 


can 


tellectuals. Why have the psychopathic 
style and ideal become fashionable? 

Perhaps we are going to discover that 

in times of stress, particularly times of 

i n orthodox religions no 

er comfort masses of people, mental 


We may find also 
that psychopathy lies waiting, dormant 
in millions of nervous systems, holding 
the possibility of metamorphosis into 
new kind of human being as soon as the 
liberating force comes. Whatever this 
force— drugs. rock, violence, mystical ex- 
perience or a combination of these—it 
seems capable of changing an individu 
al, especially a young person, practically 
ight. Both for good and for evil. 
The fearsome motorcyclist. baptized in 
t Boone's swimming pool (assuming 
this to be good) embraces Jesus. The 
Y. М.С, А, boy one day mounts a hog 
and starts turning hairy and savage. 
Psychopathic mutants, if they can be 
so imagined, аге often remembered by 
friends and neighbors back home as hav- 
ing been the absolute reverse of their 
transformed selves. For example, Charles 
Watson. the disciple of Charles Manson. 
was recalled in his home town, Copc- 
ville, Texas, as а “clean-cut high school 
Меге." According to his football 
h. Watson had al good speed.” 
His brother James said that Charles was 
good boy—he never got into trouble. 
We always had fun as boys here. We 
would go to the lake and go waterskiing 
and used to make gocarts together. He's 
а good boy, he's my brother." But the 
Tawyer for Watson, who had known 
him from boyhood, observed: "He is 
thirty pounds lighter. He looks like a 
different person. He's very detached and 
doesn’t seem concerned about anything." 
Detached and wnconcerned—the mar 


of clinically diagnosed psychopaths 
everywhere, except during brief llare-ups 


of temper. But Manson himself, leader 
of the nomadic family whose members 
killed as a means of social protest, for 
revenge. for pleasure, at random and for 
ho reason. may be seen as a spectacular 
incarnation of destructive psychopathic 
forcc—which at times seems magical and 


in a terrible way almost rcligious—having 
the outlaw prophets historic Rasputin, 
Savonarollike gift not merely for domi- 


nating but for bewitching others. 

Does such magic derive precisely from 
wreichedness and deprivation in child- 
hood yems? И so, possibly we must 
Knowledge that since psychopathy may 
breed. psychopathy, we are 
confronted by inaeasing numbers of 
mistreated or unloved childven—from 
both die slums and the suburbs—who, 
having grown up, possess a fearlessness 
and headlong energy that we haven't 
been prepared for. 

Gresham's Law states that 
etary exchange, bad curre 


ow being 


any mon- 
су tends to 
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drive out good. Correspondingly, middle- 
class people whose coin is moderation 
ask whether psychopathy tends to 
€ out and dominate sanity 
In The Psychopath, William and Joan 
McCord cite а 1933 study: “Elizabeth 
‚ compared 
mily backgrounds of nine extreme- 
ly aggressive children with those of nine 
very submissive children, The mothers 
of all the aggressive boys rejected. their 
children; the mothers of the submissive 
lads appeared overprotective. An 
ly punitive atmosphere don 
homes of the aggressive ca 
of the submissive cl 
hand, were ‘ha 

Research of this ki nd there һа 
been suggests th 
eglect or maltreatment of c 
duces among the survivors more alert, 


the 
the homes 
dren, on the other 
moniou 


ied 


"s; 


t 
Меп pro- 


stronger, belligerent, predatory boys and 
girls, and that, Ils of privilege 
come down, unloved children may short- 


ly be making a bid to put the advanced 
through terrible changes, domi 
nd g wild over the chil- 
Suppose that mysti 
powers. giving off tions of either 
love or hamed. may be distilled only 
from early sorrow. И these powers can 
dominate the decency of ordinary people, 
then is kindness a waste? Is giving love 
to а child bad taining? What we can't 


society 
nating 


vet get around is the astonishing Lact 


that lack of love, even cruel treatment, in 


childhood seems often among psychopaths 
10 produce the powcr to inspire love and 
fanatical devotion. 

Why do supposedly normal people so 
frequently find themselves bowing down 
то widely differing kinds of psychopath 
whether Hitler 


Charles Manson or a 
nt shouter or telev 
acher? With the old gods gone, he 
has mo doubts, betrays no fear, gives а 
meaning and authority to life—no matter 
how twisted, wild or mysterious it may be. 
an there be something at the very 
heart of American life that breeds ps 
chopathy? If so, is there anything we 
can do to change this? Should we? Or 
will it be best 10 te 
psythopat 
may survive 


ach our children the 
they 


siyle in order ih 


How do we identify a psychop, 
«s res of form, predictable 
pulsiveness and the prob: 
if confined in any sort of v 
will break out of it, bring 
10 somebody. He refuses to del 
cation. will not yield to the rules of any 
same but his own. The good of society 
doesn’t il. 
Accordin “com 
pletely 
а 


only 


much. if 
he has 

of property. 
icicristically, he may, as the phrase 
ot live up ro his family oblig. 


nterest him 
to Lind 


delective 


at 


sense 


tions” 


he may steal; he violates time and 
duty, wipes out boredom with drugs or 
drunkenness, blithely or coldly takes what 
he wants, grins happily or suddenly es 
plodes in anger like a baby, is one in a 
sense (a psychiatrist has said that we are 
all born psychopaths), hits out, loves, 
Jcaves, grasps, exploits without guilt and 
regardless of warnings that he's out of 
line and subject to punishment, 

We have here a revolt t conserv- 
ative humanism, with its social contracts. 
For the psychopath, there arc no social 
contracts, no obligations—assumed by all 
middle-class 
chiatric establishment—that relate to the 
values of settling down, staying put, 
rearing a family, ol 
dore Roosevelt: "Fear 
your own part”) and being productive. 
In 194], the U.S. Surgeon General's 
Осе ascribed to psychopaths the charac- 

in to 
police classifications of drifter or vagrant 
—condemnation enough nts of 


descriptive 
diagnosis of 
ment it no longer 
paid ar 
ance," 


For a number of years now, mil- 
lions of a rising generation have adopted 
а style that provides for del ely be- 
15 and mo longer pi 

ance. 
perhaps 
ion ү. ilis recognize 
They hold 


most, 
no cime 


imit 


with life from 
has created a 


Buddhist simplicity. goi 
one moment i0 the next. 
heady revolutionary brew, The effects. 
when encountered for the first time, can 
have a distressing impact on people whose 
lives have been conventionally ordered. 

As old forms slowly collapse, the di 
idness becomes deliberate and 
ns into a routine. Again, who is 10 
judge whom? Todays outlaw refuses to 


SERRE wk апу judge, since, say, 
charged with murder, he has good reason 


то hel 
1 


ve that proper decorum will lead 
у to the gas chamber, From his point 
why show respect for procedures 
that will surely end your life? Hence, at 
his Los Angeles trial, Charles Manson to 
Judge Charles H. Older: 


Are you going to usc this cou 
room to kill me? . . . Th 
you say 1 am guilty. you know what 
I'm going to do. . . . 

"What are you going to do 


minute 


"You know. . . ." 


“I order you to be quiet, Mr. 
Manson 

"You order me to be quiet wl 
you kill me in your court. I'm not 
just going to sit here and let you 
n being and I'm 
t lor my life, one way 


going to f 
or the other 


c you removed 
if you don't stop.” 
going to have you removed 
if you don't stop. 1 have a little 
system of my ом" (Leaps over 
the defense table at the judge) 
Later, being led “In the 
name of Christian justice, someone 
should cut your head off!" 


In search of justice, we find psychopa- 
thy on all sides, including that of law 
1 order. For example, what fairness 
could Manson expect when he heard 
that a judge scheduled to try his case 
had attended a skit performed by mem- 
bers of the bar—based on their hilarious 
perceptions of Manson's communce—ti 
ted “The Family That Slays Together 
Stays Together"? 


We have followed the misuse. mythic 
development and the coming 10 new life 
of a psychiatric concept originally in- 
tended to describe a form of mental 
illness, and now reach this point: 

It’s not so much that individuals who 
part psy- 
chopaths ence and 
leadership in our country (there's noth- 

ng particularly new in this) but that 
the psychopathi of acting out all 
desires has become routinely accepted, 
possibly as supreme—even among people 
who are not psychopaths 

‘The ascendancy of the psychopath as 
a model. predicted by Mailer, seems close 
at hand. New violent saints and rapist- 
prophets appear everywhere. Readiness 
with fist, brick, knife and gun n 
fine the new holy orders. But since the 
violent will always be the most notice 
able, violent psychopathy distr 
attention from other manifestations. of 
the new style, not all of du 
destructive. 

May there not sweet © 
psychopathy, as there is то b Ha 
pschopathy perhaps “a good twin"? To 
sav so would be to recognize the psycho 
pathic condition as neither good nor bad. 
or rather 10 call it a state of being with 
both good and bad attributes. The ow 
Такій uninhibited, freeform: action— 
would then set new standards of 
with good and evil quite irrelevant, thus 
fulfilling the commandment that we be 
г as little children. 

e now confronted by а band of 
psychopaths in motley, 
evil and sometimes А 
headlong and magical. louts and schem: 
as. ‘d and charged 


de- 


side 


be a 


bies: 


ам 


children. unrestr 
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with eneigy . . . drunkards and forgers, 
addicts, flower children, Mafia loan 
shark battering his victim who can’t pay 
up, charming actor who makes crippled 
Tittle boys and girls laugh, cham 
orator, murderer, the prophet who makes 
us love life again. gentle, nomadic guitar 
ist, hustling politician, hustling judge, 
writers and preachers coming back with 
a vengeance to visit retribution on the 
middie classes that rejected them, whore 
and pimp, cop on the take, chanters fill- 
g the multitudes with joy, prancing 
Adonis of rock concerts, the saint who lies 
down in front of tractors, а student rebel, 
an ісу dominating Nobel Prize winner 
stealing credit from laboratory assistants, 
the businessman who then steals the scien 
list’s perception, turning it into millions 
Ш, all doing their thing, which is the 
psychopathic commandment. 

Now to pull back from sentimentality, 
avoid premature appeasement of the 
Return to the clinic. Remem- 
ber what Cleckley told us, and Mennin- 
the McCords The 
psychopath is a sick human being and 
the harbinger of distress. Possibly, then, 
those who glorily the psychopathic way 
of life—and the others, no matter how 
iant and forceful, who serve as he- 
nd models of the new man—are in 
ing degrees all crazy and are le 
us to destruction. 


new m; 


nd Lindner: 


The inquiry seems as much philosoph 
ical as clinical, Have we a plague that 
will pass or the revolution of conscious. 
ness hailed by so many prophets? From 
now on, perhaps the race will, indeed, 
require a new nervous system in order 
to survive. In a godless universe, the 
anxieryfrce psychopathic style may be the 
antidote to mass suicide. But we should 
watch out for these who say so. What 
gam. ing? Can we be sure 
they a goats? And how many 
of the authorities we consult about all 
this will themselves be psychopaths? 


The investigator pauses. He no longer 
feels sure of his direction. Psychopaths 
of all persuasions have emerged, and 
they fit no simple category. Only one 
development appears sure. A variety of 
revolutions, like many whirlwinds, have 
been tearing apart the formerly secure 
middle-class scene he once depended on, 
even while criticizing it. He knows that 
bourgeois complacency, deceit, the war, 
pollution have all invited savagely de- 
structive change. Certain revolutionary 
evils do appall him. The hatred, intol 
ance, debased language, guns and dyn 
2a Yet at the same time, he feels 
his own moral restraints, the ones he 
grew up with and thought would always 
ide him, now giving way. 

The world of the psychopa 
world of the bourgeoisie 


id the 
e two 


h ai 


colliding galaxies. A sense of craziness 
fills the air. What to do in these circum- 
stances, how to navigate? Resist the psy 
chopath, hunt him down, imitate him 
Yield to insanity accepted аз normal: 
Culivate one's own lent psychopa 
thy, perhaps tying to adapt it to good 
Is it wue that in a violent and 
godless time psychopathy has become 
operative and welcome? 


ends? 


BRIDGE TO THE NEW PSYCHOPATHY 


We have a new situation, In the past 
year, perhaps two years, it seems almost 
overnight, events caught up with medi- 
cal and sociological expertise: The psy 
chopathic style has become epidemic 
around the country. Hence, we have no 
quarry, There's по need to hunt for 
psychopaths, to identify, claysily. isolate 
them. The style has infiltrated every 
where. And in trying to pin it down, the 


singleminded pursuit of a mysterious 
mental illness or defect in the nervous 
system turus out to be not nearly in- 


formative enough. Certainly to deny psy 
«Һорау as ап aberration of some sort 
h. But today psychopath 
сап no longer be described 
only im terms of a disease. Rather, it 
should also be explored as something 
elsc—a release of newly developed. im 
pulses in latc-201h. Century h 


would be foc 


ic behavior 
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The style, for many, appi 
evolved away from its destructive 
criminal sources. Of course, the antiso- 
cial model persists. The moral moron is 
loose. His atrocities (as, say, with the 
loan shark's 
stitutionalized, But today wwe а 
new phenomenon: a milder, often drug- 
induced psychopathy in which many 
outlaw valucs—relating, for instance, to 
time, responsibility and the reach for 
immediate pleasure—remain, but not 
necessarily in destructive form. Thus, 
criminal as well as revolutionary socio- 
paths and free-form psychopaths of vary- 
ing persuasions exist side by side, sharing 
many characteristics, but even so they 
can't fairly be judged the 

Medical libraries contain scores of au- 
thoritative papers on the mystery of the 
psychopath. Most are well-documented 
and illuminating presentations, but even 
50, as we have seen, they tend to project 
conventional middle-class values. "The 
psychopath is unhesitatingly identified as 
an absolute misfit, and sick. 

But suppose that onc day the mild 
family man, the expert on psychopathy, 
brilliant Ph.D., who knows nothing of 
menace in his own life, wakes up. looks 
around in alarm that 
middle-dass security guard has vanished 
—one son, perhaps, in jail for assaulting 
a dean, another on heroin, his daughter 


we 


me. 


to discover his 


pregnant in a commune and even his wife 
giggling over her first illegal smoke. 
Stripped, no longer safe, he finds 
sell living on die edge of a freaky, 
lent frontier he never knew existed. 
The analytical techniques that have 
served him so efficiently seem all at once 
useless. What becomes of his carefully 
constructed understanding of the psy- 
chopath’s behavior 2 For he 
himself, sitting at home, in his classroom 
or laboratory, may shortly be engulfed 
by the very psychopathy he presumes 10 
investigate. 


Assume, then (though it may abort), 
that something like an uprising of psy- 
chopaths is under way. In the begin 
ning, we have supposed, the reflexes that 


produce such an uprising may be ob. 
served in the nervous systems of brain- 
lamaged, neglected or badly treated 
children. They also come—we concede 


this all too саху гот slum ferocity 
generated out of injustice and squalor. 
Dutifully we traced, studied, 
watched out for, tricd to control these 
reflexes, them up, 
tranquilized them, provided them with 
odd jobs... . But at last there are too 
many damaged souls, including those of 
dropout privileged middle-class children, 
for us to keep in order. They have 
broken free—and the psychopathic spir- 


have 


locked 


»gerous 


it infiltrates 
multaneously 
consciousness. 

Again, the. freeform revolt may fade 
out, be repressed or change in some 
unforeseen way. Not only has this te- 
mendous psychic shift just begun but 
the long-range effects on it, for instance, 
of LSD and other such materials, not to 
mention the inroads of the despised ag- 
g process, won't be revealed for years. 

Just the same, our new trip promises 
10 be a long one. Already the breakaway 
spirit in its two forms—(one) headlong. 
pitiless action and (two) quiescent drop- 
ping ош, abandonment of the 
idea of leading a competitive life—is 
beginning to change over many of our 
supposetlly civilized procedures. 

Inquiring into this perhaps every 
speculation should be allowed. Even ask. 
say, whether, in evolutionary terms, if 
the psychopath’s time has come, there 
be a world-wide need for him. 
Could the coming of the psychopath be 
a natural and inevitable result of our 
drastically deteriorating — environment 
(which helps fing him up)—as well as 
one answer to it and, who knows, a 
potential remedy for such deterioration? 

Conceivably, without attempting a 
dever inversion of values, the race may 
be calling upon uncivilized, antirationa 
antiscientific, nihilistic violence as a 


everywhere, appearing si- 
as illness, style and new 


whole 


may 
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last-ditch effort to save us from destruc- 


tion. Following this line, evolutionary 
man may have come up with psycho- 
paths by the millions just in time to 
blow up airpolluting smelters and res- 
cue the species, and all species, from the 
doud of evil we ourselves produced. 
We may be struggling toward somethi 
пог necessarily all һай, not neces 
death. In the midst of our slow-notion 
apocalypse, we dimly perceive this. Could 
we be passing through a plague of the 
that, destructive as it may seem, 
might purge the overcrowded, clouded, 
gassed, smog-siricken society and some- 
how make it better? 


Y 


NOTES FROM A Y DPATIIG JOURNAL 


In 1969, the chapel at Boston's 
Airport had to be closed at night because 
travelers were dumping refuse inside it 
d using it as a urinal and for sex. 


Brain damage. Permanent alteration 
of the head, new people. The catastroph- 
ically injured live out. their disordered 


years in mental hospitals. But the partial- 
ly damaged, the psychopaths who survive, 
who somehow overcome childhood di 
order, sorrow and terror, are the ones 
who return and shatter the neighborhood 
calm. Criminals, preachers, innovators . . . 
their heads are different. 

Posibly the damaged psyche has— 
without knowing it—from the begin- 
felt closer to nonexistence, pre 
experienced the approach of denh in a 
way thar can never be understood by 
those treated with consistent carly ten- 
demess. This could be the reason for 
the psychopath’s impatience with mortal, 
linear referents (time, history, respons 
bility) and his need to stay excited (r 
surance that he’s alive) by keeping his 
neighborhood, town, world, everyone 
about him, in constant turmoil. 

Question also the nature of d 
Is the oyster damaged by 
damaged brain concede its injury? 
So frequently damage seems to evolve, 
emerging in the form of power drives 
not experienced by healthy people who 
carly love has left more contented. 
ine the early lesions in He 
all the misfiring reflexes that 

and were converted 


nin 


recombined 


into 
cr geniuses—Tolstoy, Gan- 
h ema sin waves, 
п the neatment of their own 
children, creating. misery as well a 
raculous works on all sides. The damage 
done hy saints. 

Di. Bruno Beuclheim: “I have no usc 
lor saints. They are impossible people: 
they destroy everybody around them. The 
sooner they go to heaven the better. 
because that is where they belong.” 

Again the continuing and mysterious 
association between the saint and the 
psychopath. Also the increased vulnera- 
bility of decent people. What about a 


genius. 
dhi O'N 
wretched 


mi- 


cast off aerospace engineer—the one who 
committed himself to the vision of 
reaching the moon, only to be tokl to go 
job hunting in a recession as soon as the 
dream was realized? Has he suffered a 
brain insult а little Inte in the game? 
What did decency and loyalty cam for 
him? Possibly broken rhythms of confi- 
dence making him susceptible to an 
carly stroke. The psychopath won't be 
fooled like this. He experiences no loss 
of faith when dreams start to go bad. If 
he himself can't be the lunar her, such 
longterm commitment bores him, which 
is why you'll find very few psychopaths 
nonymous techi 


Are saints bored? 


ly the neurotic’s heritage of 
L inhibition that psychopaths deny, 

and transcend. In a businesslike 
way, they provide services performed. by 
по one eke. АП over the world we have 
xual manipulators—whores 
^. madams, pimps, utterly 
hustlers and exhibitionists ol 
every description—psychopatlis. minister- 


ing do neurolics. We experience the 
outlaw cal healer, Indif- 
ferent. psychopaths performing the 


ticks 


t- 
ments, rooming houses and chic hotel 


L will—in brothels, secret ар; 
tooms—help the sad neurotic a his 
fantasies. 

And do not current therapeutic tech- 
niques follow the psychopathic styl 
Since the middle 1960s, theatrical acting 
out has begun to supersede remembrance 
of things past їп the doctors office. 
In place of tortured reflections оп the 
couch, Masters and Johnson teach pleas- 
ure by means of liveaction models and 
partners, Or the troubled, overcivilized 
neurotic may join encounter groups 
whose members not only confess and cry 
out but push, shove, insult, fondle and 
wrestle with one another. Encounter thus 
ms, often in а positive and helpful way. 
a controlled psychopathy, putting out- 
law impulses to good use, captured with- 
in a framework of games and vituals. It 
offers psychopathic baptism enclosed in 
new (though neopa 
Christian. seltabasement and confession 
aked onto it. Psychopathy and С 
ity mingle. Dignity is deliberately lost, 
lentity diffused among strangers naked 
together in the womb pool. Only fr 
d апхйлу ше {ей аз evil. 
else goes. We have no post- 
poned gritification—excepting їп most 


л о 


risti- 


such groups the specifically sexual, and 
this is simulated in numerous ways. The 
encounter sesion then frequently be- 


comes a psychopathic playground and 
presumably helplul torture chamber, in 
which socially disapproved 
immaturity,” sometimes brutal behavior, 
callousness, ires 


ty” and explosive assaults on others be- 
come the norm. 

So the theater for damaged souls has 
emerged from little shame-filled rooms 
to arenas in which members of the in- 
volved group maul, embrace and excori- 
ate one another, reaching out for a new 
kind of love that surely must be there, 

Suppose in our disturbing dream that 
psychopaths came to be in charge. What 
kind of tests would be Iaid on us? Might 
we be accused, for instance, of not hav- 
ing enough fun? The times 1 hurried 
past the girl beckoning in the doorway, 
and sensibly so, might be held against 
me. Might they sit me down in [ront of 

GuiltCalculating Machine and 
ugh at my soaring score? Conceivably, 
too, in another test devised by ascendant 
psychopaths, the cautious middle-class 
person might be riddled with electric 
shocks every time he failed to take a risk. 


rom 
chiatris 

Dr. Thomas P. Detre. 
in psychopathy is 


conversa 


with Yale 


ps- 


"A key element 
profoundly disturbed 


dime sense. They never see their be- 
havior in the context of tomorrow. An 
example: You and I could be unfaithful 


to our wives and so could a psychopath 


be. You and 1 might have as much of an 
irresistible desire as he. What. would 
differentiate the two of us from him is 


that we would rather carcfully try to m 

ze the pain we cause to others as well 
as reduce the social risks involved. All 
this requires is a number of steps. The 
psychopath, on the other hand. never 
adjudicates the situation with reference 
то the future, He just plunges ahead. In 
other words, if I'm a psychopath and 1 
have an appointment to meet you. but 
wmnexpectedly run into an old friend on 
the street, I might spend my afternoon 
with him, and simply not show up for our 


acteristic of all psychopaths is 
that there's no set of values by which they 
cm live. Take some of your present 
day revolutionaries. 1 don't mean the 
Ieaders. The followers in any such move- 
ment are likely to include a large number 
of psychopaths, That's in the beginning. 
But the psychopath. will drop out soon. 
He'll be bored and feel лоо many de- 
mands on him, He may even turn 
informer. 

"He cunt feel iol 
long. In o for 


ed or lonely for 
nce 


But й just doesn't 
occur. He i iately goes to а bar, or a 
drag race. He's always going somewhere. 
Perhaps we sometimes envy the diversity 
of his experience. T do believe that psy. 
chopaths. men or women, are going to 
be less frustrated by the discrepancy be- 
tween fantasy life and real activity, but 
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P* they will also be more bored than the 
average person. They have to constantly 
escalate in order to get a kick out of life. 
And at times, they escalate to the point 
of being arrested. Have you ever seen a 
psychopath sitting down quietly in а 
chair? They always wiggle. Sure, they dis- 
pate tension with greater ease. They get 
nt more quickly. But though 
ssipate tension, it recurs faster 
normal people. 

Dr. Сату Tuck e psychopath 
who comes to us is someone who gets 
caught. Billie Sol Estes was a "financial 
genius’ until he was found out. You've 
got to consider American society as a 
whole, all the maneuvering, the selfish- 
ness, We say psychopaths can't delay 
gratification. The рагайох you mention: 
that they can manipulate but not sympa 
‚ can't. put themselves in the other 
person's place, But whats so unusual 
about that today among so-called nor- 
mal people? 


PLAYBO 


"Most revol y merely 

a new style, The patina comes 
from society. In a riot they scream not 
only at the pigs but at the phoniness of 


their parents. Business duplicity, greed. 
But most of all at the hypocritical at- 
titudes around them. The strange numb- 
Do you know America is the 
only country in the world where you can 
watch three wars а night on televi 

“Yes, psychopaths are acting out 
vus Kinds of protest, Dut diey get tired, 
You don't see many old psychopaths. . .." 

Dr. David Kupfer: “The very nature 
of modern organizations encourages this 
kind of behavior. The most effective 
administrative style encourages manipu- 
lation. So you can say that org 
increasingly as we scc it today, genera 
psychopathy. 

“Follow the urban style, you tend to 
become hyperalert. You develop eyes 
behind your head. . . . The successful 
revolutionary employs the same style, in 
extreme form, as the psychopath who 
makes it in business, Look at Jerry Rubin 


ness... 


nd Abbie Hofman. They believe what 
they're doing, 
know who can be path 


wt they also score. You 
ic. the ones in the 
followers, trying unsuccess- 
fully to imitate the revolutionary style. 
Jeny and Abbie and all the famous 
ones, they'll make their ego tips pay. 
‘The followers are the ones brought to 
this hospital. Stoned, hysterical, out of 
their heads for one reason or another 
We get them. After that May Da 
Tor Bobby Seale and the Panther: 
of them came in, Hallucinating. On 
drugs? Not all of them, They were just 
high and scared. One I remember 
couldn't go to the toilet. Every time he 
sat down he hallucinated that there was 
à bomb under him. 
“Psychopaths find 
эв other people. ... 


crowd, th 


“They require feedback and to an 
extent they сап be identified by the 
numbers of people around them. This is 
how they define their identity, how they 
make it. The lonesome psychopaths are 
the ones we get here. Will a sociopath 
ever be found going off and fishing by 
himself? Nev 
Being shy, quiet, а nice guy, doesn't 
work in America. The nice guy is the 
postman, the milkman, 

“Why did Manson tum on so many 


young people? Adventne, romance, 
against the establishment, beating the sys- 


tem, excitement, charisma. The need 
I sce it in little doses all around me. 


"People have asked me why I did 
what 1 did at the station house and I 
told them a story similar to the one I just 
told here, but it was all bullshit, I 
really did it because it was fun. Thats 
what 1 tell my friends. To my brothers 1 
tell the real truth, which is that I dont 
know why I did it. They smile because 
they know any explanation I give is 
made up.” 


Abbie Hofhnan 
Revolution [or the Hell of It 

In New York, along Lexington Ave- 
nue, I see a man hauling his heavy 
laundry bag. I's Sat 
re 
where he’s going. To the Chincse, 
will be fascinating t0 watch. Ве 
there is no longer a Chinese. The 
thing happened to me two days 
He's plodding with his head down, 
across the street I follow him. 

He stands before an empty lot on 
which the Chinese laundry stood only a 
week before. It has been bulldozed and 
swept All the buildings are gone 
amd they have even taken the rubble 
away. The man finally turns about with 
1 numbed look. He actually begins turn- 
ing in cirdes, dragging his Laundry bag 
along the sidewal 

I can see his face, dumb and desolate. 
ss, perhaps, he h the 
wip to Shan Lee's, from his 
ment or rooming house to this 
swamy hole in the wall. Without. fail, 
the spry, mysteriously unsweating Can- 
tones, dike animated — punctuation 
marks, grimed and bobbed their heads 
and handed him а brightaed or yellow 
ticket. h no warning, all at 
once they've vanished. Somebody might 
have told him. Not that it really mat- 
ters. A block or two away another laun- 
dry will do the same job. Sill, how 
dejected and lost he appe 
heaves the bag over his shoulder 
ide street, 

‘The psychopath escapes а 
talgia and loss. Stupid, repe 
neys are not for him. The d 


ng, with 


tively few people around. I know 


md it 
ise 


Now. wi 


appearance 


or mutilation of a landmark, a row of 
chestnuts іп blossom like those chopped 
down by rioting Parisian students, let 
lone the vanishing of a dear familiar 
laundry. will give him по feeling of 
disorientation or accustomed 
to disorientation, He experiences time 
in frames, disposable units, and lives in 
a traveling compartment of the present, 
History is wh: з before him now, 
lived in. Because with all other history 
banished, the prospect of deterioration 
and slow loss of energy through the 
years, which he can't work with, is forci 
bly ruled ош. (But the possibility of vio- 
lent, explosive death doesn't appall the 


psychopath; indeed, he often courts it.) 
“Again and again students have told 


me that they take it for g 
will not survive the next ten y 
not an attitude with which to prepare 
for a career or to bring up a family. 
Paul Goodn 
"The New Reformation” 


1 don't plan to be singing that long. 
"There's nothing more ridiculous looking 
than old people on the stage. . . . When 
I was young, around ten, and my par- 
ents’ friends would come over and try to 
be real chummy, like be your friend or 
peer, and you just thought they were 
assholes. And people who continue to 
perform onstage figure everybody really 
thinks they're and they don't. 
‘They think, "Look at that old jerk." 

Grace Slick. (31) 
Rolling Stone interview (1970) 


neat, 


ү Neal Cassady, even 
at one of his 


stood 


up as 
marriages before a gloomy justice of the 
peace in Newark. In 1057 he would 


become famous as Dei 
ing. potsmoking, jazz 
splitting hero of k Kerouacs On 
the Road. According to any medical 
model ever devised, Cassady or Moriarty 
(they are virtually identical, with hardly 
ny fictional difference) qualified as а 
complete psychopath. There can be no 
way around this label. He fits 
every 
"This wa 

"In a matter of days they were dicker- 
with Camille in San Francisco by 
distance telephone for the necessiry 
divorce papers so they could get n 
ied. Nor only that. but а few months 
Lier C save birth to Dean's sec- 
ond baby, the result of а few nights’ 
rapport carly in the year. And another 
matter of months and Inez had a baby. 
With one illegitimate child in the West 
somewhere, Dean then had four little 
ones and not а cent, and was all trou- 
bles and ecstasy and speed as ever.” 

In one of the novel's best-known 
passages, Moriarty and Sal Paradise 


“But then occasionally all a man wants is someone 
intelligent to talk to in the evening.” 


(Kerouac), at all times living ecstatically 
in the present, have hitchhiked a ride 
with a dull couple and Moriarty cries out: 
al, think of it, we'll dig Denver 
together and see what everybody's doing, 
although that matters litde to us, the 
point being that we know what m iw 
and we know TIME and we know that 
everything is really rixe, . . . Now you 
just dig them in front. They have wor- 


PLAYBOY 


ries, they're counting the miles, they're 
thinking about where to sleep tonight, 


how much money for gas, the weather, 
how they'll get there—aind all the time 
they'll get there anyway, you see. But 
they nec 10 worry and betray time with 
urgencies false and otherwise.” 

Todays psychopathic style (as op- 
posed to the certifiable illness, if it 
be certified) began, at least in the Uni 
ed States, with the romance of the Be: 
Generation. The wild demigod Mori; 
ty called 10 the 


па 


the Eisenhower years: гї 
show you how to live!” ing from 
place to place. back and forth across the 


country, Kerouac and his friends opened 


up the possibilities of a crazy. exciting 
new way to take hold of life. "He makes 
you want to go to Albuquerque!” 


sighed a young sil at that 

v finishing On the Road. 
But what does not come through in 
Вен Generation. writing is this: With 
the exception of ecstatic moments flagel- 
lated our of them by speed (at th: 
time, of automobiles), and-run sex 
and wild new bebop music, the Beats, 
always living in the present, were most 
of the time catastrophically bored, From 
the literature, опе has the impression of 
unending excitement, rushing here and 
there, one ecstasy alter another this 
tempo being broken now 
periods of holy meditation. But in real 
ty, the days were for the most part 
direciionless . . . There were long, long 
stretches of boredom during which I 
remember the heroes of this generation 
ply mot knowing what to do with 
themselves and sitting around with hang- 
overs, smoking and wondering what now. 
The writers report only the high 
s. So we have ecstasy and some 
t and almost great writing founded 
on boredom. Boredom pursued the 
Beats like a cloud of gnats and they та 
from it. But then—the paradox and 
wonder—a handful of them managed to 
project out of this littering of time, and 
the waste of days, enormously creative 
work arising mysteriously from the ba- 

nal hours they actually lived through. 
And Cassady. head psychopath, was 
the most bored of all Never a bore 
himsell; no, he was exciting, but bored 
nearly to death. To save himself, he 
Kept constantly in motion. Physically, he 
239 never stopped moving, hustling, lighting 


time, just 
al 


d then by 


up, moving on, Even his jobs had to 
move: railway brakeman, car jockey in 
g lots, Yet sophisticated and fe- 
tishist of hip that he was, Cassady would 
always make the wrong move at а criti- 
cab time—selling marijuana to m 
kes of that sort The glamor of 
living by the moment, digging only the 
nt, impaired his judgment. He was 
s the rawest rooki 
with his experience 
for the same offense— 
have had a sense of the narc and how to 
avoid him, But he had to have whatever 
he wanted now, and dealt now, if that 
was his impulse, He lay down 10 sleep 
now with too many drugs in him on a 
ht in Mexico that was 10» cold, 
that was the foolish and 
way he фей, 


сз, 


and time in 


and 


unnecessary 


iy be one, th 
s no patience with losers. Get 

ic. Nonperformance is the 
sin. especially, for example, when ii 
akes the form of illness. Sce Kerouac 
abandoned with dysentery amd blazing 
fever by Neal Cassady in Mexico City. 
Paradise: "| looked up out of the 
k swirl of my mind . . . and I saw 
1 bending over the kitchen table. 


was several nights later and he was leav- 
ing Mexico City already." 
The enchanting psychopath speaks: 


"Poor Sal, poor Sal, got sick. Stan'll take 
are of you. Now listen to hear il you 
сап in your sickness: 1 got my divorce 
from Camille down here and I'n 


driv 


ar holds out. . . . Gotta get buck to 
Wish 1 could stay with you. 
.. Yes, yes, yes, I've 
got to go now. Old fever Sal, goodbye.” 

Later, Kerouac: "When I got better I 


woes. "OK, old Dean, I'll say nothing; 


-.. the only mor 
how far out you’ 
demented enough to go. - 
Rolling Stone writer 
Michael Thomas, review 
the film 


ity am 
brave eno 


Performance 


"Wi kers and т 
that... I did а job on this b. 
we were using, and on a few 
people, and on the B 
describe the job? . . . I maneuver people. 
That's what leaders do, and I sit and 
make situations which will be ol 


h ihe h: 


other 
les. How do you 


it is, сїз not be coy about it. 
deliberate and thought-out maneuver of 


how to get a situation the way we want 


avs how life's about, isn't it, is it 
. Is maneuvering, There's noth- 
e all do it, it’s 


"God bless you, brother 
© is no vested interest. . 
"You have to be a bastard to make it, 
that’s a fact, and the Beatles are the 
biggest bastards on earth.” 
John Lemon 


Rolling Stone interview (1971) 
"The revolution has replaced the 
church as the country’s moral authority." 
Jerry Rubin 


Do m! 
Beyond the commandments to per- 
form well and be ацгасцуе, the outline 
of another absolute virtue may be de- 
tected. More than any other quality, the 
new ethic speed in varied forms. 
Far more than impatience, the need for 
neous action comes out of the 


hic style. nt being, not 

10 becom ig into what 
you want immediately, no delay. Free- 
form, even serene maneuvering, not 


slowed by sentiment. Thus, violence is 
speed. Motorcycles. Brutal directness, 
speed on the uptake. Getting there ef 
forilessly from one place t0 another, 
to another. Telling 
xact truth is speed. Even more, 
e is speed, electric. under: 
too swift for words, moving on, 
And then, stasis in flight, à sort of 
strung-our motionlessness, as seen in the 
drawings of genius by Saul Steinberg 
(who remarked, one night 
that the most important thing in life is 
speed; also. thar life's most exciting ex- 
moments occur "ian- 
y ing in a flash, not to be 
dwelt on, gone before you сап think 
about them). 
Drugs provide il 
and, at the same 


grinni 


sensition of speed 
time, motionlessness, 
some compounds being named after the 
state of blis desired. Even marijuana 
helps in a smaller way achieve the goal of 
the psychopath and his imitators, which 
couldn't be more understandable, to re- 
1 of light. 


in forever yor 


ng at the spe 


Years ago. in the spring of 
othy Leary and Richard Alpert mired 
me on in а Manhattan 
what Fue felt. but never 
prove, was a gigantic overdose of pure 
Sandoz LSD. What must have been be- 
tween 600 and 1000 micrograms sent the 
neophyte on a wi TM 
The u pieces. He be 
came a speck. noth 1 item of terror. 
like an astronaut flung out too far with 


always 


verse shivered 


the apparent ce at one. grievous 
moment that he would never make 
back. This meant going laughing, crying, 


sobbing crazy for the ¢ 


part of ten 
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and 
mo- 


difficult 
ecstati 


hows. The journe; was 
terrible, albeit with so 
ments, Recovery from it even now seems 
miraculous. 

As Leary has 
through inner sp 
change the voyager's 
This is no exaggeration 

sim be quite the same after. experi- 

encing the simulation of death and being 
reborn. It’s practically impossible not to 
sce life in a new w 

1 remember ly 
мей after my 


Iways said, the journey 
се couldn't help but 

psyche forever. 
One will never 


PLAYEBOY 


1 
joki 
suffer ego low! 
his apple and a swallow of ginger beer. 
(He's the only person 1 ever met. who 
drank Scotch with Scdhweppes. tonic.) 
Then he picked up a needle that looked 
as big ble filled with DM T, 
olfering me ihe half-hour up-and-down 
still wilder and farther-out trip that this 
instant. mushroom could provide. 1 said, 
"No. no!” pushing it away. and he 
only laughed and every body was 

Twas vaguely clated. but af 
ME the people around me had such 
huge (from the drug, dilated) 
Leary capped me on the 
1 could sce him, а the couch 
a bright, welbwishing and perhaps. ves. 
holy man, bu—its hard 10 
making allowances for acid-induced pari- 
noia—I felt in the presence of a mon- 
strous tenderness. Latu, зани, 
in the dark with atomobiles still sce 
to swim by. 1 rang the doorbell 
renewed doubt and panic and, bursting 
in on my wife, told her: "Its а nest of 
psychopaths over there! 
nce, I've wondered what vibra- 
Why did such likable 
Mpert à 


me 


eyes 


shoulder, 


i me oi 


express, 


ver 
tions these we 
people, Leary. 
seem vaguely menacing? Had 1 intended 
to say that they didn't know right Irom 
wrong. or anymore care to distinguish 
benween the two? Were they perhaps 
telling me that right and wrong were 
obsolete, merely part of a justice game? 
They seemed from another wortd, out 
of time, That long ago the psychopathic 
concept meant little to me, Yet the word 
me ош: “Psychopaths.” It was the 
precise word. E felt 1 had just come from 
ht then 


nel the others, 


а cell of new people and E он 


was а Controlled madness 
mong them. They would soon be able 
to overturn the world abstance at 
their disposal m T sensed 


smiling danger. They were going to put 
my world into shock. At the same ti 
sking myself why not, why shouldir't 
fectionate 
ions amd instructors during my 
se that 


voyage. 
listurt 


ing: They're c 
Perhaps as one of the crowd in 
sag dee. on the hillside by the lake, listening 


to the New Man preach, 1 would have 
experienced the same shiver of pa 
sensed а new idea being born and w 
ed to stamp it out. Like Leary or Арен 
that one would have seemed (as, of 
course, he did) the bearer of a si 
new message. an overly democratic, dis 
astrous conception ol love: someone who 
ought to be shut up. because if he were 
allowed to continue preaching the doc- 
trine he was coming on with, all the 
laws 1 lived by would crumble—and, ill 
equipped, Fd have to start over again. 


Detach p- 
cn pleasure. The unconnected person, 
о responsibility, has nothing to 
inhibit him: He has heightened sensie 
tion achieved through indillcrena 

In а small scattered way, feel the 
exciting vibratio юз strangers, sity, 
at an anport bar. Within minutes every- 
body will fly off in different directions, 
never to sce one another again. Olten 
talk breaks free and people confess. Un- 

volved, we touch each other. 
And sex Motels arc 
Jutely for use. There's no dear fami 
In the good ones, bed and thick rug 
seem 10 llow into cadi other. E 
toilet fixture is sealed with rice paper, 
antiseptic beyond belief, А timeless 
place, the room is intended. for nothing 
but rest, sleep or sex. It offers not the 


t paradoxically сап sha 


motcls. 


ЕА emotional posibility. Sex pit, 
wholly without extrancous 
Go to the ice bucket, get out your 


boule of vodka. dt 
make 


k or smoke together; 


coolly sionate, detailed love 


pro, carefully calculate and feel noth 
perlorm any trick the client wants within 
Bourgeois swinger, into group 
find refurbished ccstasies in the ex- 
g absence of lave. 

But detachment can also bring on ma- 
nipulition of others, taking form as 
some Kind of sadism. Sometimes the vic- 
tim doesn't even know it 
auel view of lile сап be that remote. 
The other night, I visited a friend im his 


the bored, 


penthouse. As usual, he had his high- 
powered telescope out 
the rounds of lighted wi 
ly ever 


nd was making 
andows across the 
clear night he enjoys 
ves а рану 
ng for naked co 
ples. peering in on their privacy from a 
mile or two away. He gives a curious 
lile лиди and focuses the telescope. 
He has found some action, 1 don't even 
disapprove of what he's doing (after all 
no one is hurt by his inspection), bur 
the onanistic eruchy of it... he finds 
the exposed lovers only ridiculous. Voy- 
cur, eavesdropper. obscene phone caller, 
all game players really. These are the 
areas in which psychopathy unns me 
Why is cruelty so close to the de- 


tached observer and player of games? 
Why. for instance, is the manipulative 
art of blowing the other person's mind 
so popular now? It is a form of Zen 


sadism, confusing the innocent one by 
means of (John Lennon) “only anothei 
mirror" There's only a short step from 


"blow his mind” to "Lets throw the 
V. C. out of the airplanc and listen to 
him whistle on the way down." Because 
it's jus а “throw the slope out the 
window" рате 


Newspaper dipp 


REAKS LEG TRIPPING 

Mrs, Anna D. ripped over a 1 
man’s cane yesterday, breaking her 
lg... 


That item broke up a party of pot 
smokers one evening, Also the story of a 

ims adjuster in Brooklyn 
ved with his mother. He had been 
out of work for a wh 


various 
reasons, decided to himself, What 
held him back was the disgrace and the 
shame his mother would feel. So he 
grabbed her around the waist and 


jumped out the window from four sto- 
p and. landing on her. killed his 
mother. but he himself survived 

“м let” cried one head. 

For the detached game watchers. such 
stories oller unaccepiable anguish, a 
drag if taken seriously. and are therefore 
hilarious. Ludic u ошу be 
laughed at. Sullering must 
doned. “The games people play" appear 
ridiculous. stu] | they let misery 
get the Becuuse the 


ries 


attressec 


ever be co 


best ol 


is stupid and an 
nothing is that id 
People are not ends in i 
reincarnations, rciterations of—not even 
а single self—an everslissolving. re 
ing. accidentally thruscup life form са 
of us imagines as himself. And this pe 
ception is what makes detached. cruelty 
cl Laughter possible on such easy ter 
Holy man and psychopath may 
equally cynical, in that 
existence то be. repetitive 
hence boring. For them 
wheel of being docs not roll nor lile bu 
toward anything. It just spins. They don't 
imagine that the evolutionary chariot 
might be moving in any direction, such 
d a higher civilization. 
inglesly spinning, 
h of us amounts to nothing but 
to disappear, then the 
solution offered by the holy mun and 
psychopath makes perfect sense. Have 
Tun. Forget about dragging responsibili 
ties, Seize the moment, one f a 
time. Reject the lincar, Discount history 
and any sort of long-range planning. 
ain to Suppose 
arcening somewhere 


be 
they 
and 
the 


1 


-oll, soon 


ame 


possibly toward a higher, more satisfying 
existence, then linear faith сап be тс 
stored and what each one contributes 
may, indeed, have some meaning. 

And there is something new under the 
sun, an utterly new, unprecedented situ 
ation. This is the availability of chemi- 
cals that сап perhaps help save all lost 
souls. For used intelligently and sacra- 
mentally, as Leny once intended (but 
а conception he tuned hi 
these drugs can contribute toward tcach- 
ing us to combine circular amd linear 
as well as restore cach 


ng worth while, making it possible 
for psychopath aud nonpsychopath to 
live together and even become as one, 
periodically reborn. 


YCHOPATHY. AND REBIRT 


Now to tie the strands of our 
together. What began as a cond 
identified, at least according to n 
class psychiatric diagnosis, as a form of 
mental illness has now moved beyond 
the medical model to a style of 
follo 
countrywide invasion or uprising of psy 
chopaths has already taken place. But 
the psychopath's original "moral insani 


йїп, 
ced by great numbers of people. А 


ty” is being transmuted in revolution 
ih 


Altho 
his 


passage. 
main sick 


he himself. may 
tutors, adopting 


ick man's spontaneous and theatrical 
mode of making out, scem to have bro- 
ken through to new methods of шахс 
ing time and bringing new excitement 
to many of humanity's outworn games. 


пау be seen as medicine we have 
. A form of illness produces a 
Disease has evolved 
into а style olfering repeated simul: 
of being rebo 
r rebirth is the key. Unhappily, the 
that once sustained 
have lost i g priests, ministers and 
rabbis ng the old structures. 
but more must be done, quickly: 
ceremonies developed to overcome the 
now fully revealed drag of unadorned 
death and meaninglessness. And largely 
for this reason the massive imitation of 
psydhopathy has arisen, as a palliative. 
Too often the alte ive has been 
madness. Strivin, rth has meant 
for thousands a headlong drive toward 
mental illness, as if to sweep death and 


us 


w 


ackarp is achieved 
mation perhaps laying thc 
groundwork for spiritual renaissance 
We have the idea of fashionable 
ness. the soul's stormy progress, risking 
paddedeell disaster cn route to trm- 
quillity. propounded by Ronald. Laing 
and others, As Leary put it; “Со out of 


mal 


your mind in order to use your head." 
Hit bottom before coming back to life. 
Neatly all therapeutic ceremonies at this 
ime seek breakdown before reunifica- 
tion of the soul. Even political therapy. 
Jery Rubin: "P support everything 
idi puts people into motion, which 
isruption and controversy, which 
creates. chaos and rebirth, 

Lack of meaningful rebirth ceremo. 
nics within a structure of religious faith 
has had a disaswous result їп recent 
yeans: the epidemic use of heroin. Hero 
in addiction, of course, has grown out of 

ises, all the familiar social and 
ones, the Vietnam blunder 
ad betrayal, the continuing crisis of 
boredom. But it has grown very much 
out of a religious ci as well: New 
ways of periodically f reborn are 
required, Drugs provide the illusion and 
promise of rebirth that increasing num 
hers of people cam no longer find by 
orthodox religions means. Hence, wheth- 
er we like it or not, they are used—tragi- 

lly, in so many instances—to fill a 
-lisious need. 

And another tragedy is that middle 
cass authority has almost willfully re- 
fused то concede any merit whatever 
a selected few of these substances, as 
opposed to the purely destructive ones. 
LSD is lumped with heroin as essentially 
evil. True, LSD 


to 


only in а different. way. 


маа i 
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and kindred materials have been oin become famous, but will have fun, 
nally misused, destroying thousands of пот laboring humorlessly to do so.) 
souls. and LSD became а food for The cold, maneuvering psychopath 
chy. But the abuse of a practice is no has always pretended 10 accept the old 
argument against the practice itself, The — standards, though laughing behind his 
buse of a drug (swallow 100 aspirins) mask, But the self-destructive knou 
ly clinch the argument about village psychopath, refusing to 
t drug. And the abuses we hold down a steady job, bucking his 
recognize need not and must not putan respectable neighbors, has a consistent 
end to these redeeming materials. For, record of rejecting just such values, To- 
wed properly in the right set and se 
LSD has a power as great and town. A generation has joined 1 
s prayer. By refusing to make at least a notable percentage of the first 
allowances for a church or temple, amy generation exposed en mase to psscie- 
religious structure, to contain and sance delic mater 
ily LSD trips into inner consciousness, For these—because of revelations ex- 
we gave them over to anarchy, abuse — perienced during LSD and other such 
and gangsterism. minimum, marijuan 
Do such drugs encourage psychopa: irreverence toward — bourgeois 
thy? Yes. LSD, psilocybin aud the other complacency and show—middle-clayy val- 
psvchedelics (as opposed to the horror ues have simply collapsed. While most 
ot herein) have provided much of the — rebels and dropouts а 
energy for the psychopathic invasion, clinically psychopathic, values of the psy- 
and can abso help heal the wounds it has — chopath—mainly his denial of time and 
метей. Speaking mainly of the hallu- responsibility have come to the lore. 
Gnogens, and even of marijuana, such — And die new psychopathy in а number 
comsciousneseexpanding: substa ns could be helping us 
their availability to dhe middle-class 
isses m ized as tlie irreversi- 
ble force that has probably changed our deliberately 
scene forever. For these materials—if and nutty 
sulliciently heavy dosage to woman's fight 10 survive unbe- 
simulate the experience of dying and g in the face of the void, Psychop: 
v aleady. йз a perma. thy may be serving as a compromise 
icd the heads of most state of mind. a mental halfway house 
in fully between our old, outworn sanity (which 
cam't properly confront the void) and 
fragmentation without rebirth (splinting 
Jessnesy). 


c a 


ion in 


day he is no longer the exec 


m—or 


с by no means 


ns of 
cruel 
ion to the problem of a 


у be recog 


vation a 


rebirth by me 
pduced madness 
v solu! 


ingested in 


g reborn] 
nent way, so cha 
voyagers that they 
accept linear values involving acquisition 
advancemen 
(That is, they may grow rich, advance before terror and me 


never 


ing prest 


«Опе more thing—why don't you wear a jockstrap?” 


When 
anyrzor 
psychopath never i 
but acis ont wl bothers him 
prec fashion, he's 
much less likely to break down 
Suess again that we are speaking 
mainly of the middle classes. The poor 
don't have to be taught psychopathic 
ris. The h n harsh 
must employ them, Driving toward 
ries, among 


straight peron can't make it 
. he goes 10 pitces. Since the 
ету over his fear 


st. to struggle free 


« 
liberation. black revolution 
others. work with violent sociopathic 
techniques, and these, as emphasized by 
Frame Fanon in The Wretched of the 
Earth, absolutely ca 
"Muscular action must subst 
lor concepts. . « 

"Violence is thus seen as compi 
to a royal pardon. The colonized man 
finds his freedom in and through vio- 


s. 


1 be dispensed v 
itself 


lence. . 
Again rebirth, this time by revolution. 
en s 


An uprising of people d 
ic. secking justice. revenge. a leg 
even holy aim for the oppressed. v 
their psychopathy as а fearful weapoi 

The psychopath has been described 
suited ro frontier life. In the old 
mber it, 


s we've chosen to теп 
he became a romantic. figur 


brated him and still do. Now. i 
time, most alert people find. that 
have reached kind of frontier 


along which varieties of poychopathic 
behavior flourish and triumph. АЙ souls 
euver in dangerous, contested ter 
Some feel stifled, want to. smash 
everything, urinate in your hallway, 
ak your head. Others retire, hide, ask 
only тө be left alone (and almost certain- 
ly won't be), In this border country the 
soul longs not to be afraid. And for 
many children of the present timc, only 
outlaw behavior can overcome fear, only 
having fum or smashing things relieves 
the feeling that one is stifled and op 
pressed. if not by other men, then by 
the indifferent universe itself- 

It seems that the Great Psychopath in 
the Sky has it in for all of us. The only 
thing to do is ride out from under His 
ybitvariness and indifference, get over 
the border and break free, No more 
meditation, musing over this doubt and 
that fear. No more plodding in camest 
pursuit of a nd responsible. life 
plan. For the psychopath, and now h 
followers, this is à. Tool's game. Instead, 
for chem, t to travel, move, 
make out. exploit, strike back, enjoy— 
unimpeded by any guilt whatever, com 
passionate only when aesthetically excited 
or on whim—crossing all borders, being 
de new after cach illegal crossi 


sober 


Imig 
tive drug chard 
ches Dringin 


ic, in not (90 many years, 
ox—betier—a spiritual 
together sacramentally 


tech- 


under one main tent all. known 
niques of simulati 
lis aim would be to 
reform psychopathy. combining the һем. 
exuberant aspects. of this acd 
pentil illness with linear hope and per- 
striving, perhaps the 
aken Seriously 
Establish then a Church of Rebirth by 
Any Mc temple for the repeated 
simulation of dying and being reborn, а 
religious base making it possible to recon- 
cile the Linear and. circular views ol life. 
Achieve of the straight and the 


istitute a kind of 


sistent 


psychopa Psychopathy nonpsy- 
dhopaths wi together and, by shar- 
ing the deathacbith experience, learn 


to live with one another. 
Te psychopath protests linear respon- 


sibility, Straight. people resist. the idea 
of a meaninglessly tuning wheel. Their 
faith, for many fag ow. is that the 


evolutionary chariot must he rolling to- 
ward a higher site of being, 
bine these approaches and 
side by side? Ay 
nd being reborn. тода. 
н the new temple withi 
ework, Dn this way, produce the effect 
of ceremonially taking time о: 
faith in the live by, teach the 
E Lapsed crusaders 
searchers aml voy- 
lory hunters. 


How to com- 
ive peaceably 
imemally dy 
sharin 
sacred 


.dw sae 


restore 


among us 10 become 
agers instead ol 


s we might key the foundation. for 
2 new orthodoxy in an uninhibited fash- 
ion. Te would undoubredly embrace ihe 
Oreiastic. attempting to achieve the sind- 
dering and ghrobbing ihat comes up 
through the spine, the continuing pre- 


velers on the death achirth 
mily experience (with drugs 
espericnce that die 
ly. ohen clumsily 
out of connol— 


orgasm that t 
trip so freq 
or not: the 
psychopath 

seeks, and which 
схем inn 
occisi 
aim, ther 
oum of coi 


randi 


bed, en prescribed sexi 
highrens the bowgcois, The 
in temples of vebinth: t0 drive 
Irol, regulimly 

t, Kill and heal 
* and also fe 
newed—within ritualistic limits. 
As Lewy originally inteudest, 
ees such ay LSD. if used with dignity 
nd. care, can serve as the food of such a 
new faith—pursued in temples, not alon 
that so many of us, psychopath and 
nonpsschopath. desperately need. The 
psychopath’s predatory cives may һе 
softened by the experience of being shit- 
tered and healed over i 
inside his head, Bourgeois compla 


tal self. shrived, 


sub- 


cay advance 
stripped away, as 
hs 


and blinkered fixation on li 
t will similarly 1 
sales manager l 
rolls naked. Softe 
manipula 


me 


d 


1 weeps 
the psychopath’s harsh, 
maune. Release the con 
formist’s blocked spontaneity and teach 
him playful violence. Emerge refreshed 


ive 


ial explora 
of memory 


from carefully spaced ceremo: 
tions into the common pool 
The experience of traveling together 
would link psychopath ond  noupsicio- 
path—as, in faci, whenever undertake 
so that they would. never a 
иһ other 


it docs 
completely misunderstand 
Tame the psychopath; enliven the straight 
arrow in order thay now and then he can 
he delights of irresponsibility. 

In a religions vacuum, the godless 
psychopath, олг most recent model ad. 
їс» said. emotionally disturbed. advance 
man—may turn ont to be as Rhea 
Lindner described him: “the harbin, 
оГ social and political distress" We mar 
experience him as a sometimes charm 
sometimes brutal antichrist. multiplying 

a bored and reckless Pive Piper 
с oll not only with our chil- 


dren but with our very history and all 
the beliefs we live I 
Yer his coming could also represent 


“the birth of a savior” projected decades 
› by Jung. the event “equiva 
great Catastrophe, because a 1 
powerlul life springs up just where there 
had seemed ло be no lile and no power 
and no possibility of Inture development.” 
Are we, then. heading into a world of 
the deliverer or of the antichrist? 
Whoever he is, will we necessarily b. 
overwhelmed by him? Is he 
us From whin? 
deth, surely. The psychopath 
and с 
oinen 
m, wicks, games, рш. Dis 
1 our line: 


nto 8 


wo and 


indeed, Ф 


From 
disuzceis. biimselt 
ipting time amd filling om 


everye dis 


with 


Bares 
ts us fre 
too despe 
This 

evolution 


path to the void. 
mely meaningless 10 bear now 
ту must he the new 
y role. IE not, he cin 
have come to teach us how to destroy 


an's 


only 


онус 

Hence, it becomes urgent and essential 
cw psychopathy be contained 
within the religious framework. There 
can be no way of accomplishing this ex 
cept through fr 
with or withow d Such spiritual 
ses held in. Churches or Temples of 
Rebirth would be designed хо provoke 
therapeutic hallucinations, keep going all 
the colored lights and pinwheels, crystal- 
linc explosions, terrifying apparit 
protective HE the paraphernalia 
and the visions of hell and he that 
attend the wing passage 

Psychopath and nonpsychopadi yew en, 
le styles, are ritually shanered. and 
reborn together. From this psychic ex 
lapse. exchange there 
sa new kind of person, perh 
Tree 
Next visit to the temple—a month. six 
months, a year, five years ber —unalraid, 
unbored, on the lookout for all kinds of 
exe searches, 


ion cover 


ies. 


circ 


is nd 


sels. 


m 


souls rer 


renewal and 


of tim 


whole ag 


ements, pleasures, 
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NEWYORK | pom page 150) 


me before producers went in for 
teresting types, skilled dancers and ar- 
tistes. A fistful of coins for the penny 
he magic of a first whiskey sou 
саң rolls two entire strips, absolutely 
forbidden back in the Bronx, and, what 
the hell i shoot the works, a 
sleepy luxurious cab ride all the way 
back home. 

‘There was a country out there; you 
knew it because. Jimmy Stewart. movies 
took place Someone's uncle moved 

to California for his health and 
had to be a Dewoit, unless the 
ers were kidding around. secretly 
holed up in Washington Heights when. 
they weren't playing the Yankees. But 


out 
D 


for all practical purposes, America was 
New York Ci; and if there was lile 
beyond is boundaries, you req 


some ial proof. before you'd buy it. It 
was am attitude thar was to linger and аг 
times become costly. 

‘The country got discovered 
school when 
and Docs 
study premed at Stanford and Purdue. 
and Michigan State, battering th 
into those places via their impressive 
New York City 90 averages. They ran 
into entire campuses [ull of polite guys 
who had been driving сах and dat 


є у 
мет. These people had terrific man- 
ners, spent a lot of time shining their 
shoes, but they could play basketball, 
too, going up very high and маша 
ly making the shots while you were 


nnbreaki 
beautiful f. from Annis 
ton, Alabama, who really meant it when 
they asked, "Whats it like being a 
gangster?” (The puton had mot been 
invented yet.) The first awareness of a 
certain resi nt, however polite, to- 
ward New Yorkers. What did New York 
have, anyway? A bunch of sarcastic 
people. АШ right, so it had the rhes- 
fer, What about our Kiel Auditorium? 
Didn't The King and I play there for 
two weeks last year? On holidays, they 
would scatter, going off to houses with 
Mom, Dad, Sis and Bud 
often leaving you beh 
shaky. but kind. since 
you had always kept that towering thun- 
derous place locked away in your 
and never before did it seem more rich 
and glittering. Later, you would feel 
that as a New Yorker, nobody left you 
behind. You left other people behind. It 
as that sort of attitude that made you 
suspect. Reading more, seeing all mov- 
ies, arguing. doing things with Hash. 
(There were no visible blacks out there: 
Jewish kids from the Bronx were the 
advance guard.) 

Seeing more. of the co 


mind 


пу, in Ai 


Force blue this time—Denver, San Anto- 
ү 


їп the uniform. 
s arousing a little suspicion, until 
1vous Texas colonel, planning a trip 
Бам, asked, What’s it like there? Is Jack 
Dempseys the world’s (апасы restau- 
m? Could you set wp some еме 
tickets? Once in a while, you would 
meet somcone who struck you as being a 
New Yorker, even though he had never 
a there. He had the style. (Later, 
Nixon would live in New York City for 
few years but remain an outof-towner, 
t least until the China wip.) A tempta 
tion to stay out there, marry one of the 
y. scrubbed, unneurotic Midwestern 
irls, let the country take care of you, In 


та 


New York, you had to take care of 
yourself, Change your name, work for 
DuPont. у duck thing 


Service. Ine 


ick and 


eve 


stay 
though, you had to go l 
Гасе the m To live in America and 
not be in New York would be like 
E s for the swimming 
the desert 

Facing up to it, back you go, and— 
: of miracles—though you have 
address, somehow you're not a 
cr. Bullshit job, credit cards, 
Ieadlines, time clocks, cocktail 
i panges with the wile 


an. 


of the assistant. art di h 
Dorothy Parker shit, Try the suburbs. 
Crab grass, town hall, the Long Island 


Rail Road. But where in the hell is New 
York? In some curious way, as a 12-year- 
old. тоозы back in the Bronx, 
you owned a bigger piece of the city. 
Confirmation of an old truism. about 
New York. Terrific when you're swi 
- Net that bad when you're on your 
ss. Deadly place for the тап in the 
middle 


Nightmares. Nervouscbrcakdown time, 
Premature ejaculations. Where did they 
come hom? Welcome to psychoanaly- 


Overswinging, Overthinking. Missing 
the ball. Then one day, catching one on 
ur bat and drilling it on a 
ne swing, well, 
ybe you'd re а bit. Hey, watch 
out for this (aging) kid. He can hit. 
Vnd then the city unlocks. Welcome 
board. Fashion models. George Plimp- 
ton, house seats. the columns come to 
life. The party had been going om all 
long—you just hadn't been invited. 
Beiter manners (the backbiting is there, 
bur id ter), prettier girls; ter- 
ribly uncharitable to say so and there 
are powerful humanistic arguments. to 
the contrary, but ten minutes with D 
Styron is more rewarding than an equ 
t session with the wile of the assist- 
но director at MeCann, Wells and 


the end of 
lin 


the seats. Si 


into 


axed 


comes 


back on Di 
js some razledlazzle by the Beatles, it's 
kill-the-Kennedys time and then there is 
tenific jump cut to the Seventics 
and, hey, wait a minute, where did it all 
go? You came to see Fair Lady and 
someone threw in Last Exit to Brooklyn. 
You didn't even see them change the 


So you're 


scenery. You've been ken by the 
world’s fastest shell-game a Fun 
Make that Terminal City. Glass- 


ine w 


ppers, snorting cociine right at 
the restaur able. (The fuzz are too 
busy making the big busts) Too much 
ass, if that’s posible, pimpmobiles zip- 
ight in the 
goddamned моге windows. Everybody 
carrying heat, Ever think you'd find 
knife at your throat? No way. Happens 
to other people. You've got а press pass, 
you're an observer. At four in the morn- 
g, you've walked the dreariest back- 
lcy streets of Marseilles, almost drove 


ping doser, labia minora 


the concierge crazy. What happened? 
Nothing. Then one night їп Yorkville 
(at four in the morning—like Sky М 


terson, that’s your time of da 


you get 
itiated; there he is, the most powerful 
man in the world. no eyes. “Vou can't 
protect that girl" he says, and there's 
choking, cutting. real blood. yours, cops. 


guns. "Just hold the sonolabirch ШШ I 
get out of here.” Now you're a real New 
Yorker, 1971 style, shipping out on a 


hasn't been inspected in years. 

v. gat to go down. It’s the 
party and, curiously enough, 
00,000 other passengers, in your 
you 't even 


Bt 


sis, 


checked the ship carries Ше 
boats 

Yet no one jumps ship. A company 
pulls out, but they don't really count; 


bunch of C ecticu ion drinkers 
who hated the city before they got there, 
just needed а litle confirmation, An- 
other company rolls in. A writer his 
av lobe sliced off in a lobby, quickly 
moves his family to а small town Up- 
state, Question him and you find it isn’t 
the саг lobe. He worked on a novel for 
ive years and it sold 600 copies. Some. 
one goes to. London for nine months, 
bout the girls, how civilized it is, 
ks you cin take. But he’s doing 

g from P. J. Clarke’s 
his New York apartment, A 
hired by the movies, limos, 
percentages of the gross, mornings on 
the telex, movieolas for checking the 
rushes, orange groves, hibiscus trees. 


k 
back in 
fellow gei 


nd he's 


| his wile is crying. Back 
to Wes End 


Avenue. In 
ч away to 
ptons (certain New 
k aficionados claim. this is the only 
time to be in the city, no hasle on 
с for 
Mair), 

n 
g cells filled with the same 


there rush to 


but they c; 
lile travel 


“And a bah, humbug to you, too, you old fart!” 
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Cloisonne, 
Т? 


Buttons 


Exquisite high quality craftsmanship 
developed centuries ago in Franc: 
aveilabla for tha first time in tl 
United States. Your choice of 12 
Zodiacal signs, $18.75 the boxed set 
of 10 buttons (6 large, 4 smal 

THE HOMEPORT COMPANY 

POST OFFICE BOX 1750 

ANNAPOLIS, MARYLAND 21404 
Send $1 for catalogue of other itams. 
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1де of Ant 12 
net sinter nde Y Feo 
2."Date of flne: Sepi 
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КОШ 
Counts П би илыйүнагөте 
for general usin MES 
Хисап Ave Tu. conii 
^f. иштг. di 
Famer. пы 
Cute 
T essi 
(Меаца, MI 60610, 7. Owner: Flash 
Jue 909 N. Минап Vr 
Mares 6f тоги 


on wha w 
T mler fori 
suet n. 
under 

Sith the 


Da mit ot 
sto: К Om. 


E NE 
complete 


talk. the same people. some wind. sand 


1 loca] lobster thrown for back. 
ground. Then around Labor Day, the 
fall drumbeat begins, the city recallin: 


its traveling legions, who rush back with 
new hopes. first drafts of plays, plans fo: 
completing the deal with a dimpleassed 
number who dominated the beach at 
Fair Harbor. Back they come to knee- 
high garbage, taxi strikes, cop strikes, 
bridge strikes. strikes of the heart 
Squashed. slashed. dollar pinched. pol- 
hired and harassed. how come they don’t 
bi 
signs? Ask the question of Fu 
regular at Smal's, Wilt the 5 
hangout: he looks at you like yo 
crazy and says simply, that he would 
rather be “deadass broke in New York 
than rich in Mississippi" Го Charley Р. 
Small's cool-daddy maitre de, who's seen 
it ай from Tangier 10 the Place de 
ГОрёга, the city is like the first time a 
junkie feels that needle. "He knows he 
got to get back there. You can't make 
in those bright lights, baby. you ain't 


те 


makin’ it anywhere.” Back from Nam, 
a black veteran weighs in with the 
thought that Asia's pretty terrific, but 


is got to be second best. “Mainly һе 
cause them Asiatic women got cold puss- 
ies" For the price. you get a 
k in Des Moines. with five extra 
courses thrown in. than you сап at 
Frankie and. Jolinnie's. but the secret of 
the flavor is ay unattainable as the key to 
the Inca code. To Mack, manager of 
X J and a man consulted by Broad- 
way producers on what types of shows to 
Ining in. the New York mystique boils 
down to something simple. “I love the 
water here. Find me a decent drink of 
water outside of New York City 
Гап away 


bigger 


When 
I turn on the TV and they 


gor one channel. How could 
1 place like that?” Altosax man Paul 
Desmond produces a cool. New 
York sound he himself compares t0 a 
dry marini. Black jazz musicians be- 
grudgingly award this white man points 
the way black hoop stars, when shoved, 
will admit that Jerry West probably de 
serves to play on the same court with 
Big O^ and Wil. No reason foi him to 
live in New York. In Stockholm, throngs 
of flaxenhaired students атом into tiny 
calés and pay cover charges to drink and 
listen to the records of this musici: 
wonrior king. “L can live 
“It's inertia that keeps me here." 
But then а woman approaches the table 
wd tells of a lovely long-haired wench 
who's st the beach, he 
out of her skin to see 
He had never realized she knew he 
live. "E take it back," he says. 
"I hats why 1 stay in New York.” A dry 
aner im the mid-60s complains about 
tightwad Europeans who fill the 
Vhird Avenue luxury. buildings. “They 
don't know about cleaning. They rab 


I live in 


pure 


nywherc," he 


says. 


husband 


away, ju 
bim. 


the dirt off a shirt or they put it in a 
hot shower, Hand them ll for fom 
dollars and they call the police. 
stills and phonics. 
four live ones in a whole buildi 
like a donkey blindfolded on a tread- 
mill. 1 haven't been laid in three y 
So why does he stay there? It has to do 
with Haverstraw. “When I was in the 
Service, 1 heard of a place outside New 
York called Haverstraw. T said, “That's 
for me, quiet, polite. jux what I'm 
looking for. And what а name to it" 
Discharged from the Service. he took 
train to Haverstraw. He looked around. 
He took а train back to New York id 
he's never left. А preity. long-haired 
philosophy teacher from. NYU, а dead 
vinger for one of her students. secs. the 
city as a woman. Its a bullshit analo 
sophomoric. probably goes over big with 
her students, but it improves. slightly 
when she works with it. Seattle, Chicago 
Houston, they're all men, big and ballsy. 
but New York is a lady. not a tough 
women's lib chick, Jetting it all hang 
out. but some kind ol mysterious, pri- 
mal lady. open. voluptuous, revealing her 


business is 


secrets generously. but always keeping 
some in reserve. Actually. it doesn't im- 
prove that much. The veins pop out 


on people's heads when they try to pin 
point the New York mystique. "It's my 
husband's lof" says the blue-jeaned, 
teenaged wile of a medium famous. art 


ist “Five flights up. on Thompson 
Sweet, in the Village. We have a huge 
house in M that we never go to." 


But you can get the same loft in down 


town St. Louis. "Oh. no." she says, frus- 
trated. close 10 anger amd tears. “You 
don't understand. This is different. This 


is a New York loft.” A 22-year-old ай 
line stew who's been raped once and 
nother occasion had a female detec 
= shove two fingers up her rump in 
Icgal-drug scarch can't leave the city 
when she takes the 


be 
dog for a walk. she sees a fig go out to 


ause every night 


“And 
feels 


т the 
nobody 


papers in his 
even 


pajama 
notices him.” She 
there is no place else on earth where she 
could sec something like 
philosophy teacher, Shakespeare author- 
ity Robert Brown is amused when it's 
suggested that he might live. elsewhere. 
“Leave this city? Are you serious? The 
skaters ар Rockefeller PI the view 
from the Empire State Building. opening- 
night parties at Sardi’s, walks through 
Central Park, the Rockettes?" But Bob, 
someone says. you never leave your table 
at Elaine's. Brown smiles, o 
on the rocks. Playwrightcritic Jack Rich- 
ardson would love to pack up and live 
in Cuernavaca. Clean 
Servants. Ten grand makes you an em- 
peror. But it would take 
to develop even a single New York- 
style. friendship. Such weddings are like 
and Frazier on a fast br 


that. Editor. 


Hers a Scotch. 


ir. lovely homes. 


him 20 years 


ису 


cach feeling the others presence, sens- 


ing cach other's moves, totally un 


portent who actually мий; it, Long as 
it goes in. 
truggling with their suiteases at the 
Port Authority Bus Term l, the 
le girls from Butte ti 
Anonymity. It’s so big 
get all swallowed up in it 
nobody will ever know what you're 
fast, 
ght at the terminal, from 
ry their bags, take 


them anywhere, 
in the y. 


usually downhill. 
у ything’s le u 
pected. At the Police Aculemy library. a 


Ou 


ка 


black detective with a giant Afro and 
two релапс! shoulder guns sits 
reading а copy ol Commentary. An 


Mab wi monocle and. an old-fash 


ioned wooden leg prowls through the 


lingerie department ar Bendel's. 7T 

keep looking at the door" says а hefty, 

dark-maned  secretury-bar. chick whose 
ven rollercoaster teeth have made 


her a delightful sackmate for the dozen 
or so men who've made it back 10 her 
two-room high-rise cl ey on York 
Avenue. “Anyhody’s liable to come in 
Antonioni, Warren Beatty. Someone 
with s rappy dict pil.” One 
night. А nd Warren Beatty 
both came imo her favorie bar, 15 
minutes apart, “And D didw't. even 
mber w to dy,” эйс м 
es И seems the enire city is on 
What's My Line? On a typicd night. as 


ve- 


И there were such a th the same 
\monioni-Warren Beatty bar, a pleas 
amiable, heavy-bcaked шап cats 

ken cac and negroni. 
He's an inter ipulator. 


а clea 
who smuggles jade 
» the country fre 


cocaine runi 
also given head to many of the 
the record 


er. 


gures 


dustry. 


just call her at an idle hour and 

з over i n head, 
They give her nd some 
vague promise audition. She 
doesn’t press them: she just Tikes doing 


g for them. Resides. she 
ly balls anyone. The trio sit 
about the Lindsay 


administrati A few tables ov 
pretty girls chatter away with gre: 
mation, Hke ex-Raddiffe roommates who 
haven't seen cach other since gradua- 
tion. One is a heroin junkie, who spends 
cach of her evenings as secret 
Village cleanup-heroin commi 
other is Doa priva 
specializing in the sons and daughters of 


crarist Russian émigrés, who take an- 
nual wips to the Holy Land and br 


“The Lord speaks in strange ways, Miss Lomax. 


ck giant cabbagesized chunks of hash 
easily passed through € 
apples for the teacher 


soms, delicious 
There they a 


typical lithe New York grouping. 

опе knows the others scene. No one 

sks. "That man sittin’ nest to vou, 

ays Charley P. u ГУ. “You don't 

hassle hi dust à 
You m who des 
ected i 


var 


ghis. anonymi 


whiz. sometimes эеси you н 
sirike them all. what the div is 
really about is the girl, The Кайс. 
Cathys. Katherines. Carols anid Susies, on 


trahe lights so many 
outside. Bloomingdales alone vou dont 
know where look first. Greed, the 
inability to zero in on one and stay with 
for the evening. Kills many an eve 
ng for the New Yorker But how сап 
you go to a smorgasbord and concen 
trate on the herring? Stand on a corner 
in Stockholm’s old city and you cam cast 
girly dorm E 
your first half 1 k along 
Avenue ol i 

nd you c 


the subway. at 


эчт. Wa 
nne: 
пе movit 


with 
] speed. except that the Stackhohn 
York 


eq 
Mick is Andy Hardy and 


New 


likely te be some kind of weird 
ИС Los Angeles is health aid 

ins. Loi p 

ence сусу and Rome 
then in New York Rare is the 
New York beauty who doesn't stop once. 
iidem pilgrimage hom 


Saks to Bendel’s, t 
mirror. 
teratic 


check her ays jn a 
Litle adjustment. here. little al- 
of the panty line a 
No matter how sculprured-pertect it 
the New York girl is terribly concerned 
about her ass, patting it down, smooth- 
ing it оц 


. generally In 


oying up its 


confidence and hers Either that or she 
iy wildly sure in this department. really 


worki ‚ hoisy. gliding 


weavi struction stopping 
movements, In alb cases, there is 
involvement. 

Who arc the New York 


tin 


es it seems they 
M 
uniforms and had dimpled knees, Alter 
У g it drummed into them 


that there were devils under the bed. 
out 1o snatch › 
the ctv figurin as well 
jump in and meet the devils head. on 
Мт йим frenzied encounter. or 
Iwo. € t girls are amazingly open, 


civilized, with plenty of bouledup 
y on tap. amd they will go back 
all boyfriend when he's lonely 
which is a very Галу New York thi 
do. Whoeve iris other ol 
their ch ics is that they are 
full өг surprises amd. unsurprisable. 

1 double somersault in bed. Me 
tion coke. she just happens 10 h 
lile stash i 


the 


ces 


ye a 


her purse. Someone laid it 
Downs? You got "em. Ever slept 
other woman? you ask in a pro 
fessional tone. W you 
Oh. well 
the Cape, 1 
ally cou 
ths, She 


on bi 


with 


on 


idding or 


there way this o 
lost forgot, bur E 
that it was only a 
was so beautilul. How 
smartass New 
up to the bed posty 
quick 20 with a 
of frozen. seam pi. Cu 
smile that telly you, Jesus Christ, she's 
that al Bedposts. frozen 
scampi, inviting another chick in on the 
deal, аһ 
friends, either, 
мш, of 


h you 


done ady 


its lor one-time 
the 


stre 


which woods arc full 
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re bars. 


New York City. Share а cab with а tor balls her way through е 

istant, When she finishes one, she moves on 
heading down to Sheridan Square. and — to another, But she's cool. Each guy at 
all of a sudden you're right into it. No the bar thinks he's the only one who's 
addition, subtraction, elementary alge made it with her. One girl makes it i 
ise buildings, 


stranger, a photographe 


ys of high 
Mens om” a fag at midnight ui 
k. “Sure 


"re expected to dive right into — hallw 
cometry. Mirrors. Vibrators, speed, — “str 

coke on the end of your joint the der statues in 
works. This is not a foreplay town. dangerou 
There is a famed cameraman who is he's а fag. 
noted for buying mlady one drink, then T 
rally. 


says. 


ng down on his knees and it comes down to 


ding for the goal line, Rarely does Моге ugly, more pretty, more 
г so much as a "My, my, young restaur If it isn't more on 
ut plate. verv often it's more quality. There 
Convent chicks, models (everybody's is a wilder selection of hes on the 


model, particularly the hookers), mive Chinese menus in Frisco, but Mrs. Pearl 
New York girls (тоо tough, advance to — stands over the pork while it's cooking 
the new arrival from Cincinnati), amd and makes sure its tender. Morc 
nowhere on earth does there exist a freaks, more games. more crazy. And if 
wilder collection of ditzies. At a restate уси get all that extraordinary food, all 
rant owned by a sports figure, à coate that sex, all that craziness thrown right 
cheek girl screws her boviriend nightly vour without trying. imagine 
on a pile of 300 coats while her gil Ties beyond, behind some of those 
Iriend acts as a lookout. During the coat- doors you don't even know about A 
nmer d. don't see each iched. 12-:year old Es 
other A moneyed Vassar lovely gets no chicks, trained [rom birth to satisty 
ied in the afternoon; that night she — weirdo cravings? You got it. Just a matter 
balls а bartender in the men's зоот of a of knowing the right people. 

midtown juz joint. “The weddin More style? Goldwater didn't think 
1 had to get out of the so, but how they love it in this city. Not 
ins. A pretty UN transla- important that you actually score points. 


less st - they 


mar 


just someth 
way.” she expla 


“Hi! We were just lalking about the generation cleavage.” 


h to the 


It’s how you make that appr 
basket. Lindsay gets elected on it. Мапу 
of the hookers have it. a lot more than 
the judges and their listless periodic 
erackdowns. I's no accident that Ma- 
bana [oe Namath becime Broadway 
Joe. “I hate the sonofabitch.” says а 
idtown. junk detective. “Hate his hai 

hate everything he stands for, But if 
anybody ever hit him a cheap shot. Га 
put two right between the guys cars. 
On gimpy knees, Joe's gor style. Ri 


tionary. nigger-hating, the cop. in some 
curious way. has it, too. Nobody noticed 
the construction workers ший they put 


on hard hats picked up a litte style 
They appreciate Aleindor in t 
bur with the understanding that he docs 
it on physical equipment: if Frl the 
Pearl. with those mystical backcourt 
moves. ever settled in this city, they'd 
make him the mayor. Ali rode in w 
Ul the style. bur at the end of 
rounds, Frazier t cou 
ranklike hick of style 
own: he walked away with the fight 
amd the town, There is customer 
t Elaine’s who is the king of style. The 
way he drinks, the way he dresses. the wa 
he checks the action at the bar. Run 
an weh on him and you find 
ош he doesn't do anything. No way the 
man can dress that way, mak 
He just keeps movin" and groovin 
finessing his way to 25 grand а year. All 


on style. 

Style—and an unspoken fecting of be 
ing number one—a feeling that the Yan- 
kees the number-one team i 


ve just been 
st ve years or so. giving the other 
teams a shot. that if at any point they 
really wanted to, they could begin to 
play in that old profe aristocratic 
муе and cop the хе The Knicks 
took it all one year. but wasn't it just 
boredom that made them back away Tast 
усаг? The city never wins an 
beauty contests, but is there a 

Yorker who doubts that the most 
ordinary women in the world live 
city and not in Hot Gulch, N 
where all the winners come fron 


k oll. from the rest 
пу and pat on 
t came 10 war? 
What an army. Not since the French 
wore red knickers at the Marne. Might 
not win, but they'd look good goin! 
down. 

The deepe 


one hell of a show if 


s that if you 
teresting guy to hang around with, 
you can һе with youself \ 
stopover in Dallas сап be pleasant, a 
weekend in Vegas a total delight (Cedar 
Rapids is stretching й). But rare is the 
an who doesn't crave a higher speed 
limit, a no-stakes poker game, more 
curves to the roller c York. 


an 


MY LAST 
MUGGING 


article By MURRAY KEMPTON 


õm a little short on cash; will you take a check? 


WE ARE ALL ADDICTS in various stages of 
degradation where I live on the Upper 
West Side, some to heroin, some to small 
dogs and some to The New York Time: 
‘The heroin is cut, the dogs are paranoid 
nd the Times cheats by skimping on 
the West Coast ball scores. No matte 
ach of us goes upon the street solely 
pursuit of his own particular curse. 

I was plodding homeward with my 
Times at an hour no less decent than 11 
on an evening in March when two 
ures, conspicuous through the dark for a 
condition of nerves frantic even for 
West 97th Street, сате round the corner 
nd converged upon me. one to the left 
and one to the right 

The one to the right was short and 
kind one used. 


n 


п the agency's economy 
drive im the first Eisenhower recession. 
The one to the left was taller. sticklike. 
indeed, with those whitened cracks in 
the skin of his face that the winter of 
cities inflicty upon Negroes amd that 
they call “the ashes"; and he held a 
knife at what I supposed to be my 
neys, 
"Give us 


1 your money.” the little 


onc stuttcred. “Or we're going to cut 
you up right now." 
"Now, be cool" the tall one said 


“And just hand over your money. He 
me: ii 
Cops are said to go at criminal sus 
pects in this fashion. in pairs. ane she 
and mean, the other tall and protective. 
So here, then, were those two famil 
of the station house, Jeff ravi 
one side of the detainee and. Mutt con- 
ciliating on the other. As jail seems to 
be the only instinuion left that can 
teach young black men to write. the 
back room of the precinct house is the 
last school for the techniques of negotia- 
tion, I was being accosted by rulfi 
had learned their trade by losing—labora- 
tory animals who knew nothing of the 
science except what could be studied 
while being vivisected. 

The knile was to be 
enough and broad eno 
itself as the one comm: 
їп the assembly: still, 


is who 


» long 
blish 
nding presence 
it was a very old 


knife, with no sign of any recemt im- 
pulse to clean it; the hand at my kidneys 
had, then, quite a while ago lost either 
the vanity that might have shined tha 
knife or the hope that might have sharp 
ened it 

The mind coukl grasp it only as an 
bstraction. Courage is the product of 


rehearsal ice is of recollection 
neither comes on call upon occasions of 
surprise: Surprised. one merely stands 


and the head wanders down paths that 
prove how empty the event is. since they 
mot even literary. only sociological 
disgraceful knife, a Гайше of a 
good only lor my neighborhood. a 
1 be 


—а 
knife. 
knile a 
п the East 60s, less а knife, indeed, 


man wou embarrassed. to 
carry 
than an ifact of i Where I 
live, we get the criminals and even the 


weapons of hopelessness we deserve 


ban decay 


"Gentlemen," 1 beg; haven't got 
so much as а dollar. 1 do have some 
change and a subway token. But that's 


all 1 have. I'm sorry. 

1 took out my wallet and showed it to 
them with an anxiety to please that. at 
the moment, at least, had curiously less 
to do with the knife than with the 
recurrent sense of my own inadcqu: 
on social occasions. 1 fel like a welsher 


Y 


They had done their job: they had 
pulled a Кайе, such as it was. and quite 
nough lor me; and I wasn't doing 


mint. 
exh 


Jell had by now subsided 
ustion from his bout of facsimi 
active desperation; and poor Mutt was 
left to manage the aff 
disillusion 

Let's get off the street." 
gotta search you.” And they pushed me 
westfully into the entrances 
building 1 had never before known 1o 
be other than packed with inexplicably 
cheerful Latins, but empty now: and 
there. in the bright light that illuminat 
ed how much too old all of us were for 
such a scene, Mutt searched me. as the 
police must have trained him during his 
their laboratories, all the way 
to the crotch. 

He cime up empty and reproachful. 

"You look like a workingman,” he 


ir to its end in 


ау of a 


service ii 


“Wh 


out in the street 


said. 
with 
Ic seemed entirely proper 10 apologize. 
entleme at last, “I feel 
like a shit" 
"Don't 


you think we feel like shits? 
Murt answered. “We don't like to do this 
Kind of thing. АП мете looking for is а 
couple of bucks to get a shot of dope." 


Where I live. we are rather silf-necked 
about permitting someone else to claim 
the moral advantage. They turned. and 


lelt the lobby, with Mutt trailing the knife 
sickly against his trouser lcg, the whole 
night vet belore him and without the will 
to recover from this first mischance. 

1 felt the 60 cents still in my hand 


and called after them, “Well, anyway. 
каке the change.” 
And Mutt сате back and took it, and 


we said good night, and I went home 
with no sense that I had made it up to 


them. 
For a while afterward. I dined out on 
this event, and everyone I told it to 


scemed to find 


it a great relief from 
urban tensions. And yer the experience, 
whose telling seems to work to tessen the 
paranoia of other persons. has impossi- 
bly iner own. Not just 97th 
Street but nearly every other in the city 
has become for me a swarm of horrible 
shadows. 1 have no way even of knowing 
when the fear will come over me: the 
other day a Negro teenager approached 
me in a subway station and just stood 
there. At last he asked for a dime and. 
sweating, I gave him all ihe change I 
had. He had intended nothing: and yet 
1 was his victim: my flesh could not have 
crawled more shudderingly il he had 
pulled a gun. I ha 
а heavy cane. Yet if I went thus armed. 
1 should suppose that I would bring my 
weapon down upon the head of whoever 
accosted me and then beat him passion- 
ately. if ineffectually. for mere rage at 
this city that has taught me that 1 аш 
old and a coward. For these are scenes 
from which it is impossible to emerge 
hamed. And I am thinking of mov- 
ing away to some far place where a man 
can keep his mask and have no need to 
thoose between wearing the [acc of 

the victim or the face of the beast. ED 


ased ту 
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ALREADY 


HER TROUBLE I6 SHE SPEAKS HT TOO LOUP. 


THE CLASS WILL OBSERVE 


MISS FANNY >>> AN EXCELLENT EXAMPLE 
OF KINESICS —BODv LANGUAGE -IN ACTION. WHO 
CAN READ WHAT HER BODY IS SAYING? 


= 


1 TOLD You A 
MILLION TIMES. HAROLD, “ 
DON'T READ OVER MY SHOUL- 
DER AND DON'T MOVE YOUR 
LIPS WHEN YOU 
READ. 


Сам | BOOKMARK 
/ WHERE | STOPPED? 
I'D LIKE TO READ MORE, 
LATER! 


DID 1 S 
vou S READ Imm 
PROFESSOR? 


PM 
еър TURN 
IE LEG. 


ME, V LIKE 
SPEED READING, 
LIKE. 


ME, 1 LiKE 
TO READ IN 
BED. 


MISS FANNY? 
HOW CAN I TEACH KINESICS 
WHEN YOUR KINESICS ARE CON- 
TINUALLY INTERRUPTING 
MY KINESICS! 


WHEN THEY MAKE HER. 
INTO THE MOVIE, 


1 ALWAYS 
LIKE TO PEEK AT 
THE ENDING. 


Zax 


60 
ынат'5 то „М 


READ? 


LET'S EXAMINE THE KINESICS OF У 
DEALING WITH THE OPPOSITE SEX. 
FOR INSTANCE, HOW WOULD YOU 

MOVE TO WIN YOUR NEAREST 

PARTNER'S ATTENTION? 


AN INTERESTING APPROACH, 
MR. VETCH, BUT DATED, 


TOO FAGGOTV. 
MR HAGERTY 


THE HUNCHED SHOULDERS SHOW FEAR OF WOMEN. 
THE CROSSED KNEES --- SEXUAL REPRESSION. YOUR 
WHOLE STANCE CLEARLY REVEALS THAT YOUR PREGNANT 
SISTER IN POUGHKEEPSIE WHO THROWS CUSTARD 
PIES AT YOU AS A SIBLING REACTION TO PRESGURE 

FROM YOUR MOTHER 15 WHAT'S UPPERMOST IN 
YOUR MIND *-- YES?! 


TUT, тот, MR, GLITCH ++ 
TOO OBVIOUS! 


‘hy ul 


A шш 


аж 


LWANT VOU TO NOTE THIS,CLASS 
THE SWINGING - OF - THE - ARM - IN- AN акс KINE P — THE 
FLATTENED - PALM, FINGERS - EXTENDED KINE? THAT, 
AS ANY KINESIOLOGIST CAN TELL YOU, I9 A CLEAR 
INDICATION OF AGGRESSION! 


- DID YOU SEE 


AND DID 
YOU OBSERVE THE 
HEAD -OVER- HEELS - 
BLEEDING KINE ? -A 
CLEAR INDICATION OF 
& BUSTED MOUTH. 


! CAME HERE 

TO LEARN HOW TO 

TURN MY BODY. 

LANGUAGE OFF 
NOT ON. 


LET US STEP INTO THE 
HALL AND DISCUSS YOUR 
BIZARRE PROBLEM, №166 FANNY! 
‘WHILE WE'RE GONE, I WANT 
THE CLASS TO PRACTICE, 
PRACTICE! 
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PLAYBOY 


WHEN | WANT MY BOPY TO TELL A MAN TO RETREAT, HOLD ME 
IT TELLS HIM TO ATTACK? 


WE MUST TEACH BROOM 
YOU THE RIGHT KINEsics! Wits 
-TRY THIS SIMPLE REJECTION йй 


MUST JAM 
THE WAVE 
LENGTH! 


PEEKABOO! 
\ 5ЕЕ You! 


SE HABLA 
ESPAÑOL? 


1 CAN'T STAND IT! 
YOUR TOES ARE SAYING 


GO BACK 
TO THE 
COATROOM 
AND PUT ON 


1 
JUST can't VAT Wav. DID. 
WANT ME TO SEE GOING MR. GLITCH 
TELL PROFESSOR THROUGH LIFE 
N. COUNTER | DRESSED FOR 
THAT YOU'RE k 
QUITTING THE 
CLASS, 
ANNIE? 


PLAYBOY 
READER SERVICE 


Write to Playboy Reader Service for D 

answers to your shopping questions PLAYBOY'S GALA HOLIDAY ANNIVERSARY ISSUE 
We will provide you with the name 

of a retail store in or near your city 

where you can buy any of the spe- 

cialized items advertised or edito- 

rially featured in PLAYBOY. For 

example, where-to-buy information is 

available for the merchandise of the 

advertisers in this issue listed below. 


Use thew Ti 
fenuted 


We will be happy to answ 

your other questions on fashion, trav- 
tl, food and drink, stereo, ete. Tf your 
question involves items you saw in 
PLAYBOY, please specify page num- 
ber and issue of the magazine as well 
as a brief description of the items 
when you write. 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 


USE CONVENIENT SUBSCRIPTION 
FORMS, PAGES 57, 291 


COMING IN THE MONTHS AHEAD: {1:12 


[13 yrs. for 524 (Save 515.00) 
o 1 уг. for $10 (Save 53.00) 
[O Payment enclosed pJ bint 


ro: 
"ame (please print) — 
EI 


Wy жае ір code по. 


a- 
Marigolds, dai fas, mÜms; 
“JAA shop full of flowers. ~ 
'* Butforthem its one 
perfect rose. He chose it. 
` For her. To remember. 
' Their cigarette? Viceroy. 
1, They wont settle for less. 
з : XU Its a matter of taste. 
. ‘$ è А 


iceroy gives you all the taste all the time, $% 


[5 


$t 


T mg. “tat,” 1.2 mg nicotine av. рег cigarette, 
FIC Report Aug. 71. 


Dodg Es 


Now there's a way to own a brand-new car (with the features 
ycu want most as standard equipment) and balance your budget Fouron ie оог 


Ws fully synchronized 


Front disc brakes 
Sater. because ney 


Gon'ilade on you: Stop at the same time. The Dodge Colt. Choose from four different ай nakie Say qe. 


you straight апо last 


models: two-door coupe, two-door hardtop, four-door sedan, 
and station wagon. All have the features pictured here as standard 
equipment. And for those of you who wish to add more comfort 
and convenience items, options such as air conditioning, auto- 


matic transmission, and AM radio are available at extra cost. See Flow through 
the new Dodge Сон at your nearest Dodge Colt Dealer's. It's the аА 
lowest priced Dodge іп the Dodge саг line Пен E ine hist 


Adjustable 
steering column А 
Adjustable, to іеї you and ws standard 
fund the height that fits 
you best radio or not 


(excepionthe 


whother you get the 


